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2016 Annual Dedication

Richard (Dick) Croft Kennedy 
March 23, 1931 – June 27, 2016

Dick Kennedy passed away on June 27 of this year at his home overlooking 
Damariscotta Lake. The first session of camp had started a few days before he left us 
so many alumni from Dick’s era stopped in to see him as they dropped their kids off 
at camp. When the busses passed the Grey Barn on opening day they leaned on the 
horn and a peaceful, satisfied smile appeared on Dick’s tired face from his hospice 
bed. He felt secure and content knowing that the camp where he spent his entire life 
would thrive forever thanks in large part to his efforts, generosity, friends, and his 
training the next generations to carry the torch. The following is the prelude that Dick 
wrote for the 90 year Kieve history book.

I was born here 84 years ago, have lived and learned here almost my whole life, 
and intend to be returned to the soil here when my time comes. Whatever the cause 
of my love for Kieve, it has affected me to the marrow of my bones; my “calling” has 
been Kieve.

Richard Bode, in his inspirational book, First You Have to Row a Little Boat, 
summed up the unique educational contributions of Kieve far better than I could. 

He makes the astute observation: “We take 
our children to Little League so they can 
learn the supposed benefits of teamwork 
and competition, by which we mean 
domination of others in sport as well as 
life. But in life, real life, we aren’t pitted 
against one another; we are pitted against 
ourselves, and our victories are almost 
always the ones we forge alone. If we want 
to teach our children self-reliance then 
we shouldn’t take them to the diamond or 
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gridiron. We should take them to a river, a lake, or a bay and let them learn to row a 
little boat.”

Kieve has proven to be an ideal learning environment for countless youngsters in 
the last ninety years, and by staying on this wonderful, productive course, Kieve will 
continue its magic for countless future generations.

You can’t teach patience; it is a lesson which one must learn by active engagement. 
You can only become kind by emulating others and experiencing the joyful rewards of 
being kind yourself. Even if you read about courage, you won’t become a courageous 
person until you have acquired the confidence that will allow you to accept a risk in 
order to receive the reward of accomplishment. I learned a lot about patience when 
I made a perfectly comfortable and fragrant bed for myself out of tiny balsam boughs 
on a wet rocky shore on a canoe trip in Canada. 
I learned the joy of kindness by watching Kieve 
counselors help needy youngsters and then by 
giving a homesick little boy a ride on my shoulders 
from the waterfront to Pasquaney. Courage for me 
came when year after year I entered the year-end 
tennis tournament, always having been beaten 
the previous year by Angus MacLean, Cheddy 
Carey, Sandy Muir, or some other superior player. 
To battle and overcome the fear of failure is one 

of Kieve’s 
most 
valuable 
and 
enduring 
lessons.

As you read this history, think back on your 
days at Kieve. What did you learn? Who helped 
you? Whom did you help? How was your life 
changed by your experiences here?

I hope that the answers to your questions will 
be something like mine. I hope you will be able 
to say, “Lots of important things happened for 
me at Kieve: I was privileged to be a part of such 
a place, and I am able to give more to others 
because of what I got at Kieve.”
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KIEVE SUMMER CAMP FOR BOYS - DIRECTORS
HENRY R. KENNEDY, Kieve-Wavus Executive Director �990-�0�6; Kieve Camp 
Council �97�-80; Kieve Camper �967-�97�; Colby College; hrk@kievewavus.org; 
Summer Address: Camp Kieve, PO Box �69, Nobleboro, ME 04���; Winter Address: 
�4 Whitetail Rd, Cumberland, Maine 040�� 
CHARLIE RICHARDSON, JR, Kieve-Wavus Director Education and Operations 
�0��-�6; Kieve Asst. Camp Director �989-�0�0; Kieve Camp Council �98�-88; 
Bates College; Cambridge College; charlier@kievewavus.org; 894 West Neck Road, 
Nobleboro, Maine 04��� 
JESS ANDERSON, Kieve Asst. Infirmary Director �00�-��; Kieve Camp Staff �999-
0�; Kieve Girl’s Science Camp Staff �000; Hamilton College; The Leadership School 
Program Director �0��-�6; Student Specialist & Health Care Manager �0��-�6; jess@
kievewavus.org; Dresden, Maine 
REID ANDERSON, Kieve Asst. Director Tripping �00�-�6; The Leadership School 
Staff �0�0-��; Kieve Camp Council �998-0�; Kieve Camper �99�-96; Hamilton 
College; Kieve-Wavus Asst. Director of Eduction and Operations �0��-�6; reid@
kievewavus.org; Dresden, Maine 
TOM HARTENSTEIN, Kieve Asst. Camp Director �008-�6; Kieve Camp Council 
�997-0�; Kieve Camper �987-89 & �99�-9�; Barry University; Teacher, Riverside High 
School; Barry University; tsharten@gmail.com; Raleigh, North Carolina 
SAM KAPLAN, Kieve Asst. Camp Director of Junior Kieve Program �0��-�6, Kieve 
Asst. Wilderness Tripping Director �009-�0; Kieve Council �006-08; KW West Camper 
�004; Kieve Camper �998-�00� & �00�; Bates College; Upper School History Teacher 
and Hockey Coach, St. Paul’s School, Baltimore, MD; samuelrkaplan@gmail.com; 
Lutherville, Maryland
ROB REILLY, Kieve Asst. Director Challenge Course �0�0-�6; The Leadership School 
Staff �0�0-��; High � Adventure Experiential Education; rjreilly@kievewavus.org; 
Hope, Maine 

ADDITIONAL STAFF
PHIL ATWOOD, Kieve Asst. Challenge Course �0�6; Washington County Community 
College; 88�8bella@gmail.com; Tenants Harbor, Maine
BILL CHAPMAN, [Captain, Snowgoose III]; Kieve-Wavus �009-�6; Maintenance 
�00�-�0��; captbillchapman@gmail.com; Waldoboro, Maine 
WALTER DICKERSON, Kieve Maintenance & Support �008-�6; walterglenndickerson@
gmail.com; Nobleboro, Maine 
WILL HACKETT, Kieve Asst. Director Tripping �0�4-�6; Kieve Camp Council �007-
��; Kieve �999-04; The Leadership School Staff �0��-�0��; Muhlenberg College; The 
Leadership School, Teacher; william.f.hackettjr@gmail.com; Nobleboro, Maine
BRIAN “BRI-GUY” HASKELL, Kieve Asst. Challenge Course �0��-�6; Landing 
School of Design; BHaskell88@gmail.com; Thomaston, Maine
CELESTE JONES, Kieve Asst. Director Waterfront �0�6; Kieve Support Staff �0�4-�6; 
Sewanee University of the South; Lynchburg, Virginia
MEGHAN KENNEDY, [Deckhand, Snowgoose III]; Kieve-Wavus �0��-�6; 
nutmeg�0�0@gmail.com; Waldoboro, Maine 
TAYLOR BOUCHER, [Hog Island Instructor & Educator �0�6]; KieveWavus Education 
Environmental Educator �0�6; TLS Educator �0��-�6, Wavus Council �0�4-��, 
Science �00�-0�; Earlham College; The Leadership School, Teacher; bouchtay@
gmail.com; Portland, Maine
JACK MARSTON, Kieve Asst. Director of CIT Program �0�6; Kieve Council �009-�� 
& �0��; Leadership School Educator �0�4-�6; Skidmore College; jackdyett@gmail.
com; Asheville, North Carolina
ALEX MCCALL, Kieve Asst. Challenge Course �0�6; Trinity College; 
alexandermccall�99@gmail.com; New York, New York
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TYLER PACE, Kieve Asst. Director Wilderness Tripping �0�6; Kieve Asst. Director 
CIT Program �0��; KW West Trip Leader �0��-�4; Kieve Council �00�-06 & �0��; 
The Leadership School Staff �0�0-�6; KW West �00�; Kieve �994-�00�; Connecticut 
College; milestpace@gmail.com; Nobleboro, Maine 
MICHAELA PEABODY, [Kieve CampInTouch Photos/Camper Connection]; Kieve 
Staff �0��-�6; Colby-Sawyer College; m.peabody07@gmail.com; Jefferson, Maine
KALEB ROBINSON, Kieve Asst. Challenge Course �0��-�6; University of Maine In 
Orono; kaleb.robinson@maine.edu; Thomaston, Maine
BETSY SEDNAOUI, Kieve Asst. Director Waterfront �0�6; Kieve Support Staff �0�4-
�6; University of Virginia; bsednaoui@gmail.com; Skillman, New Jersey
KATRINA SMITH, Kieve Asst. Infirmary Director �0��; Leadership School Educator 
�0��-�6; University of Maine at Orono; Boothbay, Maine
BEN SWANSON, Kieve Asst. Director Tripping �0��-�6; Kieve Council �009-�� 
& �0��-�4; KW West �008; Kieve �999-07; The Leadership School Staff �0��-��; 
Gettysburg College; The Leadership School, Teacher; swabenthedeck@gmail.com; 
Lexington, Massachusetts 
FAYE WOODMAN, [Admin. Asst., Kieve Summer Camp for Boys]; Kieve-Wavus 
�99�-�0�6 boyscamp@kievewavus.org; flashcasper�6@aol.com; Wiscasset, Maine 

SPECIAL THANKS TO OUR VOLUNTEERS
ALAN BALDWIN, [Pottery Shop]; Kieve Council �966-7�; 9/�� Volunteer �00�-�0�6; 
Vets Camp Volunteer �009-�4; artsakeframing@yahoo.com; Nobleboro, Maine 
HOWARD BLISS, [Print Shop]; Kieve Volunteer �980s to present; mipa4@comcast.
net; Brunswick, Maine 
JAMES “BROWNIE” BROWN, [Waterfront]; Kieve Volunteer �0��-�6; Kieve Council 
�97�-74; Kieve Camper �969-70; jdbsup007@gmail.com; Ft. Lauderdale, FL

TRUSTEES
THOMAS G. AUCHINCLOSS, ��� Suffolk Rd, Chestnut Hill, MA 0�467
JAMES D. BROWN, �7�4 SE ��th St, Ft. Lauderdale, FL ����6
W. MORGAN CHURCHMAN, ��0 Boot Rd, Malvern, PA �9���
WILLIAM C. COX, �� E San Marino Dr, Miami Beach, FL ����9
CANDACE E. DYAL, �7 W ��th St PHC, New York, NY �00��
JOHN W. GEISMAR, �76 Jackass Annie Rd, Minot, ME 04��8
HEIDI GIFFORD, ��� W 98th St, #�0A, New York, NY �00��
PAMELA K. JENSEN, 4��� Province Line Rd, Princeton, NJ 08�40
LAURA W. KAPLAN, 44 Old Aspetong Rd, Katonah, NY �0��6
DONALD A. KEYSER, ��� Larch Rd, Cambridge, MA 0���8
WILLIAM A. KNOWLTON, 80 Pinckney St, Boston, MA 0���4
MARGARET W. LYNE, 89 Crest Rd, Wellesley, MA 0�48�
CHRISTOPHER J. MAGUIRE, 840 Lesley Rd, Villanova, PA �908�
LOUISE W. MCILHENNY, �4�4 St. Charles Ave, Apt 60�, New Orleans, LA 70��0
MATTHEW J. MCKENNA, 49 Downing St, Apt �B, New York, NY �00�4
CLIFFORD E. MULLER, �900 Ruxton Rd, Baltimore, MD ���04
MARK K. J. ROBINSON, � McCurdy Rd, Old Lyme, CT 06�7�
JAMES H. STUART, ���� Greenwood Ave, Nashville, TN �7�06
R. DIXON THAYER, ��8� W Doe Run Rd, PO Box 706, Unionville, PA �9�7�

EMERITUS
ALEXANDER K. BUCK, �9 Sanderson Rd, Cumberland Foreside, ME 04��0
THOMAS W. HAAS, �8� Bay Rd, Durham, NH 0�8�4-�440
MICHAEL N. WESTCOTT, �� High St, PO Box 4�4, Damariscotta, ME 04�4�-04�4
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KIEVE SUMMER CAMP FOR BOYS - COUNCIL
GRAHAM “GRAHAMBO” D.T. ABBEY, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - North Harris and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - South 
Glenayr]; Kieve �00�-08; Kieve Council �0��-�� & �0�6; University of North Carolina; 
San Francisco, CA 
MANSELL R. AMBROSE, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Bunkerhill and 
Second Session - Counselor - North Harrington as well as �nd Introductory Session 
- Counselor - Junior Kieve Kindness & Respect]; Kieve Staff �0�6; Sewanee The 
University of the South; East Hampton, NY 
BRIAN T. ANDERSEN, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Harris]; Kieve 
Council �0�6; Richmond University, UK; West Chester, PA 
ETHAN T. ASHLEY, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Glenayr and Second 
Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve Council �0�6; Colby College; 
Philadelphia, PA 
NICHOLAS “NICK” R. BAKER, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Harris 
and Second Session - Counselor - Long Voyage III]; CIT �0��; Kieve �007-�4; Kieve 
Council �0�6; Sewanee University of the South; Chicago, IL 
PIETRO F. BARBIERI, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Long 
Voyage III and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Maine Trails II]; Kieve 
�009; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Universita de Parma Economia; Parma, Italy 
LAUREN M. BEGLEY, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill II as well 
as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Courage and Second Session 
- Counselor - North Glenayr]; Kieve Staff �0�6; University of Kentucky; Lexington, 
KY 
DAVID “DAVE” H. BERNDSTON, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor 
- Maine Trails I and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Long Voyage 
I]; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Leadership School Educator �0��-�6; University of 
Wisconsin-Madison; Nobleboro, ME 
HENRY S. BEVERIDGE, [�0�6 - Second Session - Counselor - North Glenayr as well 
as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Courage]; Kieve Council �0�4 
& �0�6; Sewanee University of the South; Nashville, TN 
HOWARD “WILL” W. BLISS, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Allagash I and 
Second Session - Counselor - North Glenayr]; Kieve �008-�4; Kieve Council �0�6; St. 
Lawrence University; Lakeville, CT 
ELI M. CAMPBELL, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill I as well 
as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Courage and Second Session 
- Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Allagash I]; Kieve �006-08; Kieve Council �0��-�6; St. 
Lawrence University; New York, NY 
WILL “HARRIS” H. CLARK, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Allagash I and Second 
Session - Counselor - South Bunkerhill and North Harris as well as �nd Introductory 
Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Perseverance]; Kieve �0��-�4; Kieve Council �0�6; 
Washington & Lee University; Lake Forest, IL 
CHARLES “CHASE” F. CLARKE, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Townsend 
and Second Session - Counselor - Long Voyage I]; CIT �0��; Kieve �009-�4; Kieve 
Council �0�6; Boston University; Lake Bluff, IL 
MATTHEW “MATT” F. CONLEY, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Glenayr 
and Second Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �006-08; Kieve Council 
�0�6; Gettysburg College; Ridgefield, CT 
JULES G. COOK, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Maine Trails I and Second Session 
- Counselor - South Townsend as well as �nd Introductory Session - Counselor - 
Junior Kieve Loyalty]; Kieve Council �0�6; University of Mississippi; Lee, NH 
WILLIAM “BILL” M. COYLE, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Bank II and Second 
Session - Counselor - Maine Trails II]; CIT �0��; Kieve �006-��; Kieve Council �0�6; 
Colgate University; Chicago, IL 



8

MILES E.B. CRAWFORD, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Long Voyage I and �nd 
Introductory Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Junior Kieve Loyalty]; Kieve 
�008-��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Kenyon College; Brooks, ME 
MASON DELPINO, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Townsend and Second 
Session - Counselor - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve Council �0�6; West Chester University; 
West Chester, PA 
SAMUEL “SAM” R. DENBY, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Harris and 
Second Session - Counselor - North Harris]; CIT �0��; Kieve �0��-�4; Kieve Council 
�0�6; University of Edinburgh; Washington, DC 
JOHN S.C.J. DEVINE, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Allagash 
III and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - South Cunningham]; KW West 
�0��; Kieve �006-��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Colby College; Cumberland Foreside, 
ME 
KELSEY A. DISMONT ROBINSON, [�0�6 - �nd Introductory Session - CIT Counselor 
- Junior Kieve Perseverance]; CIT �0�6; Kieve �0��; Kieve CIT Council �0�6; St. 
David’s College, UK; Smith’s Parish, Bermuda 
JOHN “JAKE” G. DONALDSON, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Townsend 
and Second Session - Counselor - South Glenayr]; Kieve �008-�4; Kieve Council 
�0�6; Sewanee University of the South; New Canaan, CT 
MATTHEW “MATT” DONALDSON, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South 
Bunkerhill]; Kieve �008-�4; Kieve Council �0�6; Sewanee University of the South; 
New Canaan, CT 
TREVOR B. DORMAN, [�0�6 - Second Session - Counselor North Cunningham]; 
Kieve �00�-09 & �0��-��; Kieve Council �0�6; Dartmouth College; Providence, RI 
PARKER B. DOTSON, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Long Voyage III and Second 
Session - Counselor - South Glenayr]; Kieve �008-�4; Kieve Council �0�6; Hobart & 
William Smith; Houston, TX 
THOMAS “TOM” D. DOUGHERTY, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North 
Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �008-�4; Kieve Council �0�6; Harvey Mudd College; Winchester, 
MA 
REED P. DOWDY, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - South 
Townsend and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North Bunkerhill I]; 
Kieve Council �0�4-�6; Sewanee University of the South; Charlotte, NC 
NOLAN M. DOYLE, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - South 
Cunningham and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North Cunningham]; 
Kieve Council �0��-�6; Washington and Lee University; Newburyport, MA 
JAMES “JAMIE” V. DRAYTON, [�0�6 - Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor 
- Long Voyage III]; Kieve �007-��; Kieve Council �0�4-�6; Connecticut College; New 
York City, NY 
HARRY W. ELLSWORTH, [�0�6 - �st Introductory Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - Junior Kieve Perseverance and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - Allagash II]; Kieve �008-�� & �0��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; University of 
Vermont; Califon, NJ 
KIDDER A. ERDMAN, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - South 
Glenayr and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Maine Trails I]; Kieve 
�006-07 & �009-�0 & �0��; Kieve Council �0�4-�6; University of Southern California; 
Gladwyne, PA 
TIMOTHY “T.J.” R. FEAGAN, JR., [�0�6 - �st Introductory Session - Counselor 
- Junior Kieve Perseverance]; Kieve Council �0�0-�� & �0�6; Central Michigan 
University; Lansing, MI 
RYAN G. FORD, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North Glenayr 
and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Maine Trails III]; Kieve Council 
�0��-�6; James Madison University; Reistertown, MD 
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MARGARET “MEG” R. FORELLI, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Glenayr 
and Second Session - Counselor - North Cunningham as well as �nd Introductory 
Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Courage]; Wavus �007-��; Kieve Staff �0�6; Colby 
College; Darien, CT 
MATTHEW “MATT” R. F. FRATER, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North 
Harrington]; Kieve �009-��; Kieve Council �0�6; Hobart College; New York, NY 
TAD M. GAFFEY, [�0�6 - Second Session - Counselor - South Townsend]; Kieve 
�0�0-��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; University of Pennsylvania; Locust, NJ 
LAUREN M. GOULD, [�0�6 - First Session – Counselor - Allagash I, II & III and Second 
Session - Counselor - South Glenayr]; Kieve Staff �0��-�6; College of Charleston; 
Towson, MD 
CARTER C.H. GRAY, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Maine Trails 
III and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Bank II]; KW West �0��; Kieve 
�007-��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Western Kentucky University; Lexington, KY 
ROGER “GRIFFIN” G. HALL, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Allagash II and 
Second Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill II]; CIT �0��; Kieve �008-��; Kieve 
Council �0�6; Boston University; Los Angeles, CA 
GEORGE N. HAMILTON, [�0�6 - �st Introductory Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - Junior Kieve Courage and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor 
- Maine Trails IV]; Kieve �006-��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Wake Forest University; 
Greenwich, CT 
BOZEMAN “BO” D. HAWKES, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill 
I and Second Session - Counselor - South Harris]; CIT �0��; Kieve �0��-�4; Kieve 
Council �0�6; College of Charleston; Boulder, CO 
THOMAS “TOM” S.W. HEFFERNAN, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - South Bunkerhill and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - 
South Harris]; KW West �0��; Kieve �008-��; Kieve Council �0�4-�6; Washington 
College; Baltimore, MD 
WILLIAM “WILL” JANVIER, JR., [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North 
Cunningham and Second Session - Counselor - North Townsend]; Kieve �006-��; 
Kieve Council �0�6; University of South Carolina (Gap Year); Raleigh, NC 
SOPHIE A. JENSEN, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Townsend and Second 
Session - Counselor - South Harris as well as �nd Introductory Session – Counselor 
- Junior Kieve Perseverance]; Wavus �006-��; Kieve Staff �0�6; Bates College; 
Princeton, NJ 
BLAIR M. JOHNSON, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Townsend and 
Second Session - Counselor - South Cunningham]; Kieve Staff �0��-�6; University of 
Virginia; Greenwich, CT 
GEORGE H. W. JOHNSTON, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Long Voyage II and 
Second Session - Counselor - South Glenayr as well as �nd Introductory Session 
- Counselor - Junior Kieve Courage]; Kieve �009-��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; St. 
Lawrence University; Bedford, NY 
CELESTE H. JONES, [�0�6 - First Session – Counselor - Bank II and Second Session 
- Counselor - Bank I]; Kieve AD Waterfront �0�6; Kieve Staff �0�4-�6; Sewanee 
University of the South; Lynchburg, VA 
WILLIAM “WILL” B. KABACK, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Harrington 
and Second Session - Counselor - South Cunningham as well as �nd Introductory 
Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Loyalty]; Kieve �009-�4; Kieve Council �0�6; 
Hamilton College; St. Louis Park, MN 
DAVID R. KANTOR, [�0�6 - Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor -Bank I]; 
Kieve Council �0��-�6; University of Wisconsin-Madison; Katonah, NY 
ALEXANDER “LEXI” R. KEMP, [�0�6 - �st Introductory Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - Junior Kieve Loyalty and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor 
- Allagash I]; KW West �0��; Kieve �008-09 & �0��-��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Bates 
College; Hopewell, NJ 
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JOHN “JACK” R. KENYON, [�0�6 - �st Introductory Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - Junior Kieve Loyalty Kindness & Respect and Second Session - Head 
Bunkhouse Counselor - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �007 & �0��; Kieve Council �0�4, 
�0�6; Vanderbilt University; Hopewell, NJ 
CHRISTIAN J. KRAUSS, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North 
Bunkerhill I and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North Harrington]; 
KW West �0��; Kieve �004-08; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Colorado College; Sausalito, 
CA 
PAUL “JACK” J. LAMBRECHT, [�0�6 - Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor 
- Bank I]; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Rollins College; Stuart, FL 
LARS T. LARSON, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill II and Second 
Session - Counselor - Long Voyage I]; Kieve Council �0�6; Virginia Tech; Danville, 
VA 
JOSEPH “JAMES” J. LAWTON, IV, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Townsend 
as well as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Loyalty and Second 
Session - Counselor - Allagash II]; Kieve �008-��; Kieve Council �0�6; University of 
Virginia; Columbia, SC 
GREGORY “GREG” LOUZAN, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Bank I]; Kieve 
Council �0�6; Howard Community College; Ellicott City, MD 
NATHANIEL “NATE” H. LYONS, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Bank II and 
Second Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill II & North Harrington as well as �nd 
Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Kindness & Respect]; Kieve �007-09 
& �0��-�4; Kieve Council �0�6; University of Chicago; Chicago, IL 
CARLY E. MALECKA, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill I and 
Second Session - Counselor - North Townsend]; Kieve Staff �0�6; University of 
California; Darien, CT 
ROBERT “ROB” P. MCDONALD, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Glenayr 
as well as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Courage and Second 
Session - Counselor - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve Council �0�6; Wake Forest University; 
Scituate, MA 
HAYDEN M. MCKEE, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Cunningham and 
Second Session - Counselor - Maine Trails IV]; Kieve �007-��; Kieve Council �0�6; 
Drexel University; Cambridge, MA 
FRANCESCO G.G. MERLO PICH, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill 
II]; KW West �0�4; Kieve �009-��; Kieve Council �0�6; Warwick College; Basel Stadt, 
Switzerland 
MATTHEW “DUNCAN” D. MORRIS, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - Allagash II and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - South 
Townsend]; Kieve Council �0�4-�6; Hampden-Sydney College; Charlottesville, VA 
ELLIOTT W. MURPHY, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North 
Cunningham and �nd Introductory Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Junior 
Kieve Perseverance]; KW West �0��; Kieve �004 & �006-�0; Kieve Council �0��-�6; 
Trinity College; Philadelphia, PA 
PAUL D. Y. NAKAMURA, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Cunningham 
and Second Session - Counselor - South Harris]; Kieve Council �0�6; St. Lawrence 
University; Fairport, NY 
DAVID J. NEITZEL, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Townsend and Second 
Session - Counselor - Maine Trails IV]; Kieve Council �0�6; Rollins College; Winter 
Park, FL 
KELLY L. NELSON, [�0�6 - First Session – Counselor - South Cunningham and 
Second Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve Staff �0��-�6; Longwood 
University; Gwynn, VA 
SAMUEL “SAM” F. PAINE, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North 
Townsend and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North Bunkerhill II]; 
Kieve �006-��; Kieve Council �0�4-�6; Williams College; New York City, NY 
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EDWARD “LEAKY” L. PELL, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Cunningham 
and Second Session - Counselor - Bank II]; Kieve Council �0�6; Wake Forest 
University; Fresno, CA 
COLE N. PHILLIPS, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Long Voyage 
II and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North Glenayr]; Kieve Council 
�0��-�6; Leadership School Educator �0��-�6; St. Lawrence University; Woodstock, 
VT 
GARRETT W. PHILLIPS, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Maine 
Trails II and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North Townsend]; Kieve 
Council �0�4-�6; St. Lawrence University; New Canaan, CT 
AIDEN J. REDMOND, IV, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Harris and Second 
Session - Counselor - North Townsend]; KW West �0��; Kieve �007-��; Kieve Council 
�0��-�6; Hobart & William Smith Colleges; Princeton, NJ 
JAMES C. REIMER, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North 
Harrington and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Long Voyage II]; Kieve 
Council �0�4-�6; Rollins College; Bedford, NY 
CHARLES “C.J.” J. RICHARDSON, III, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �00�-�0; Kieve Council �0��-�6; Sewanee 
University of the South; Asheville, NC 
ANDREW L. ROBINSON, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Bunkerhill and 
Second Session - Counselor - Maine Trails III]; Kieve Council �0�6; Cornell University; 
Ellicott City, MD 
ABIGAIL “ABBY” M. ROCKEFELLER, [�0�6 - First Session – Counselor - South 
Harris as well as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Perseverance 
and Second Session - Counselor - North Harris as well as �nd Introductory Session 
- Counselor - Junior Kieve Loyal; Kieve Staff �0�6; Rhodes College; Owings Mills, 
MD 
DREW D. ROEBER, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Cunningham as well as 
�st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Kindness & Respect and Second 
Session - Counselor - South Townsend]; Kieve �007-��; Kieve Council �0�6; High 
Point University; Carrboro, NC 
JARED C. ROTH, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Maine Trails II and Second 
Session - Counselor - North Harrington]; Kieve Council �0�6; George Washington 
University; Concord, NH 
NICHOLAS “NICK” F. SAARI, [�0�6 - Second Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill 
II]; Kieve �006-08; Kieve Council �0��-�6; College of Charleston; Bronxville, NY 
CHRISTOPHER “CHRIS” J. SANCHEZ, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - Bank II and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - North Harris]; 
Kieve �007-��; Kieve Council �0�4-�6; Lakes Region Community College; Dunbarton, 
NH 
EVA A. SARKES, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Cunningham as well as 
�st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Loyalty and Second Session - 
Counselor - South Townsend]; Kieve Staff �0�6; Washington & Lee University; 
Owings Mills, MD 
THOMAS “HAYWOOD” H. SARKES, [�0�6 - Second Session - Counselor - Bank II]; 
Kieve Council �0��-�4 & �0�6; Sewanee The University of the South; Owings Mills, 
MD 
ELIZABETH “BETSY” C. SEDNAOUI, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Bank I and 
Second Session - Counselor - Bank II]; Wavus �006-08; Kieve AD Waterfront �0�6; 
Kieve Staff �0�4-�6; University of Virginia; Skillman, NJ 
MEGAN C. SHENTON, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Harris & North 
Harrington as well as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Kindness 
& Respect and Second Session - Counselor - South Bunkerhill]; Wavus �006 & �008; 
Kieve Staff �0�4-�6; Hobart & William Smith Colleges; New London, NH 
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NATHANIEL “NAT” O. SHENTON, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor 
- South Harris and �nd Introductory Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Junior 
Kieve Kindness & Respect]; KW West �0�0; Kieve �00�-09; Kieve Council �0��-�6; 
St. Lawrence University; Nashua, NH 
ELIZA H. SNEEDEN, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Glenayr and Second 
Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill II]; Wavus �0�0; Kieve Staff �0��-�6; 
University of New Hampshire; Exeter, NH 
CHANDLER B. SPEARMAN, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Glenayr as 
well as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Perseverance and Second 
Session - Counselor - South Cunningham]; Kieve Council �0�6; College of Charleston; 
Round Pond, ME 
NICHOLAS “NICK” G. SPERANZA, [�0�6 - �nd Introductory Session - CIT Counselor 
- Junior Kieve Courage]; CIT �0�6; Kieve �009-�4; Kieve CIT Council �0�6; Pomfret 
High School; Needham, MA 
JAMES B. STITES, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Allagash I 
and �nd Introductory Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - Junior Kieve Courage]; 
Kieve �008-��; Kieve Council �0��-�6; University of Virginia; Louisville, KY 
MATTHEW “MATT” X. SULLIVAN, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Allagash III 
and Second Session - Counselor - North Bunkerhill I & North Harris as well as �nd 
Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Kindness & Respect]; Kieve �006-�4; 
Kieve Council �0��-�6; Elon University; Rye, NY 
PASCAL D. TESSIER, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - Maine Trails III and Second 
Session - Counselor - North Townsend as well as �nd Introductory Session - Counselor 
- Junior Kieve Perseverance]; Kieve �006-��; Kieve Council �0�6; Warren Wilson 
College; Hagerstown, MD 
PATRICK “TYLER” T. TODD, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Bunkerhill 
as well as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Loyalty and Second 
Session - Counselor - Bank I]; Kieve Council �0�6; Unity College; Randolph, NJ 
SAWYER A. WARDEN, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Glenayr]; Kieve 
�007-09; Kieve Council �0�6; Northeastern University; Malvern, PA 
BENNETT “BEN” W. WHEELER, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor 
- Bank I and Second Session - Head Bunkhouse Counselor - South Bunkerhill]; 
KW West �0��; Kieve �009-��; Kieve Council �0�4-�6; St. Lawrence University; 
Longmeadow, MA 
SIDNEY “SID” A. WRIGHT, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - North Townsend as 
well as �st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Kindness & Respect and 
Second Session - Counselor - North Cunningham]; Kieve Council �0�6; Hobart & 
William Smith; Princeton, NJ 
CHRISTOPHER “CHRIS” L. YEATMAN, [�0�6 - First Session - Head Bunkhouse 
Counselor - Long Voyage I]; Kieve Council �0�6; Sewanee University of the South; 
Little Rock, AR 
TIMOTHY “TIM” YORK, [�0�6 - First Session - Counselor - South Glenayr and 
Second Session - Counselor - South Cunningham]; Kieve Council �0�6; University of 
Maine at Farmington; Jay, ME 
PETER M. ZAMSKY, [�0�6 - Second Session - Counselor - North Glenayr as well as 
�st Introductory Session - Counselor - Junior Kieve Kindness & Respect]; Kieve �006-
��; Kieve Council �0�6; Southern Methodist University; Darien, CT 
DAVID “TREY” O. ZENKER, III, [�0�6 - Second Session - Counselor - Maine Trails I]; 
Kieve �00�-08; Kieve Council �0��-�6; New York University; New York, NY 
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ANDREW J. AARTS, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Hoboken, 
New Jersey 
MARTIN “MARTY” ARNOLD, [�0�6 – Kieve CIT �]; CIT �0�6, Kieve �008-��; 
Columbus, Ohio
IAN AARTS, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Hoboken, New 
Jersey 
GRAHAM L. ABRAMO, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Chatham, 
New Jersey 
QUENTIN P. ABRAMO, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Chatham, New Jersey 
HUNTER ADAMO, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; Locust 
Valley, New York 
BENJAMIN ‘BENNY’ ADLER, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�6; Santa Monica, 
California 
CALVIN ‘CAL’ L. AGRAN, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0�0-�6; New 
York City, New York 
CONSTANTINE ‘CON’ ALEXOS, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�6; Lake 
Forest, Illinois 
JUSTINIAN ‘JJ’ T. ALEXOS, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�6; 
Lake Forest, Illinois 
HENRY ‘FOSTER’ F. AMES, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; South 
Hamilton, Massachusetts 
MYLES L. ANDERSON, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Rumson, New Jersey 
LANDON B. BACHMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
FRANCISCO ‘JAVI’ J. BAIGORRI, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Coral Gables, Florida 
JULIO J. BAIGORRI, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Coral 
Gables, Florida 
STUART H. BAKER, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �009-�6; Chicago, 
Illinois 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ N. BALSLEY, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Rowayton, Connecticut 
JOHN BANCONE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�6; Summit, New Jersey 
RYAN BANCONE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Summit, New Jersey 
TOWNSEND ‘TEDDY’ W. BANCROFT, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; 
Kieve �0�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
WILLIAM J. BARATTA, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Stuart, 
Florida 
DYLAN BARKLEY, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
OLIVER BARKLEY, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
NATHANIEL ‘NATE’ P. BARTLETT, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Concord, Massachusetts 
GIOVANNI BARTOLONI BALDELLI, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve 
�0�6; Bucine, Italy 
NICHOLAS BAZARKO, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�6; 
Princeton, New Jersey 
ANDREW BEANLAND, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Concord, Massachusetts 
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GEORGE BEEVERS, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
JACK H. BEGIN, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Chelsea, 
Maine 
ANGUS C.M. BELL, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Somerville, 
Massachusetts 
CAMPBELL C.W. BELL, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Somerville, 
Massachusetts 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ C. BENFORD, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Chicago, Illinois 
GRAHAM B. BENNETT, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Providence, Rhode Island 
MAX B. BENSLEY, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; South Hamilton, 
Massachusetts 
BROOKS D. BERMINGHAM, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Denver, 
Colorado 
MACLEAN ‘MAC’ G. BERRY, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Redding, Connecticut 
PETER BEYS, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; New York, 
New York 
CONNOR R. BICKFORD, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Round Pond, Maine 
BROOKS C. BIDDLE, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �009-�6; Chevy 
Chase, Maryland 
HENRY E. BLAGDEN, IV, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Sarasota, 
Florida 
THOMAS BLOUIN, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
ALDEN J.R. BLUE, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �008-�� & �0��-�6; 
Baltimore, Maryland 
RYAN ‘COBEY’ C. BLUMENTHAL, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Owings Mills, Maryland 
KIERAN S. BLUNNIE, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
ROHIN R. BOBBA, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Summit, New 
Jersey 
DECATUR J. BOLAND, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Rowayton, Connecticut 
LACHLAN L. BOMMER, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Rye, 
New York 
REESE R. BOMMER, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Rye, 
New York 
WILLIAM A. BONNER, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
LUKE BOUDOUVAS, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania 
FREDERICK BOUDREAU, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
San Francisco, California 
ALEXANDER ‘XANDER’ N. BOYLE, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Washington, District of Colombia 
JAMES C. BOYLE, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
MICHAEL S. BRACKETT, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Sudbury, Massachusetts 
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MICHAEL E. BREHENEY, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
AIDAN BRIDDELL, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�6; Newtown 
Square, Pennsylvania 
ANDREW ‘DREW’ B. BRIGHAM, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Kennebunk, Maine 
JAMES ‘TUCKER’ T. BROWN, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Baltimore, Maryland 
MATTHEW G. BROWN, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; New York, 
New York 
OWEN C. BROWN, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�4-�6; New 
York, New York 
JAMES A. BUCHAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Rye, 
New Hampshire 
HENRY ‘ZEKE’ E. BURDEN, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Arlington, Massachusetts 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ BURKE, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Annapolis, Maryland 
SILAS R. BURKEY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Mercer 
Island, Washington 
THOMAS ‘TOMMY’ A. BURTON, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Chatham, New Jersey 
BRITTON G. BUSBEE, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Nashville, 
Tennessee 
THOMAS ‘ALI’ A.P. BUZACOTT, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Washington, District of Colombia 
FLOYD C. CABRAL, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
West Boylston, Massachusetts 
ASCHER B. CAHN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Chicago, Illinois 
JUSTIN B. CALLAHAN, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �009-�� & �0�4-
�6; Houston, Texas 
PHILIP CAMUTO, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4 & �0�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
ETHAN T. CARLS, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; St. Charles, 
Illinois 
GRANT D. CARLSON, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail IV]; Kieve �009-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
BROOKS H. CATLIN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Boulder, 
Colorado 
TUCKER R. CATLIN, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Boulder, 
Colorado 
JOHN ‘DOYLE’ D. CATLIN, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0�4-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
WILLIAM E. CAULEY, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Barrington, 
Rhode Island 
HENRY CHADBOURNE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve 
�0�6; Rockport, Massachusetts 
LACHLAN CHAISSON, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; KIEVE �0�6; 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
ADRIEN H.G.V. CHAVAROT, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; London, 
United Kingdom 
THEODORE J.V. CHAVAROT, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-
�6; London, United Kingdom 



�6

MARC ‘CHANCE’ C. CHOCOL, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; 
Kieve �0�6; Lake Forest, Illinois 
DEREK Q. CHOE, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4 & �0�6; 
Princeton, New Jersey 
DANIEL Q. CIBBARELLI, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Princeton Junction, New Jersey 
NATHANIEL A. CIMRAL, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�4 & �0�6; 
West Linn, Oregon 
WALKER CIOROBEA, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Miami, Florida 
RODRIGO CISNEROS, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Coral 
Gables, Florida 
SEBASTIAN ‘SEBAS’ CISNEROS, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve 
�0�6; Coral Gables, Florida 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ M. CLARK, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�� & 
�0�6; Pacific Palisades, California 
ANDREW H. CLARK, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �0��-�4 & �0�6; 
Cumberland Foreside, Maine 
LUKE A. CLARKE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Nantucket, Massachusetts 
ADDISON J. H. CLEARY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Larkspur, California 
NICHOLAS ‘NICK’ T. CONLAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Wayne, Pennsylvania 
AIDEN N.B. CONNOR, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
West Hartford, Connecticut 
ETHAN A.A. CONNOR, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; West 
Hartford, Connecticut 
CHRISTIAN L. CONTE, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Hoboken, New Jersey 
JAMES COUNSELMAN, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
Hingham, Massachusetts 
ARTHUR J. COURTOIS, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-�6; Paris, 
France 
CLARENCE G. COX, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �008-�6; Miami 
Beach, Florida 
OWEN A. CRONIN, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Middletown, Connecticut 
JONATHAN ‘JACK’ H. CROSS, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Gibson Island, Maryland 
ETHAN ‘CHOPPER’ D. CROSS, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Farmingdale, Maine 
RYAN D. CULL, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Alexandria, 
Virginia 
SILAS ‘SI’ H.M. CUNNINGHAM, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Cumberland, Maine 
SAMUEL ‘SAM’ D. CZAJA, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
Rowayton, Connecticut 
KSAWERY ‘KSAVEK’ O. DANILOWICZ, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Warsaw, Poland 
JACKSON J. DAPUZZO, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Greenwich, 
Connecticut 
HENRY R. DARNALL, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Lincoln, Massachusetts 
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MAXIME ‘MAX’ G.M. D’AUMALE, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Paris, France 
MICHAEL ‘MIKE’ R. DAYYA, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail IV]; Kieve �0��-�� 
& �0��-�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
MATEO DE LA VEGA, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail IV]; Kieve �009-�� & �0��-
�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
THOMAS ‘TOMMY’ F. DEEGAN, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail IV]; Kieve 
�0�0-�6; Stamford, Connecticut 
AIDAN S. DEL COL, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Laguna Beach, California 
AUSTIN DEL COL, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Wellesley, 
Massachusetts 
PETER A. DEL COL, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Wellesley, Massachusetts 
MATTHEW J. DELLARUSSO, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Darien, Connecticut 
ALEXANDER ‘ZANDER’ M. DELUCA, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Princeton, New Jersey 
ANDREW M. DELUCA, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Princeton, New Jersey 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ W. DENBY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�4 
& �0�6; Washington, District of Colombia 
GONZALO J. DESCHAPELLES, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Riverside, Connecticut 
GRANT DESUTTER, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Wellesely, Massachusetts 
GRIGGS DIEMAR, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; Gulf 
Stream, Florida 
ROBERT ‘EMERY’ E. DIEMAR, IV, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & 
Respect]; Kieve �0�6; Gulf Stream, Florida 
SIMON T. DIMATTEO, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Saco, Maine 
KELSEY O. DISMONT ROBINSON, [�0�6 – Kieve CIT �]; CIT �0�6, Kieve �0��; 
Smith’s Parish, Bermuda
BENJAMIN “BEN” DIXON, [�0�6 – Kieve CIT �]; CIT �0�6; Kieve �007-�4; Lake 
Bluff, Illinois
WALLER B. DIXON, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Dillwyn, Virginia 
BJORN DJURIC GREVE-ISDAHL, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve 
�0�6; Miami Beach, Florida 
DREW DOLAN, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; Rye, 
New York 
MAXWELL ‘MAX’ S. DONAHUE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Newburyport, Massachusetts 
NICHOLAS ‘NICK’ R. DONALDSON, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-
�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
FRAZIER D. DOUGHERTY, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Yarmouth, Maine 
HARRISON ‘HARRY’ T. DOUGHERTY, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Yarmouth, Maine 
QUINN H. DOUGHERTY, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Glen Head, New York 
SPENCER K. DUCHARME, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails III]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Pennington, New Jersey 
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WILLIAM DUFFY, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
Rowayton, Connecticut 
PATRICK ‘PATCH’ P. DUFFY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Mendham, New Jersey 
WILLLIAM ‘GARRET’ G. DYCKMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage III]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Princeton, New Jersey 
REED EDDY, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; Greenwich, 
Connecticut 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ W. EICHLER, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Summit, New Jersey 
JACKSON D. EISEN, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Providence, 
Rhode Island 
WESLEY ‘WES’ V. ELKIND, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
WILLIAM ‘LUKE’ L. ELKINS, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Brookline, Massachusetts 
JONATHAN B. ELKINS, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Sparks, Maryland 
SAMUEL ‘SAM’ M. ELKINS, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Sparks, Maryland 
PATRICK C. ELWOOD, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Alexandria, 
Virginia 
SAMUEL ‘SAM’ O. EMERY, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Kennebunk, Maine 
REMY J. ERDMAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Gladwyne, 
Pennsylvania 
BRENNAN R. ESCOBAR, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Millburn, New Jersey 
BRYSON R. ESCOBAR, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Millburn, New Jersey 
DANIEL M. EVANS, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Derry, New Hampshire 
SLATER FAIRFIELD, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
Hingham, Massachusetts 
LUCAS FALEZAN, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; London, 
United Kingdom 
REED W. FALKENRATH, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
JAMES ‘J.D.’ D. FARKAS, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Chatham, New Jersey 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ I. FARKAS, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Chatham, New Jersey 
IAN A. FAY, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �009-�6; Lincoln, 
Massachusetts 
TUCKER A. FEAREY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Ruxton, Maryland 
CARTER H. FEISS, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �009-�6; Baltimore, 
Maryland 
MILO FELDBERG, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Brooklyn, New York 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ C. FENWICK, IV, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Cockeysville, Maryland 
JAMES B. FERGUSON, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; San 
Francisco, California 
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WILLIAM H. FERGUSON, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�4-�6; San 
Francisco, California 
GABRIEL ‘GABE’ R. FEURTADO, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ FEURTADO, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
ISAAC A. FIGINI, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
HENRY FLECKNER, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�6; Weston, 
Massachusetts 
PEARCE J. FOLEY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania 
ELLIOTT ‘ELI’ M. FORANT, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; New York, New York 
JACK FORD, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania 
RENDER E. FORD, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ J. FREDERICK, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; 
Lutherville, Maryland 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ S. FREY, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �0�0-�� & 
�0��-�6; Riverside, Connecticut 
GAVIN S. FRITH, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Princeton, 
New Jersey 
BROCK O. FROSCHAUER, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Summit, 
New Jersey 
DAVIS GALL, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve �0�6; 
Cumberland Foreside, Maine 
JACK S. GALLAGHER, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Wellesley, Massachusetts 
RICHARD ‘HUGH’ H. GARDINER, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
SAMUEL ‘SAM’ T. GARDINER, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
PETER D. GARRISON, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Aiken, South Carolina 
PABLO GARZA, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Cancun, QR, 
Mexico 
JOHN ‘MILES’ M. GASKIN, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Bethesda, Maryland 
WALTON ‘WALT’ T. GASKIN, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Bethesda, Maryland 
ROBERT ‘ROB’ M. GENIESSE, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; New York, New York 
ALEXANDER O. GEORGES, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
THOMPSON W. GERAGHTY, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Chicago, Illinois 
WALTER ‘WALT’ J. GERAGHTY, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �008-
�� & �0�4-�6; Chicago, Illinois 
MAX GESNER, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0��-�6; West Newton, 
Massachusetts 
NICOLAS A. GIANDREA, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
North Yarmouth, Maine 
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DOUGLAS S. GILLESPIE, JR., [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-
�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
PETER GLASS, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0�6; Yarmouth, Maine 
GEORGE N. GLOMB, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Wyndmoor, Pennsylvania 
JAMES J. GLOMB, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Wyndmoor, Pennsylvania 
JOHN ‘JACK’ W. GLOMB, III, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Wyndmoor, 
Pennsylvania 
MAXIMILLIAN ‘MAX’ R. GOMEZ, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Cohasset, Massachusetts 
MAC GOODER, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; New York, 
New York 
PETER G. GOODYEAR, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
New Canaan, Connecticut 
LAURENCE ‘LORNY’ B. GOODYEAR, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
CHARLIE J.R. GOSK, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
ROBERT ‘BOBBY’ D. GOULD, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Towson, Maryland 
FINNIAN M. GOWEN, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Southbury, 
Connecticut 
BLAKE GRADY, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; Jefferson, 
Maine 
LEOPOLDO GRAF VON REX, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0�6; 
Florence, Italy 
GORDON J. GRANDBOUCHE, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Princeton, New Jersey 
GEORGE GRAY, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0�6; Pacific Palisades, 
California 
WILLIAM GRAYKEN, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Cohasset, Massachusetts 
CHRISTIAN M. GRAZIANO, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & 
Respect]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
COOPER C. GREENE, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Nashville, Tennessee 
WARNER W. GREENE, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Nashville, 
Tennessee 
JAMES ‘JAMIE’ E. GRUBB, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Bedford, New York 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ W. GRUNOW, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Darien, Connecticut SELIM GUADAGNI, [�0�6 First Session - Bank 
I]; Kieve �0�6; Chevy Chase, Maryland 
JOHN ‘JACK’ B. HALL, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0�0-�6; Stamford, 
Connecticut 
SAMUEL ‘SAM’ D. HALL, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Stamford, Connecticut 
JONATHAN ‘JONTY’ W. HAMMER, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
LUKE A. HAMMER, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
DAWSON HANDY, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Maidens, 
Virginia 
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CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ M. HANSEN, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve 
�0�0-�6; Washington, District of Colombia 
LUKE HANSEN, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�6; Chicago, Illinois 
RYAN B. HARDIMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4 & 
�0�6; Chicago, Illinois 
BRADY HARWICK, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
CONNOR HARWICK, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Darien, Connecticut 
JOEL W. HATCH, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0�0-�6; Nobleboro, 
Maine 
JACKSON HATCH, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
Seattle, Washington 
GRAYCEN D. HAYES-BEGLEY, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Cape Elizabeth, Maine 
HARPER HAYNE, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; New 
York, New York 
NICHOLAS HAYNE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Berwyn, Pennsylvania 
RYAN A. HAYNE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
Berwyn, Pennsylvania 
LIAM HAZELTINE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Seattle, Washington 
CHARLES ‘CHASE’ K. HEDLUND, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �009-
�4 & �0�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
JOSEPH J. ‘JACK’ HEGENBART, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
New York, New York 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ HEIKE, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
BENJAMIN HEIKE, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
NICHOLAS ‘NICK’ HENRY, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve 
�0�6; Summit, New Jersey 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ C. HENRY, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Summit, New Jersey 
THOMAS C. HENRY, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Summit, New 
Jersey 
KRISTOFER ‘LOGAN’ L. HENYON, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Earlysville, Virginia 
HENRY HERRICK, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
San Jose, California 
ROBERT HERRICK, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; San 
Jose, California 
GRANT HETHERINGTON, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�6; San 
Francisco, California 
JONAH W. HIRSCH, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail IV]; Kieve �009-�6; Wilton, 
Connecticut 
PAUL M. HIRSCHORN, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-�6; New 
York, New York 
HENRY G. HOEFFNER, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Weston, Connecticut 
JOHN ‘JOHNNY’ J. HOFFMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Wellesley Hills, Massachusetts 
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CAMPBELL L. HOLLIDAY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-
�4 & �0�6; Washington, District of Colombia 
HENRY M. HOLLIDAY, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
JOHN ‘JOHNNY’ C. HOLLINGTON, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve 
�009-�6; Shaker Heights, Ohio 
OWEN HOLMGREN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�6; 
Baltimore, Maryland 
HENRY R. HOLT, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Worden, 
Illinois 
ANTHONY A. L. HOOD, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; Sao 
Paulo, Brazil 
ALEXANDER ‘SACHA’ N. HOOD, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
MATIAS HOOD, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ T. HORGAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Portsmouth, New Hampshire 
MICHAEL ‘MIKE’ T. HORNUNG, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail IV]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Frisco, Texas 
BRENDAN S. HOWARD, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
PATRICK T. HOWARD, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
RYAN T. HOWARD, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
COLIN B. HOWARD, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�6; Darien, Connecticut 
JAMES E. HUGHES, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Morristown, New 
Jersey 
MATTHEW P. HUNT, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Cos Cob, 
Connecticut 
HAYDEN C. HUNT, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Thorndike, 
Maine 
JOHN ‘JACK’ T. HUTCHINS, II, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
REED E. HYDE, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
GEORGE ‘MARSHALL’ M. HYMAN, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Kenilworth, Illinois 
MASON ‘MACE’ J. ISRAEL, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Boulder, Colorado 
FINNEGAN ‘FINN’ V. JACOBS, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Hunt Valley, Maryland 
GEORGE H. JANVIER, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �008-�6; Raleigh, 
North Carolina 
ANDREW D. JAROCH, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
OLIVER JELLINEK, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
ANDREW ‘DREW’ W. JESSUP, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Tuscaloosa, Alabama 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ B. JOHNSON, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Kennebunkport, Maine 
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WILLIAM ‘BURNHAM’ B. JOHNSTON, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Bedford, New York 
DAVIS J. JORDAN, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Rowayton, Connecticut 
BRADY H. JORDAN, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
Rowayton, Connecticut 
BEN M. JOSLIN, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Kittery Point, 
Maine 
CHRISTOPHER ‘CHRIS’ B. KAGAN, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; 
Kieve �0�4-�6; Ipswich, Massachusetts 
CONNOR E. KANIEWSKI, [�0�6 – Kieve CIT �]; CIT, �0�6 Kieve �0�0-��; Chicago, 
Illinois
MICHAEL ‘MIKEY’ S. KANTOR, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Katonah, New York 
PHILIP J. KAPLAN, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-�6; Princeton, 
New Jersey 
DANIEL KAPLAN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�6; St Davids, 
Pennsylvania 
CARL A. KARST, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0��-�6; Harrison, 
New York 
JACK W.M. KARST, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Harrison, New York 
JACK W. KARTSONIS, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Narberth, Pennsylvania 
SAMUEL ‘SAM’ R. KARTSONIS, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Narberth, Pennsylvania 
GRANT KAUFMANN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Cambridge, 
Massachusetts 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ G. KAUFMANN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; 
Kieve �0�4-�6; Cambridge, Massachusetts 
PATRICK E. KAVANAGH, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
Rumson, New Jersey 
ALEXANDER L. KAYE, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Washington, 
District of Colombia 
GAVIN KEELTY, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; Hunt 
Valley, Maryland 
WILL KELLER, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�6; Santa Monica, 
California 
MATTHEW C. KELLETT, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �008-�6; Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania 
TAYLOR R. KELLETT, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Radnor, Pennsylvania 
ANTONIO ‘TONIO’ KELLEY, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
GRAHAM H. KELLEY, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-�6; New York 
City, New York 
HENRY W. KENNEY, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Sherborn, 
Massachusetts 
CHARLIE KENNY, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
MARTIN A. KENTAS, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
New York, New York 
ANDREW D. KILLIAN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; 
Chicago, Illinois 
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BRANDT W. KISER, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ B. KISILYWICZ, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Princeton, New Jersey 
ROBERT ‘JACK’ J. KISILYWICZ, JR., [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Princeton, New Jersey 
THOMAS S. KISILYWICZ, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Princeton, New Jersey 
WILLIAM ‘BILLY’ L. KITCHEL, IV, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania 
VEDANT KIYAWAT, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-�6; Arcadia 
Gardens, Singapore 
PETER F. KNOWLTON, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �007-�6; Boston, 
Massachusetts 
JACOBY ‘COBY’ N. KOEHLER, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Chapel Hill, North Carolina 
KEREM P. KOYLUOGLU, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Princeton, New Jersey 
CHARLES ‘DRAY’ D. KRAHMER, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Duxbury, Massachusetts 
JETT L.R. KREMER, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Atlanta, Georgia 
THOMAS P. KRUSH, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
Bethesda, Maryland 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ V. KUPERSMITH, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Bronxville, New York 
JOHN ‘JACK’ C. LACASSE, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
Watertown, Connecticut 
THEODORE ‘TEDDY’ LACASSE, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; 
Kieve �0�6; Lake Forest, Illinois 
GEORGE LADD, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�6; Midlothian, 
Virginia 
NELSON A. LAMB, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Palm 
Beach, Florida 
MILES W. LASSER, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Cambridge, 
Massachusetts 
JOHN ‘J.P.’ P. LAZAR, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Chicago, 
Illinois 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ S. LAZARRE, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Chicago, Illinois 
ERIK H. LAZARRE, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Chicago, Illinois 
WILLIAM ‘MAX’ M. LAZARRE, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Chicago, Illinois 
FORREST A. LAZZARA, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
HUDSON S. LAZZARA, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
HENRY T. LEDYARD, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Missoula, Montana 
GEORGE H. LENESS, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Brookline, Massachusetts 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ O. LESKO, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Villanova, Pennsylvania 
BEDE LEVIN, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Piedmont, California 
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HARRISON ‘HARRY’ M. LEVY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Sudbury, Massachusetts 
WILLIAM ‘BILLY’ D. LEYDEN, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
Rosemont, Pennsylvania 
THOMAS ‘TOM’ J. LINKAS, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �0�0 & �0�� 
& �0�4-�6; London, United Kingdom 
RYAN LITTLE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
OSCAR LOEHNIS, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
JACK V. LONERGAN, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; London, 
United Kingdom 
SIORUS LOXTON, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�6; Brooklyn, New York 
MAXWELL ‘MAX’ W. LUDINGTON, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Cape Elizabeth, Maine 
BRAD LYMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0�6; Beverly, 
Massachusetts 
GRADY MACKEIGAN, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Boston, 
Massachusetts 
HENRY A. MAGEL, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�6; New York, New York 
LUKAS MAGGOS, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0�6; Lake Forest, Illinois 
GEORGE T. MAGUIRE, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �009-�6; Villanova, 
Pennsylvania 
GABRIEL ‘GABE’MAIOLO, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�6; 
Old Greenwich, Connecticut 
COLTON A. MAIRS, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Boston, 
Massachusetts 
GRIFFIN J. MAKOVSKY, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Norwalk, Connecticut 
HARRISON ‘HARRY’ B. MAKOVSKY, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve 
�008-�6; Norwalk, Connecticut 
RAINER D. MALHOTRA, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Bala Cynwyd, Pennsylvania 
HENRY R. MALLORY, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Los 
Angeles, California 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ V. MALLORY, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Los Angeles, California 
RODNEY ‘DEAN’ D. MANER, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Villanova, Pennsylvania 
TYLER MARGITAN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; 
Whitefield, Maine 
WILLIAM ‘BILLY’ D. MARIN, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Reston, Virginia 
ANDREW ‘DREW’ L. MARSHALL, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Westport, Connecticut 
NICHOLAS ‘NICK’ A. MARSHALL, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Gladwyne, Pennsylvania 
ALEXANDER ‘XANDER’ B. MARTIN, III, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Stevenson, Maryland 
LUKE MARTINEZ, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Riverside, Connecticut 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ G. MARUSZEWSKI, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Darien, Connecticut 
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ANDREW ‘DREW’ C. MATSON, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �0�0-
�6; London, United Kingdom 
BYRNE MATTHEWS, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�6; 
Rowayton, Connecticut 
STEFAN MATTHIAS, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Losone, 
Ti, Switzerland 
JOSEPH ‘JOE’ W. MAXWELL, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Hingham, Massachusetts 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ L. MAZANSKY, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; New York, New York 
JOHN ‘J.T.’ T. MCALLISTER, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Norwalk, Connecticut 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ P. MCCALL, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; New 
Orleans, Louisiana 
COALTER McCALL, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; New 
Orleans, Louisiana 
FINNEGAN ‘FINN’ MCCLERNAN, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve 
�0�6; Reisterstown, Maryland 
FINN G. MCCONAUGHY, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Hopewell, New Jersey 
CIAN MCDONALD, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�6; Washington, District 
of Colombia 
NIALL L. MCDONALD, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
HUTCH MCDONALD, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; 
Chatham, New Jersey 
EMMET B. MCDONNELL, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Old 
Chatham, New York 
JAMES ‘JAMIE’ T. MCDONNELL, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Old Chatham, New York 
LENNAN ‘LEN’ J. MCENIRY, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
SHANE MCHUGH, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; Weston, 
Connecticut 
ANDREW ‘ANDY’ M. MCILVAINE, II, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Darien, Connecticut 
LARKIN ‘LARKS’ R. MCKAY, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
New York, New York 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ MCKEOWN, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve 
�0�6; Darien, Connecticut 
EMMET S. MCNAMARA, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Summit, New Jersey 
COLIN A. MCNAMARA-BORDEWICK, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Boston, Massachusetts 
GRAYSON C. MCNEELY, JR., [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Charlottesville, Virginia 
HENRY F. MCNEILL, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Bethesda, 
Maryland 
JAMES MCRITCHIE, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
Lhanbryde, Moray, United Kingdom 
ALEXANDER ‘XANDER’ O. MCTEAGUE, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; 
Kieve �0�4-�6; Boston, Massachusetts 
GRAHAM L. MCTEAGUE, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Boston, Massachusetts 
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IAN C. MCTEAGUE, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Boston, 
Massachusetts 
BENJAMIN L. MEGLIN, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Durham, 
North Carolina 
GABRIEL MEHRA, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0�6; Greenwich, 
Connecticut 
ERIC R. MEHRBERG, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Chicago, Illinois 
DEVAN ‘DEV’ S. MEHRISH, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-
�6; New York, New York 
ANDRE MEIER, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; Greenwich, 
Connecticut 
AUGUST ‘AUGIE’ J. MEIER, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Villanova, Pennsylvania 
GEORGE J. MENNEN, III, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0�0-�6; Cornelius, 
North Carolina 
THOMAS C.C. MENNEN, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Cornelius, North Carolina 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ MERRY, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0�6; 
Duxbury, Massachusetts 
ADRIAN ‘A.J.’ J. MICHALSKI, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Portola Valley, California 
HENRY MISHKIN, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; New 
York, New York 
TOBEY M. MOLLER, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
HENRY W. MORO, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Greenwich, 
Connecticut 
ROBERT ‘ROBBIE’ W. MORO, JR., [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
DARREN MORRIS, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
London, United Kingdom 
CLIFFORD “MAC” M. MULLER, [�0�6 – Kieve CIT �]; CIT �0�6, Kieve �007-�4; 
Towson, Maryland
CADE MUNDY, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; San Francisco, 
California 
ELI A. MUNDY, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0��-�6; San Francisco, 
California 
WES NAAKE, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�6; Denver, Colorado 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ F. NABER, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; New 
York, New York 
ANDREW NABER, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�4-�6; New 
York, New York 
ALISTAIR C. NALLE, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Dobbs Ferry, New York 
HENRY NAYLOR, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; Rowayton, 
Connecticut 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ O. NEMEC, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Chicago, Illinois 
TEDDY F. NEMEC, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; Chicago, 
Illinois 
PHILIP C. NEMEC, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
Chicago, Illinois 
GUSTAV NEUBOHN, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0��-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
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THATCHER S. NEVILLE, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Gladstone, New Jersey 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ S. NICCOLINI, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Baltimore, Maryland 
GRAHAM F. NIELSEN, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �008-�6; 
Chicago, Illinois 
LARS N. NORDQUIST, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Alexandria, 
Virginia 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ H. NORMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�0-�� & 
�0�� & �0��-�6; Gloucestershire, AE, England 
JASPER R. NORMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�� & �0��-
�6; Gloucestershire, AE, England 
TIMOTHY ‘TIM’ L. O’BRIEN, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Brookline, Massachusetts 
ANDREW C. OBSTLER, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �009-�6; New 
York, New York 
CHARLIE O’CONNELL, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve 
�0�6; Summit, New Jersey 
KENNARD ‘BO’ B. O’CONNOR, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Richmond, Virginia 
JORDAN P. ORLOFF, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Ghent, New York 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ F. O’RORKE, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Rye, New York HENRY T. O’RORKE, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK 
- Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; Rye, New York 
JON DANIEL ‘JD’ OSTER, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
Owings Mills, Maryland 
CALEB S. PACKARD, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Chestnut Hill, Massachusetts 
ROWAN L. PACKARD, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Chestnut Hill, Massachusetts 
EZRA B. PADGETT, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�4 & �0�6; 
Hallowell, Maine 
ZEPHYR T. PASCADOR, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
London, United Kingdom 
JAMIE PATERSON, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�6; Stamford, 
Connecticut 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ J. PATRICELLI, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Lake Oswego, Oregon 
WILLIAM ‘REED’ R. PATRICELLI, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Lake Oswego, Oregon 
AUSTIN PECK, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
CATO J. PENNINGS, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; London, United Kingdom 
FINN C. PENNINGS, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
London, United Kingdom 
MATTEO D. PERPER, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
London, United Kingdom 
ALEXANDER PETERS, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
HENRY PETERS, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
ANDREW PETTKER, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; New 
York, New York 
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CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ PETTY, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�6; 
Charlotte, North Carolina 
NICHOLAS A. PICCHIONE, JR., [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Greenwich, Connecticut 
PORTER PIERCE, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�6; Yarmouth, 
Maine 
MICHAEL S. PILKINGTON, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �009-�6; 
Villanova, Pennsylvania 
HENRY G. POHLE, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; New Canaan, 
Connecticut 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ POTTER, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve 
�0�6; Mapleville, Rhode Island 
NARINN POZIOS, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; Rye, 
New York 
M. ‘HOLEMAN’ H. PRIDE, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Darien, 
Connecticut 
HARRIS G. PROCTOR, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
HOLDEN PRYMAN, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
New Canaan, Connecticut 
CALVIN W. PUNDERSON, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Carrabassett Valley, Maine 
JONATHAN ‘JACK’ S. PYLE, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Eugene, Oregon 
BRADY H. READ, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; San Francisco, 
California 
ANTHONY R. REALE, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Warren, New Jersey 
DAVID A. REALE, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Warren, New 
Jersey 
CHARLES H. REDDOCH, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Rye, New York 
IAN O. REDFIELD, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�6; Denver, 
Colorado 
JACK G. REDFIELD, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Denver, Colorado 
COLIN H. REDMOND, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails III]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
Princeton, New Jersey 
COLIN A. REGAN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Vienna, 
Virginia 
THOMAS H. REGAN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�� & �0��-�6; 
Vienna, Virginia 
ETHAN R. REID, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0�0-�4 & �0�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
GAVIN S. REID, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
LUKE RENZI, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; Essex, 
Massachusetts 
QUINN REYNOLDS, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Winnetka, Illinois 
WILLIAM REYNOLDS, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Winnetka, Illinois 
JOSEPH ‘JOE’ F. RICHTER, IV, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Little Silver, New Jersey 
ANDREW B. RITTENBERRY, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
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AUBERON ‘AUBIE’ D. ROBBINS, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Paris, France 
JOHN ‘JACK’ G. ROBERTS, III, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Chevy Chase, Maryland 
BROOKS ROBINSON, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�4-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
LAWRENCE ‘LUKE’ C. ROBINSON, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
HENRY ‘HANK’ S. ROBINSON, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Alexandria, Virginia 
JUAN DIEGO ‘JUAN D’ ROCA, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve 
�0�6; Lima, Peru 
JOHN ROCKEFELLER, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Baltimore, Maryland 
ZACK RODGERS, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Sudbury, 
Massachusetts 
CHRISTIAN B. RODRIGUE, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �009-�6; 
Falmouth, Maine 
COLLIN D. RODRIGUE, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Falmouth, 
Maine 
ALEXANDER ‘COLE’ C. ROGERS, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Chicago, Illinois 
JEROME V. ROSCOE, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
THOMAS ‘TOM’ W. ROSCOE, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
WILLIAM ‘BILL’ F. ROSCOE, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
New Canaan, Connecticut 
BRANCH W. ROSSMASSLER, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & 
Respect]; Kieve �0��-�6; Hatfield, Massachusetts 
TAE S. ROSSMASSLER, [�0�6 First Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Middlesex, Vermont 
IAN D. ROTHFELD, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
PATTEN B. ROYAL, [�0�6 Second Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Fairfield, Connecticut 
JACK RUBIRALTA, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Barcelona, Spain 
PATRICK ‘PATCH’ RYAN, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 
GEORGE H.B. RYCKMAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
New York, New York 
WILLIS ‘WILL’ G. RYCKMAN, V, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; New York, New York 
AKSEL RYNEARSON, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve 
�0�6; Rowayton, Connecticut 
PETER G. SACERDOTE, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve 
�0�6; Boston, Massachusetts 
JESSE ‘GILL’ G. SALIGMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; St. Davids, Pennsylvania 
STELLAN SALVNER, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Princeton, New Jersey 
TRISTAN SALVNER, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Princeton, New Jersey 
SPENCER C. ‘SPENCE’ SAMPLINER, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Boulder, Colorado 
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BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ R. SANFORD, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Woodacre, California 
PETER ‘PETE’ M. SANFORD, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Woodacre, California 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ F. SANTO DOMINGO, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; New Canaan, Connecticut 
SPENCER A. SAPIR, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Chapel 
Hill, North Carolina 
HARRISON ‘HARRY’ A. SARIDAKIS, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�4 
& �0�6; Greenville, Delaware 
CHRISTOPHER ‘CHRIS’ SCANLON, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; 
Kieve �0�6; Hingham, Massachusetts 
DANIEL ‘DAN’ J. SCHECHTER, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
Miami Beach, Florida 
MARCO J. SCHINELLA, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Haverford, Pennsylvania 
CHRISTOPHER ‘BOWER’ B. SCHMALTZ, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Boston, Massachusetts 
HENRY O. SCOTT, [�0�6 First Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�� & �0��-�6; 
Bernardsville, New Jersey 
WILLIAM W. SCOTT, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Bernardsville, 
New Jersey 
HENRY M. SCOTT, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-�6; Malvern, 
Pennsylvania 
NICHOLAS ‘NICK’ P. SCULLY, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
New York, New York 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ H. SEAMAN, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �009-
�6; Lake Forest, Illinois 
WILSON SEARBY, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
PHILIP L. SEARS, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ T.D. SEARS, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0�0-
�6; Washington, District of Colombia 
MATTHEW H.S. SEWALL, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�� & 
�0�4-�6; Damariscotta, Maine 
PARKER T. SEYMOUR, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; 
Newburyport, Massachusetts 
TREVOR SEYMOUR, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; 
Reisterstown, Maryland 
JOHNNY SHANAHAN, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Wellesley, Massachusetts 
MARK O. SHAPIRO, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-�6; St. 
Louis, Missouri 
HARRY A. SHAW, V, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Charlotte, 
North Carolina 
VINCENT A. SHEA, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Brookline, 
Massachusetts 
SHIVEN ‘DANIEL’ SHETH, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve 
�0�6; New York, New York 
THEODORE ‘THEO’ SHIELDS, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve 
�0�6; Westport, Connecticut 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ W. SHORB, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Bethesda, Maryland 
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CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ A. SINNOTT, [�0�6 First Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Wellesley, Massachusetts 
NIALL SLACK-WATKINS, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
West Newton, Massachusetts 
BROOKS T. SLEEPER, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Greenwich, 
Connecticut 
WILLEM ‘WILL’ J. SLOOTMAKER, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Swarthmore, Pennsylvania 
THACHER H. SMITH, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-�� & 
�0�4-�6; Washington, District of Colombia 
STEPHEN L. SMITH, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Augusta, Georgia 
ETHAN C. SMITH, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-�6; Holden, 
Massachusetts 
ALEXANDER ‘SANDER’ P. SMITH, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve 
�0�6; Annapolis, Maryland 
CHRISTIAAN E. SMITH, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Annapolis, Maryland 
BREWSTER ‘BREW’ W. SMYERS, [�0�6 Second Session - North Townsend]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Marblehead, Massachusetts 
WHITMAN ‘WHIT’ SMYERS, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; 
Marblehead, Massachusetts 
GAVIN W. SNYDER, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Chicago, Illinois 
EDWARD ‘HALLSEY’ H. SOUDER, JR., [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; 
Kieve �0�4-�6; Chicago, Illinois 
STEPHEN R. SOUDER, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Ottawa Hills, Ohio 
WILLIAM ‘TREY’ G. SOUDER, III, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Ottawa Hills, Ohio 
JACKSON ‘JACK’ B. SPARKS, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
NICHOLAS “NICK” G. SPERANZA, [�0�6 – Kieve CIT �]; CIT �0�6, Kieve �009-�4; 
Needham, Massachussets
JAMES ‘JAMIE’ A. STANIAR, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Darien, Connecticut 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ B. STANIAR, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Darien, Connecticut 
ALEXANDER STERN, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; New York, New York 
EOIN M. SULLIVAN, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Potomac, Maryland 
DYLAN J. SULLIVAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0��-�6; New 
York, New York 
WILL M. SULLIVAN, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; New York, 
New York 
BRENDAN P. SULLIVAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania 
BRENT L.B. SULLIVAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�4 & �0�6; 
Southlake, Texas 
PAUL J. SULLIVAN, JR., [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Southlake, 
Texas 
SAMUEL ‘SAM’ B. SUTER, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�6; 
Lake Forest, Illinois 
DILLON A.R. SUTKO, [�0�6 Second Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�4 & �0�6; 
Arlington, Virginia 
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STEPHEN ‘PARKER’ P. SWENSRUD, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Bethesda, Maryland 
STEPHEN ‘BLAKE’ B. SWENSRUD, III, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve 
�0�� & �0��-�6; Bethesda, Maryland 
PETER ‘PETIE’ C. SZAKATS, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; 
Bedford Corners, New York 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ TALPEY, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Falmouth, 
Maine 
LAIRD TANSILL, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; 
Portland, Oregon 
DANIEL L. TEPLER, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Fairfield, 
Connecticut 
PETER ‘PETIE’ E. THELANDER, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Bristol, Maine 
LUKE H. THIBAULT, [�0�6 Second Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Brookline, Massachusetts 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ F. THOMAS, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Bethesda, Maryland 
BROOKS THOMPSON, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
New Canaan, Connecticut 
CAMERON P. THOMPSON, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Winter 
Park, Florida 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ B. THORSHEIM, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0�0-�6; 
New Canaan, Connecticut 
MAX D. THORSHEIM, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �0�0-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
AIDAN J. TIERNEY, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�� & �0��-�6; 
Dublin 4, Ireland 
CHASE M. TILSON, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; North 
Andover, Massachusetts 
JACK R. TROWBRIDGE, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Princeton, New Jersey 
EDWARD ‘TEDDY’ H. TRUEX, VI, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail IV]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Sudbury, Massachusetts 
OLIVER C. TUFF, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0��-�6; New 
Canaan, Connecticut 
JESSE ‘JESS’ K. TUGLU, [�0�6 Second Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Upper 
Nyack, New York 
CHARLIE UNETICH, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; 
Kieve �0�6; Chicago, Illinois 
WILL UNETICH, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve �0�6; Chicago, 
Illinois 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ W. UNRUH, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Bryn Mawr, Pennsylvania 
TYLER H. UNRUH, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Bryn 
Mawr, Pennsylvania 
ALEXANDER ‘ALEX’ J. VALDES, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �008-
�6; Victoria, Texas 
NICHOLAS ‘NIC’ P. VALDES, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Victoria, Texas 
BEAU VAN ALLER, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Rock Hill, South 
Carolina 
CARTER A. VINCENT, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Greenwich, 
Connecticut 
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JEBB M. VINCENT, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails I]; Kieve �0�0-�6; Greenwich, 
Connecticut 
FELIX ‘FIFF’ J.G.F. VLACK, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0�4-
�6; Brooklyn, New York 
LUDWIG VON ROEDER, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0�6; Frankfurt, 
Germany 
JAKE WADE, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0�6; Darien, Connecticut 
GILL B. WALKER, [�0�6 First Session - Maine Trails II]; Kieve �009-�6; Tyler, Texas 
BAYARD K. WALSH, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Kentfield, 
California 
DUNCAN M. WALSH, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �009-�6; 
Kentfield, California 
THEODORE ‘THEO’ L. WALSH, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve 
�0�4-�6; Kentfield, California 
CONNOR J. WALSH, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Wilton, Connecticut 
QIAN GANG ‘SAM’ WANG, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�6; 
Shanghai, China 
GRIFFIN T. WARREN, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill I]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Beverly, Massachusetts 
COOPER ‘COOP’ WARRINGTON, [�0�6 First Session - North Harrington]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Edina, Minnesota 
NATHAN ‘NATE’ WAX, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve 
�0�6; Tampa, Florida 
JACK WEBB, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; Seattle, 
Washington 
HAYDEN O. WEINSTEIN, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Tucson, Arizona 
RYAN P. WERNKE, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Kindness & Respect]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; Indianapolis, Indiana 
CHARLES ‘CHARLIE’ T. WEST, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; Kieve 
�0�6; Pennington, New Jersey 
HENRY W. WEST, [�0�6 Second Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0��-�6; Pennington, 
New Jersey 
ELIAS C. WESTON, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harrington]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Montclair, New Jersey 
TIMOTHY ‘TIM’ W. WHITE, [�0�6 Second Session - Long Voyage II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Moscow, Russia 
FINN WIEGAND, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; Belmont, 
Massachusetts 
REZIN WIEGMANN, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
BENJAMIN ‘BEN’ B. WIKE, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; 
Pleasantville, New York 
TUCKER R. WILLIAMS, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Greenwich, Connecticut 
CHARLIE WILLIAMS, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
New Canaan, Connecticut 
DOUGLASS ‘BAILEY’ B. WILLIAMS, [�0�6 Second Session - Bank I]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
New Canaan, Connecticut 
ANDREW C. WILSON, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; New Canaan, 
Connecticut 
C.D. WILSON, [�0�6 Second Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0�6; Weston, Connecticut 
LEVERETT WILSON, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Wenham, Massachusetts 
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IAN WILSON, [�0�6 Second Session - South Bunkerhill]; Kieve �0�6; Brooklyn, New 
York 
WILL WINDSOR, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; 
Mt. Lebanon, Pennsylvania 
WINSLOW ‘WINS’ WINTERER, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Courage]; 
Kieve �0�6; Brooklyn, New York 
HENRY E. WIRCH, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; 
Somerville, Massachusetts 
DODGE P. WOLOSON, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash I]; Kieve �0��-�6; Baltimore, 
Maryland 
OSCAR J. WOLOSON, [�0�6 First Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Baltimore, Maryland 
GEORGE T. WOOD, [�0�6 First Session - South Townsend]; Kieve �0�6; Wawa, 
Pennsylvania 
RICHARD ‘DAVIS’ WOOD, [�0�6 First Session - North Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; Wawa, 
Pennsylvania 
WINSLOW ‘WINNIE’ T. WOOD PRINCE, [�0�6 �nd Introductory Session - JK - 
Perseverance]; Kieve �0�6; Chicago, Illinois 
WILLIAM ‘HARRY’ H. WOOD PRINCE, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; 
Kieve �0�6; Chicago, Illinois 
BREWER WOODS, [�0�6 �st Introductory Session - JK - Loyalty]; Kieve �0�6; New 
York, New York 
EVAN A. WORTMAN, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Bernardsville, New Jersey 
BRUCE T. WRIGHT, [�0�6 First Session - South Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
HENRY N. WRIGHT, [�0�6 First Session - South Glenayr]; Kieve �0�6; Washington, 
District of Colombia 
STEPHEN M.C. WRIGHT, [�0�6 First Session - South Harris]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Johnstown, Ohio 
VERNON H. C. WRIGHT, II, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Johnstown, Ohio 
WILLIAM F. YANES, [�0�6 Second Session - Maine Trail III]; Kieve �0�0 & �0��-�6; 
Washington, District of Colombia 
CHRISTOPHER ‘CHRIS’ D. YATES, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve 
�0��-�6; West Newbury, Massachusetts 
AIDAN J. YORK, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash III]; Kieve �0��-�6; Princeton, New 
Jersey 
BANKS W. YOUNG, [�0�6 Second Session - North Glenayr]; Kieve �0�4-�6; Berwyn, 
Pennsylvania 
GUNNAR F. YOUNG, [�0�6 Second Session - North Bunkerhill II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Berwyn, Pennsylvania 
KARL ‘BECKHAM’ B. YTTERDAHL, [�0�6 Second Session - North Cunningham]; 
Kieve �0��-�6; Glen Ellyn, Illinois 
HUGH G. ZANELLI, [�0�6 First Session - Bank II]; Kieve �0��-�6; Summit, New Jersey 
HAYES F. ZIERDEN, [�0�6 First Session - Long Voyage III]; Kieve �0��-�6; Marietta, 
Georgia 
WILLIAM ‘WILL’ D. ZIERDEN, [�0�6 First Session - Allagash II]; Kieve �0��-�6; 
Marietta, Georgia 
RANDALL S. ZIERDAN, [�0�6 First Session - North Townsend]; Kieve �0�4-�6; 
Franklin, Tennessee 
JACKSON ‘J.Z.’ C. ZUCKER, [�0�6 First Session - North Cunningham]; Kieve �0��-
�6; Denver, Colorado 
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JUNIOR KIEVE COURAGE - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Marty Arnold, Lauren Begley, Rob Mcdonald, Eli Campbell, George 
Hamilton; Middle Row: Quinn Reynolds, Thomas Blouin, William Reynolds, Hunter 
Adamo, Teddy LaCasse, Blake Brady, Lachlan Chaisson, Walker Ciorobea; Front Row: 
Henry Mishkin, Rainer Malhotra, Stellan Salvner, Narinn Pozios, Teddy Bancroft

JUNIOR KIEVE LOYALTY - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Connor Kaniewski, Lexi Kemp, Eva Sarkes, James Lawton, Tyler Todd; 
Middle Row: Brewer Woods, Theo Shields, Andrew Pettker, Robert Herrick, Rrederick 
Boudreau, Juan D Roca, Charlie Williams; Front Row: James McRitchie, Harper 
Hayne, Andre Meier, Mac Gooder, Finn Wiegand, Patch Ryan
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JUNIOR KIEVE PERSEVERANCE - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Chandler Spearman, TJ Feagan, Ben Dixon, Harry Ellsorth, Abby 
Rockefeller; Middle Row: Phillip Nemec, William Duffy, Chance Chocol, Ansel 
Rynearson, Henry Herrick, Peter Sacerdote, Charlie O’Connor, Drew Dolan; Front 
Row: Will Windsor, Daniel Sheth, Henry O’Rorke, Nate Wax, Brady Jordan

JUNIOR KIEVE KINDNESS & RESPECT - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Sid Wright, Jack Kenton, Meg Shenton, Drew Roeber, Mac Muller; Middle 
Row: Luke Hansen, Charlie Kenny, Tristen Salvner, Michael Breheney, Colin Howard, 
Luke Martinez; Front Row: Branch Rossmassler, Mattias Hood, Ryan Wernke, 
Christian Graziano, Alexander Stern, Henry Magel
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NORTH GLENAYR - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Ethan Ashley, Ryan Ford, Eliza Sneeden, Sawyer Warden; Middle Row: 
Jack Hegenbart, Larks McKay, Ben Balsley, Britton Busbee, Henry Scott, Henry Peters, 
Matthew Hunt, Brady Reed, David Reale; Front Row: Erik Lazarre, Mason Israel, 
Tucker Brown, Ben Frederick, Henry Moro

SOUTH GLENAYR - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Kidder Erdman, Tim York, Matt Conley, Rob McDonald, Meg Forelli; 
Middle Row: Alex Lazzare, Jack Trowbridge, Bill Roscoe, Petie Szakats, JP Lazar, 
Bede Levin, Gavin Firth, Lachlan Bommer, Ben Wike; Front Row: Cade Mundy, 
Henry Wright, Jack Rubiralta, Stefan Matthias
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SOUTH BUNKERHILL - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Mansell Ambrose, Andrew Robinson, Matt Donaldson, Tyler Todd, Tom 
Heffernan; Middle Row: Augie Meier, Tae Rossmassier, Matther DellaRusso, Charlie 
Horgan, JJ Alexos, Nick Conlan, Calvin Punderson; Front Row: James Buchan, Jamie 
Grubb, Taylor Kellett, Robbie Moro

NORTH TOWNSEND - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Sam Paine, Chase Clark, Sydney Wright, Blair Johnson, Mason Depino; 
Middle Row: Wes Elkino, Reed Eddy, James Ferguson, Marshall Hyman, Sacha Hood, 
Oliver Jellinek, George Leness, Decatur Boland, Harry Shaw, Antho Hood, Will 
Feurtado; Front Row: Henry Naylor, Luke Robinson, Randall Zierdan
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SOUTH CUNNINGHAM - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Anthony Reale, Kelly Nelson, Leaky Pell, Nolan Doyle, Hayden Mckee, 
Drew Roeber; Middle Row: Reese Bommer, Jack Kartsonis, Charlie Pety, Jett Kremer, 
Harry Dougherty, Quinn Dougherty, Bruce Wright, Tucker Wiliams, Evan Wortman; 
Front Row: Darren Morris, Jerome Roscoe, Joe Maxwell

SOUTH TOWNSEND - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: James Lawton, Reed Dowdy, Jake Donaldson, Sophie Jensen, David Neitzel; 
Middle Row: Dylan Sullivan, Max Lazarre, Alenander Georges, Charlie O’Rorke, 
Sander Smith, Henry Hoeffner, George Ryckman, Teddy Nemec, George Wood; Front 
Row: Luke Elkins, Coalter McCall, Charles Reddoch, Coby Kowhler
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NORTH BUNKERHILL II - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Lars Larson, CJ Richardson, Lauren Begley, Francesco Merlo Pich; Middle 
Row: Doug Gillespie, Simon DiMatteo, Charlie Fenwick, Copper Greene, Oscar 
Woloson, Pete Sanford, Alex Potter, Alex Nemec, Jonathan Elkins, Drew Jessup; Front 
Row: Jack Cross, Jack Jarst, Finn Jacobs, Finn McCleanan

NORTH BUNKERHILL I - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Bo Hawkes, Tom Dougherty, Christian Krauss, Carly Malecka, Eli Campbell; 
Middle Row: Henry Darnall, Jamie Paterson, Oliver Tuff, Davis Jordan, James Glomb, 
Will Ryckman, George Glomb, Reed Hyde, Chopper Cross, Gustav Neubohn; Front 
Row: Thomas Mennen, Will Keller, Brendan Howard
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NORTH CUNNINGHAM - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Elliott Murphey, Evie Sarkes, Will Janvier, Ian Redfield, Paul Makamara, 
Wes Naake; Middle Row: Andrew Rittenberry, Byrne Matthews, Connor Walsh, 
Charlie Gosk, George Ladd, Alex Mazansky, Jernon Wright, Benny Sanford, J.Z. 
Zucker; Front Row: Reed Falkenrath, Alistair Nalle, Niall Slack-Walkend

SOUTH HARRIS - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Aiden Redmon, Nat Shenton, Sam Denby, Abby Rockefeller; Middle Row: 
Jamie McDonnell, Remy Erdman, Nic Waldes, Stephen Wright, Brendan Sulivan, 
Stephen Smith, Jonty Hammer; Front Row: Sam Elkins, Gabe Feurtado, Chase Tilson, 
Graham Abramo, Ben Meglin
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NORTH HARRINGTON - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Matt Frater, Meg Shenton, Will Kabak, James Reimer; Middle Row: 
Andrew Naber, Myles Anderson, Coop Warrington, Zander DeLuca, Vedant Kiyawat, 
A.J. Michalski, Billy Marin, Ryan Howard, Billy Kitchel; Front Row: Nick Marshall, 
Frazier Sougherty, Owen Brown

NORTH HARRIS - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Brian Anderson, Grahan Abbey, Nick Backer; Middle Row: Colin 
McNamara-Bordewick, Davis Wood, Brooks Robinson, Holeman Pride, Lucas Falzen, 
Cobey Blumenthal, Will Sullivan, Grant Hetherington, Collin Rodrigue, Burnham 
Johnston, Sam Hall; Front Row: Graycen Hayes-Begley, William Ferguson
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BANK II - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Cameron Thompson, Billy Coyle, Nate Lyons, Alex Naber, Carter Vincent, 
Alex Santo Domingo, Alex Peters, Kieran Blunnie, William Scott, Alex Maruszewski, 
Chris Sanchez; Front Row: Hugh Zanelli, Jack Hutchins, Harry Saridakis, Jack 
Glomb

BANK I - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Greg Louzan, Betsy Sednaoui, Ben Wheeler; Middle Row: Alexander Kaye, 
Con Alexos, Alex McCall, Grady MacKeigan, Cian McDonald, Charlie Sinnott, James 
Hughes, Henry Blagden; Front Row: Selim Guadagni, Benny Alder
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ALLAGASH I - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Lauren Gould, Harris Clark, James Stites, Will Bliss; Middle Row: Jordan 
Orloff, Jack LaCasse, Bobby Gould, Emmet McDonnell, Tom Roscoe, Lukas Maggos, 
Beau Van Aller, George Mennen, Brooks Bermingham; Front Row: Jack Redfield, 
Dodge Woloson, Tim O’Brien, Henry Pohle

ALLAGASH II - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Lauren Gould, Duncan Morris; Front Row: Brooks Sleeper, Paul Sullivan, 
Warner Greene, Jackson Eisen, Will Baratta, Si Cunningham, Andrew Wilson, Will 
Zierden, Sam Kartsonis, Matthew Brown 
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ALLAGASH III - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Matt Sullivan, John Devine; Front Row: Luke Hammer, Graham Kelley, 
Bo O’Connor, Phillip Kaplan, Patrick Howard, Aruthur Courtis, Nick Scully, Aidan 
York, Andy McIlvaine, Ludwig von Roeder

LONG VOYAGE I - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Miles Crawford, Jack Hall, Ben Joslin, Eli Mundy, Chris Yeatman; Front 
Row: Dan Schechter, Ksavek Danilowicz, Max Ludington, Finn McConaughy, 
Christiaan Smith
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LONG VOYAGE II - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Cole Phillips, Spencer Sapir, Henry Kenney, George Johnston; Front Row: 
Javi Baigorri, Aidan Tierney, Drew Brigham, Julio Baigorri, Jack Gallagher, Emmet 
McNamara, Nate Bartlett, Gabriel Mehra

LONG VOYAGE III - FIRST SESSION
Front Row: Pietro Barbieri, Henry Scott, Quent Abramo, Paul Hirschorn, Nick 
Piccjione, Chris Yate, Hayes Zierden, Parker Dotson
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MAINE TRAILS II - FIRST SESSION
Front Row: Jared Roth, Mac Berry, Gill Walker, Cal Agran, Christian Rodrigue, Chase 
Hedlund, Daniel Tepler, Justin Callahan, Garrett Phillips

MAINE TRAILS I - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Dave Berndtson, Jules Cook; Front Row: Ian Fay, Alden Blue, George 
Maguire, Matthew Kellett, Jebb Vincent, Peter Knowlton, George Janvier
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MAINE TRAILS III - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Pascal Tessier, Billy Leyden, Michael Pikington, Tom Linkas, Carter Gray; 
Front Row: Carter Feiss, Alex Vades, Ben Frey

CIT - FIRST SESSION
Back Row: Sam Copland, Jack Marston; Front Row: Ben Dixon, Caroline Jessup, Mac 
Muller, Sabrina Eisen, Connor Kaniewski, Kathrine Jessup, Marty Arnold
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JUNIOR KIEVE COURAGE - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: James Stites, Henry Beveridge, George Johnston, Meg Forelli, Nick 
Spenanza; Middle Row: Peter Goodyear, Wins Winerer, Ryan Bancone, Oliver 
Barkley, Dylan Barkley, John Rockefeller, Brady Hardwick; Front Row: Nick Henrym 
Will McKeown, Will Unetich, Laird Tansill, Liam Hazeltine, Charlie West

JUNIOR KIEVE LOYALTY - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Abby Rockefeller, Will Kaback, Miles Crawford, Jules Cook; Middle Row: 
Aubie Robbins, Isaac Figini, James Counselman, Slater Fairfield, Petie Thelander, 
Gavin Keslty, Jo Oster; Front Row: Peter Beys, Henry Wirch, Brooks Thompson, Reein 
Wiegmann, George Dieman, Wilson Searby
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JUNIOR KIEVE PERSERVERANCE - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Harris Clark, Sophie Jensen, Elliott Murphy,Pasca; Tessier, Kelsey Dismont-
Robinson; Middle Row: Holden Prymas, Ryan Little, Jacksn Hatchm Luke Renzi, Jack 
Webis, Jack Ford, Ryan Hayne, Winnie Wood Prince; Front Row: Rloyd Cabral, Max 
Donahue,Cato Pennings, Eoin Sullivan, Henry Chadbourne 

JUNIOR KIEVE KINDNESS & RESPECT - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Mansell Ambrose, Nat Shenton, Nathaniel Lyons, Peter Zamsky, Matt 
Sullivan; Middle Row: John Bancone, Davis Gall, Siorus Loxton, Connor Harwick, 
William Grayken, Luke Clarke, Johnny Shanahan; Front Row: Grant Desutter, George 
Beevers, Emery Diemar, Oscar Loehnis. Nicholas Hayne, Charlie Unetich
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SOUTH GLENAYR - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Hayden Weistein, Gragam Abbey, George johnstion, Parker Dotson, Jake 
Donaldson, Lauren Gould; Front Row: Ben Kisilywicz, Alex Heike, Dowson Hardy, 
Henry West, Whit Smyers, Ethan Connor, Andrew Beanland, Rowan Packard, Brandt 
Kiser, Austin Del Col, Ian Aarts, Zack Rodgers

NORTH GLENAYR - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Henry Beveridge, Cole Phillips, Will bliss, Lauren Begley, Matt Frater; 
Middle Row: Xander McTeague, Harry Levy, Johnny Hoffman, Grant Kaufmenn, 
Xander Boyle, Lorny Goodyear, Colin Regan, Will Bonner, Grayson McNeely, Logan 
Henyon, Rodrgo Cirsneros; Front Row: Banks Young, Will Farkas
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NORTH TOWNSEND - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Will Janvier, Aiden Redmoan, Garrett Phillips, Carly Malecka, Pascal 
Tessier; Middle Row: Luke Boudouvas, Brew Smyers, Andrew Killian, Thatcher 
Neville, Peter Garrison, Shane McHugh, Pearce Foley, Render Fored, Ezra Padgett, 
Trevor Seymour; Front Row: Tyler Margiton, Parker Seymour, Silas Burkey

SOUTH BUNKERHILL - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Mason Delpino, Harris Clark, Ben Wheeler, Meg Shenton, Rob McDonald; 
Middle Row: Porter Pierce, Sam Wang, Jamie Staniar, Benjamin Heike, Connor 
Bickford, Aidan Briddell, Hugh Gardiner, Leverett, Wilson, Sam Suter, Walt Gaskin, 
Ian Rothfeld; Front Row: Ian Wilson, Will Slootmaker



�4

SOUTH CUNNINGHAM - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Tim York, Chandler Spearman, Will Kaback, Blair Johnson, John Devine; 
Middle Row: Kerem Koyluoglu, Derek Choe, Gordon Grandboughe, Tobey Moller, 
Martin Kentas, Eli Forant, Dan Cibbarelli, Alex Henry, Luke Thibault; Front Row: 
Hallsey, Souder, Thompson Heraghty, Chris Kagan, Aidan Del Col

SOUTH TOWNSEND - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Tad Gaffey, Duncan Morris, Eva Sarkes, Jules Cook, Drew Rober; Middle 
Row: Andrew Jaroch, Devon Mehrich, Owen Cornin, Alex Patricelli, Patten Royal, 
Jasper Norman, Bjorn Djuric Greve-Isdahl, Waller Dixon, Theodore Chavarot, Sebas 
Cisneros, Max d’Aumale; Front Row: Bryson Escobar, Hutch McDonald
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NORTH BUNKERHILL II - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Nick Saari, Sam Paine, Eliza Sneeden, Griffin Hall, Mate Leyons; Middle 
Row: Will Kaufmann, Peter Del Col, Trucker Fearey, Will Lesko, Gunnar Yong, 
Marco Schinella, James Boyle, Steven Souder, Campbell Holliday; Front Row: Finn 
Pennings, Chris Scanlon, Joe Richter, Addison Cleary

NORTH BUNKERHILL I - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Reed Dowdy, Ethan Ashley, Kelly Nelson, Matt Conley, Matt Sullivan; 
Middle Row: Philip Sears, J.D. Farkas, Daniel Kaplan, Daniel Evans, Jack Pyle, Alex 
Kupersmith, Gavin Snyder, Will Benford, Charlie Burke, Griffen Warren; Front Row: 
Tommy Burton, Ascher Cahn, Nelson Lamb
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NORTH CUNNINGHAM - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Trevor Dorman, Nolan Doyle, Meg Forelli, Sid Wright; Middle Row: Gabe 
Maiolo, Charlie Grunow, Austin Peck, Harry Wood Prince, Theo Wlash, Thomas 
Kisilwicz; Front Row: Ryan Hardiman, Milo Feldberg, Nick Bazarko, Philip Camuto, 
Harris Proctor, Beckham Ytterdahl

SOUTH HARRIS - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Paul Nakamura, Sophie Jensen, Tom Heffernan, Bo Hawkes; Middle Row: 
Griffin Makovsky, Miles Lesser, Vincent Shea, Ben Merry, Max Gomez, Zeke Burden, 
Brad Lyman, Dillon Sutko, Harry Holt; Front Row: Angus Bell, Jack Begin
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NORTH HARRINGTON - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Jared Roth, Christian Krauss, Mansell Ambrose, Greg Louzan; Middle Row: 
Mark Sharpiro, Fiff Vlack, Elias Weston, Gavin Reid, Matther Sewall, Gill Saligman, 
Rob Geniesse, Patch Duffy, Sam Gardiner, Charlie Niccilini; Front Row: Alex Unruh, 
Caleb Packard, Owen Holmgren

NORTH HARRIS - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Harris Clark, Chris Sanchez, Sam Denby; Middle Row: Ben Shorb, 
Brennan Escobar, CD Wilson, Ali Buzacott, Brooks Catlin, Michael Brackett, Dray 
Krahmer, Henry Mallory, Thomas Regan; Front Row: Tray Souder, Ben Swensrud, 
Jack Kisilywicz
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BANK I - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Tyler Todd, David Kantor, Jack Lambercht, Celeste Jones; Middle Row: 
Ben Norman, Sam Emery, Adrien Chavarot, Hudson Lazzara, Bailey Williams, Henry 
Fleckner, Colton Mairs, Foster Ames; Front Row: Lennan McEniry, Bower Schmaltz, 
Bayard Walsh, Ben Thorsheim, Charlie Thomas

BANK II - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Leaky Pell, Betsy Sednaoui, Carter Gray, Haywood Sarkes; Middle Row: 
Jack Lonergan, Doyle Catlin, Pablo Garza, Nick Donaldson, Max Bensley, Dean 
Maner, Brock Froschauer Thomas Henry, Rohin Bobba; Front Row: Reed Patricelli, 
Ben Talpey, Jake Wade, Nathan Cimral
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ALLAGASH II - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Harry Ellsworth, Graham McTeague, Ben Clark, Jes Tuglu, Jack Sparks, 
James Lawton; Front Row: Miles Gaskin, George Gray, Finn Gowen, Will Staniar, 
Ethan Carls, Giovanni Bartolini Baldelli

ALLAGASH I - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Eli Campbell, Lexi Kemp; Middle Row: Will Mallory, Tucker Catlin, 
Spence Sampliner, Hayden Hunt, Ryan Call, Patrick Elwood, Lars Nordquist; Front 
Row: William Cauley, Campbell Bell, Peter Glass
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LONG VOYAGE I - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Dave Berndtson, Chase Clarke, Lars Larson; Middle Row: Xander Martin, 
Andrew Aarts Joel Hatch, Max Gesner, J.T. McAllister, Lepoldo Graf von Rex, Gonzalo 
Deschapelles, Christian Conte; Front Row: Landon Bachman, Jack Roberts, Tyler 
Unruh

LONG VOYAGE II - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Eric Mehrberg, Jack Kenyon, James Riemer, Henry Holliday, Johnny 
Hollington, Nick Giandria; Front Row: Tim White, Matteo Perper, Will Sears, Mikey 
Kantor, Drew Marshall
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LONG VOYAGE III - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Nick Baker, Jamie Drayton; Front Row: Ethan Smith, Thacher Smith, 
Henry Ledyard, Cole Rogers, Grant Dyckman, Hank Robinson

MAINE TRAILS I - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Trey Zenker, Kidder Erdman; Front Row: Walt Geraghty, Andrew Clark, 
Graham Bennett, Brooks Biddle, Sam Czaja, Harry Makovsky, Niall McDonald, Parker 
Swensrud, Charlie Hansen, Henry McNeill
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MAINE TRAILS II - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Bill Coyle, Pietro Barbieri; Front Row: Forrest Lazzara, Max Thorsheim, 
Ethan Reid, Stuart Baker, Patrick Kavanagh, Will Seaman, Tonio Kelley, Thomas 
Krush

MAINE TRAILS III - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: Andrew Robinson, Ryan Ford; Front Row: Clarence Cox, Ben Eichler, 
Duncan Walsh, Andrew Obstler, Zephyr Pascador, Graham Seilsen, William Yanes, 
Andrew Matson
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MAINE TRAILS IV - SECOND SESSION
Back Row: David Neitzel, Hayden Mckee, George Hamilton; Front Row: Tommy 
Deegan, Michael Hornung, Mike Dayya, Grant Carlson, Teddy Truex, Jonah Hirsch, 
Matteo De la Vega

CIT - SECOND SESSION
Back: Nick Speranza, Kelsey Dismont-Robinson, Sam Copland, Jack Marston; 
Front: Madison Gesner, Sophie Kruyt, Sophia Cronin, Maxi Luchinga 
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Day 1 - June 21st - Charlie Richardson 
After two weeks of training that 

encompassed certifications in life-
guarding, swift water rescue, canoeing 
skills, and wilderness first aid, along with 
white water rafting, setting up camp and 
all sorts of staff community building, we 
were more than ready to welcome in the 
first session campers. We were greeted 
with a beautiful Maine summer day 
so all the activities were in full swing. 
Fishing, swimming, tennis, ropes course, 
climbing wall, and soccer were a few of 
the activities the campers flocked to. 

By �:�0 we stopped for a minute or two 
and enjoyed some Round Top Ice Cream. 
Afterwards a few more activities, then 
the traditional spaghetti dinner with an 
appearance from Super Counselor (Billy 
Coyle). From there it was Capture the 
Flag, then lowering of the flag, and our 
first rendition of the Kieve Song. All the 
campers and counselors then spent the 
rest of the evening before bed getting 
settled in and learning all about the 
upcoming weeks together. A great start 
to first session �0�6.

Day 2 – June 22nd - Grahambo Abbey
The first day of camp began at an 8:00 

Flag after which the campers followed 
Eli Campbell to breakfast. At breakfast, 
we heard many hysterical fables about 
the Island Swim from counselors such 
as Cole Phillips, Nat Shenton and Lexi 
Kemp. James Lawton, Ryan Ford, Andrew 
Robinson and Megan Shenton performed 
musical chairs for Test Duty. At lunch, 
counselors made announcements 
getting campers excited for a new 
session of activities, and the waterfront 
directors heartily acknowledged the 
accomplishment of campers completing 
the Island Swim.

During lunch and dinner 
announcements, counselors representing 
the tripping and in-camp cohorts engaged 
in much trash talking regarding which 
style of Kieve life was better. By the end 
of dinner announcements, it became 
clear that the only way to resolve this 
conflict would be a huge game of Capture 

the Flag. This iteration of Capture the 
Flag was made slightly different by the 
inclusion of Frisbees as flags, which 
allowed more scoring and a faster pace. 
When the dust settled, the result of the 
game was a Kieve Tie. We returned to 
the rock, lowered the flag and sang the 
Kieve Song, all of us thrilled to be at 
the beginning of a brand new session at 
Kieve.

Day 3 – June 23rd – Lexi Kemp 
Survivor Day 

Morning flag, like the rest of the 
week, was blessed by heavenly rays of 
sunshine. After a brief introduction to 
the importance of perseverance in the 
face of challenges, the Mennen brothers 
raised the flag and our day was off and 
running. Everyone had their share of 
bagels, cream cheese, cereal and fruit, 
and then the day really began. 

After counselor announcements, 
which included a grill fairy dance or 
two, the contestants for survivor day 
were selected. The teams were divided 
by Northern and Southern players. The 
teams were loaded with fresh and Vet 
talent, so we knew the day would be 
interesting. Team South: James Lawton, 
James Stites, Duncan Morris, Kelly 
Nelson and Reed Dowdy. Team North: 
John Devine, Eliza Sneeden, Ryan Ford, 
Sophie Jensen and Nat Shenton. Test Duty 
was a frozen shirt thaw competition, in 
which each team thawed a frozen t-shirt 
and then had to make sure every team 
member put it on. Afterwards, the losing 
team (South) voted Stites off of the team. 
At Indian Circle Ryan Ford discussed his 
mid-Atlantic upbringing and southern 
pride after spending � years of college in 
Virginia. Deals were made and potential 
alliances were forged, but as the saying 
goes “The best laid plans of mice and 
men, often go askew.” 

The survivor contestants participated 
in a paddle free canoe sprint during 
morning G Swim. Each team found the 
most difficulty in trying to turn their 
boats without losing momentum as they 
splashed through the water with their 
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hands alone. By in large they failed, 
but provided excellent entertainment 
for the swimmers. In the afternoon G 
Swim a game of canoe tilt was played. 
The contestants fought bravely to throw 
one another off the gunnels and into the 
canoe, and ultimately the stout strength 
of Ryan Ford prevailed. The contestants 
thinned out over the course of the day 
through near constant eliminations, and 
after a quick game of survivor knock-out, 
three remained. Kelly, Nat and Ryan. 

The finalists began the final challenge 
after dinner council announcements: 
spelling their name with color coded 
M&Ms without the use of their hands. 
As the survivors gently organized the 
candy into neat letters before the entire 
camp, James Stites, along with a group of 
eliminated counselors stormed the stage, 
jumping on the table which was holding 
the lettered M&Ms. Stites explained that 
he and the other eliminated counselors 
had become the cannibals of Kieve 
Island, and were hunting campers for 
the EA. Ryan Ford, one of the freedoms 
of the game, ran off yelling “I don’t like 
this, let’s get out of here.” 

Rather than the campers staying to 
hear the official EA announcement, they 
scrambled in fear. Some went after the 
scattered M&Ms, while others followed 
Ryan’s lead and fled the picnic area. 
Chaos ensued as the counselors ran down 
the campers in a campus wide game 
of escape to freedom. The bell echoed 
out over the campus and out across the 
water. Cabins congregated at the rock, 
and the Karst brothers lowered the flag. 
Kieve is all about growing up; facing new 
challenges and being grateful for them 
is a staple of Kieve life. Ice Cube said it 
best: “I gotta say, today was a good day.”

Day 4 – June 24th - Jack Kenyon 
Let me have your attention for a 

moment! So you’re talking about what? 
You’re talking about… Some activity 
you won’t sign up for? A qual you think 
you can’t achieve? Somebody across the 
lake that you were too shy to talk to? 
Let’s talk about something important. 
Lexi, are they all here? -“All but one.”- 
Well I’m going anyway. Let’s talk about 
something important - put that Frisbee 

down! Frisbees are for SENDERS only! 
Do you think I’m messing around? I am 
not messing around, I’m not yanking your 
chain! I’m here from the top of the hill - 
the Kennedys sent me. I’m here from the 
red barn. And I’m here on a mission of 
mercy. - “Hey, we don’t have to listen to 
this!”- You certainly don’t, pal. Because 
the good news is - due to the recent 
energy drought around campus, you’re 
fired. That bad news is, you’ve got one 
day, just one day, to really send it. Oh… 
have I got your attention now? Good. 

As you all know, the most honorable 
thing you can be at Kieve is a camper. 
A qual getting, hype-building, Frisbee 
throwing, trip-crushing camper. The 
second best thing you can be is a mentor. 
A send-se of sorts who models how to 
send it. Third prize is, you’re fired. A 
Chewonki. You get the picture? -“Hey, 
what’s your name anyway?”- Jack Send-
yon, that’s my name! Because you woke 
up this morning and planned on just 
going through the motions, and I got up 
this morning, jumped in my Discovery 
�69 canoe, paddled Lake Damariscotta, 
and portaged back to the leech field- 
that’s my name! A.B.S. Always be 
sending! I’ve seen a camper who got so 
amped up, he sent it so hard, that he shot 
his first bullseye in archery, caught his 
first fish in Lake Damariscotta, got his 
first Kieve table boy! So don’t tell me you 
can’t swim to Swim Island, or that you’ll 
never be king in four square. 

Not a single young man arrives to 
this place who isn’t entirely capable of 
sending it! It takes brass quals to be at 
Kieve. There is so much gear, so many 
opportunities here. You have every 
resource at your disposal. So you want to 
make a name for yourself here? You want 
to send it? Then go out there today, pick 
it up, and send it! Because it’s yours.

Day 5 – June 25th - Ben Wheeler 
The date was June ��th and after 

feeling the vibe of the kids for a few 
days, I got the feeling that they really 
liked rap music and freestyle rapping. So 
I decided to make the theme of the day 
rap in which I had 6 counselors rap battle 
throughout the day. After all the rappers 
performed, the kids would vote them off 
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via the “applause-o-meter.” At breakfast 
we had Dr. K (Will Kaback), Nasty Nate 
(Nate Lyons), Manse the Rapper (Mansell 
Ambrose), Notorious W.I.L (Will 
Janvier), DJ Pauly D (Paul Nakamura), 
Easy E (Elliot Murphy). These freestyle 
battles continued throughout the day 
at each meal and the kids loved it. Old 
school rap was also played to stay with 
the day’s theme. Nasty Nate and Dr. K 
switched to reciting some of the raps 
from the new musical Hamilton which 
was interesting. 

The kids continued to enjoy the day 
and eventually voted everyone off except 
for Dr. K, Notorious W.I.L. and Nasty 
Nate. So the final performances would 
be given throughout the evening activity 
which was Air Guitar, an event where all 
the cabins rehearse and perform some 
sort of dance or skit to music. Starting 
with the youngest cabins, we watched 
and worked our way through the comic 
performances and also heard the rappers 
mixed in there. Finally, at the end of the 
night, it was Will Kaback who came out 
on top as the best rapper in camp.

Day 6 – June 26th – Meg Shenton
The first Sunday of camp is always 

special here at Kieve. Not only do we, 
as a camp, get to sleep into 8:�0 and get 
pancakes, but we also come together in 
more ways than one. In order to embrace 
the tradition of Sunday’s at camp, I made 
the theme “Classic Kieve.” This way 
people could enjoy the classic traditions 
we follow, such as chapel and inspection. 
After a breakfast filled with pancakes 
being tossed about, campers went back 
to their cabins to start preparing for the 
dreaded inspection! At �0 AM, a bell 
rang, letting kids know that they could go 
down to the chapel to compete in loudest 
and sweetest. This is a competition where 
you and your cabinmates can try to be 
the ones with the loudest voices or the 
ones with the most in-tune voices. Then 
at �0:�� the rest of camp joined those 
who partook in loudest and sweetest for 
our chapel service. During this service 
we heard from veteran counselor, Nolan 
Doyle. He spoke of being a fish out of 
water in certain situations, and that it is 
okay to be different!

Once chapel finished, the campers went 
back to their cabins to finish preparing 
for inspection. As the directors, Tommy 
and Walter, walked from cabin to cabin 
looking at every nook and cranny for 
imperfections. Slowly cabins wandered 
their way to a barbeque lunch! 

After lunch we went into rest hour 
until �:�0 PM. During afternoon 
activities counselors began preparing 
for the evening activity! This was a lot 
of work because it may or may not have 
involved a lot of candy! While they were 
preparing I had to go run a general swim 
with all the counselors. Once all the kids 
were on the raft, we went into skits to 
see who would come in first. The theme 
of the skit was “What was Kieve like in 
�9�6?” The skits were hilarious and it 
was hard to pick one raft to come in first. 
Then we went to dinner and our evening 
activity. 

Since it was the first Sunday, the 
evening activity had to be big. This 
called for none other than Carnival 
Night! For this we had events such as 
pie-a-counselor, hula-hooping, 4-square, 
knockout, donut eating contest, make 
a counselor laugh, and a fortuneteller! 
Campers had to do these events in hopes 
of winning candy. In the end everybody 
had a blast and during the evening flag 
I told the camp how grateful I was to 
be surrounded by so many supportive 
people. 

Day 7 – June 27th – Chris Sanchez 
Today started off with sad news, as 

Henry addressed the camp at flag to 
let us all know that his father Dick had 
passed the night before. After short 
speech about the type of man Dick was 
and why he loved Kieve so much, we 
were all determined to make this a great 
Kieve day in honor of him. There was 
a lot of positive energy at breakfast this 
morning as kids made their plans to just 
“be themselves” in ways that only they 
knew how. Test duty was a competition 
of rock, paper, scissors, split. Morning G-
Swim’s raft skits were if Kieve had some 
sort of buried treasure what would it be. 

The sun had been shining all day so 
we enjoyed a nice outdoor lunch before 
heading off to rest hour. During afternoon 
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activities some rocks were spray painted 
in preparation for the night’s evening 
activity. Afternoon G-Swim’s raft skits 
were what a Camp Kieve T.V ad would 
look like. The skits were all fairly 
different but entertaining in their own 
ways. 

Just before dinner, a couple of us took 
a bunch of painted rocks and hid them 
around campus for the E.A, which was 
gold rush. Each color of rock had a point 
value and the cabin with the most points 
would get a prize. The prize ended up 
being first in line for an ice-cream party 
and each cabin with the next highest 
score lining up behind them. At flag, 
Carter Vincent and Alex Naber lowered 
the flag before we sang the Kieve song, 
and so ended another fantastic day at 
Camp Kieve.

Day 8 – June 28th – Tom Heffernan 
The day’s theme was Clue Day 

where the campers would gather clues 
from different cabins to try to find out 
Whodunnit. During flag I introduced 
what the day would entail and later 
raised the flag at half mast in respect for 
the recently passed away Dick Kennedy. 
In honor of the time-beloved game all of 
the characters were taken straight from 
the game with Aiden Redmond as Mr. 
Boddy, Lauren Gould as Mrs. White, 
Kelly Nelson as Ms. Scarlet , Ryan Ford as 
Colonel Mustard, Lexi Kemp as Professor 
Plum, Mansell Ambrose as Mrs. Peacock, 
and Elliot Murphy as Reverend Green. 

As the day continued on as normal, 
cabins had the opportunity to share with 
one cabin their letter that told them who 
wasn’t the killer, where it did not take 
place and what weapon was not used. 
Through this campers attempt to deduce 
the correct murderer, location, and 
weapon through cooperation. In my own 
opinion the day was successful because 
campers were constantly trying to figure 
out the mystery and were really involved 
throughout the day. In the end Teddy 
figured out the correct answer deduced 
that Mrs. White killed Mr. Boddy with a 
lead pipe at Pasquaney. 

We ended then with a game of 
Paparazzi, where campers try to find all of 
the suspects and a few extra fun surprise 

campers. Afterwards we lowered the flag 
and ended the day.

Day 9 – June 29th – James Reimer
This is a morning of great anticipation 

and wonderful dreams! As we enjoy 
Kieve’s rich heritage and culture, the 
camp’s best athletes are gathering on 
the rock. And from my own athletic 
experiences I can tell you they dream 
many dreams. They are longing for their 
day of completion. 

They finally want to show the cam the 
high standards they have achieved after 
several years of hard training and tough 
competition. They are crabbing for the 
moment when the Olympic Flame is 
shining over Pasquaney and it becomes 
clear that the campers have gathered 
here for sport, for perseverance, for 
friendship. 

Although it is a small camp, there is 
a lot of anticipation among us campers. 
We are responsible for treating our 
competitors with kindness and respect 
today as we play today. Cam Thompson 
and Alex Santo Domingo, please come 
and light the torch. 

It was an excellent day of rivalry 
and contest, the boys exemplified the 
Olympic spirit. A truly remarkable day 
at camp KIEVE!

Day 10 – June 30th – C.J. Richardson
Pizza Day

We woke up to a beautiful summer 
day in Maine. Camp was very small with 
a lot of cabins away on trip, but we all 
knew that Junior Kieve was on their way 
as it was JK parents’ day. The theme for 
the day was Pizza Day. The kitchen staff 
and myself planned ahead and created a 
menu for the day that was full of pizza. 
Breakfast started it off with breakfast 
pizza: pizza dough, eggs, cheese, and 
bacon. Next, lunch was pizza rolls and 
pizza sticks. To wrap it up dinner was 
just the normal pizza. Throughout the 
day the raft skits, activities, and evening 
activity all involved pizza. It was a great 
day at Kieve that ended with a lot of new 
faces as camp had grown by four cabins. 
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Day 11 - July 1st – Ryan Ford 
Harry Potter Day

We woke up to a picturesque Maine 
summer day - blue skies, sunny, and 
warm. At flag the boys were told about 
the magic that was taking over camp for 
the day and were challenged to embrace 
the beauty of the moment. David Reale 
and Brady Read helped raise the flag 
before heading down to breakfast where 
the cabins were sorted into houses to 
compete for the house cup. Pasquaney 
had the banners of the four Harry Potter 
houses flying to set the mood for the day. 
The sorting ceremony happened while 
the boys were enjoying their breakfast 
with cabins following whichever house 
their HBC was sorted into. 

The boys competed for their houses 
by earning quals in morning activities. 
During morning G-swim to be the first 
raft to come in, the boys had to perform 
what activities Kieve would have if it 
were magical. Some included broom 
flying and potions. In the afternoon the 
boys were able to earn more points for 
their houses and also sign up for activities 
new to Kieve, Quidditch and potions. 

At afternoon G-swim the boys were 
asked to perform their favorite Harry 
Potter moment. After many duals 
throughout the day we naturally had 
our evening activity be one big game 
of capture the flag between houses that 
fittingly ended the house cup in a Kieve 
tie. At flag a message about embracing 
how Kieve was magical in its own way 
was shared with the boys before Britton 
Busbee and Matthew Hunt helped lower 
the flag for the night.

Day 12, July 2nd - Sam Paine
July �nd dawned as another beautiful 

day at Kieve, not a cloud in the sky and 
smiles all around at flag. The theme of 
the day was Medieval Day, which became 
very clear as I was announced at flag as 
“his Majesty the King.” I was dressed in 
a green felt robe and large felt crown as 
I began flag by welcoming the campers 
to a beautiful day in my kingdom as 
it would be a day of celebration and 
music. The reason for the celebrations 
was that the princess, Evie, was to have 
my four knights - Ryan Ford, James 

Lawton, Francesco Merlo Pich, and 
Jake Donaldson - compete for her heart. 
Following the introduction of the knights 
and the princess we had a delicious 
breakfast followed by Test Duty. The 
Test Duty that day was to be a Lip Sync 
battle between Mansell, Meg and Carly, 
George Hamilton, and Betsy. Betsy came 
away victorious and the campers headed 
to their duties laughing at the hilarious 
antics of the counselors. 

Following morning activities the kids 
headed to G-Swim where the four knights 
engaged in a canoe tilt for the campers’ 
amusement. The next competition took 
place following lunch as the four knights 
wrote love songs or poems to serenade 
the princess. The performances had 
the entire camp in fits with Francesco 
eventually being eliminated despite 
stellar performances all around.

Following the performances I 
announced the evening activity at lunch 
as it took some preparation by the kids, 
it would be a giant Lip Sync performance 
as each cabin came up and drew the 
genre of music that they had to perform 
out of a hat. The genres ranged from 
“Justin Bieber” to “90s pop.” The day 
continued with a rest period consumed 
by preparation for the EA, and afternoon 
activities as the weather held and you 
could hear the laughs and splashes 
emanating up from the waterfront. 
Afternoon G-Swim was the location 
of the third competition as the knights 
engaged in canoe jousting, charging at 
each other with boxing gloves attached to 
the end of paddles. Jake was eliminated 
following the jousting as the kids went 
up for a delicious dinner. 

The evening activity began with the 
cabins performing from youngest to 
oldest as we were privy to an eclectic 
array of performances that were all 
equally amusing and impressive. The 
EA concluded with the two remaining 
knights lip syncing love songs to the 
princess as the entire camp laughed; 
their performances were so good that we 
decided the competition would have to 
result in a Kieve tie. 

As everyone gathered around the 
flagpole, I took the opportunity to somber 
the mood slightly and reflect on a lesson 
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that I had learned from Dick Kennedy in 
my first year as a camper. The lesson was 
that no matter who you are, you have the 
power to positively impact a person’s 
day with a quick word of kindness to a 
friend in need or going out of your way 
to sit with someone who was alone at a 
meal. I hope that my message got through 
as it was an incredible day and a joy to 
experience. 

Day 13 – July 3rd - Blair Johnson
Thanksgiving Day

With today ending a tumultuous week 
in which many cabins left for trips and 
the Junior Kieve program began, I thought 
it might be nice to use today (Sunday) for 
mental and physical recollection. We did 
so by celebrating Thanksgiving in July! 
At breakfast, a few counselors stood up 
to talk about the things for which they’re 
most grateful, followed by an apple 
bobbing contest for Test Duty. Cabins 
were cleaned, and chapel service held by 
the beautiful Damariscotta Lake. 

At lunch there were four posters laid 
out for the Kieve community to sign: one 
thanking Kieve Maintenance, another 
appreciating the men and women in 
the kitchen, and, of course, posters 
celebrating the work of Round Top and 
the Nobleboro Post Office. The signatures 
on the posters represent our kindness, 
respect, and gratitude for each other as 
well as those who live beyond the Kieve 
sign. 

The day ended with an explosive 
game of Escape to Freedom, in which the 
campers hunted the four hiding turkey-
counselors. I expect tomorrow’s outgoing 
mail volume to be quite large, as I 
emphasized the importance of Sunday 
Postcards in the spirit of reflection. It 
seems that Sundays allow for a slower 
pace of life in which we have the time 
to think about those people who work 
tirelessly so that we can be here today.

Day 14 – July 4th – Kidder Erdman
After a much needed sleep-in, the 

young men of Camp Kieve arrived at 
flag promptly at 8:�0 on the morning of 
July 4th, bright-eyed and ready for the 
day ahead. Donned in stars and stripes, 
the boys were well prepared for a day of 

patriotic celebration. After reflecting on 
our country’s �40 years of history, the 
table boys from each cabin headed down 
to PQ to set up for breakfast, while the rest 
of the camp took a walk with Nate Lyons. 
The boys enjoyed breakfast with songs of 
America playing in the background. 

After breakfast, sadly but necessarily, 
it was decided that the Kieve Tableboy 
qualification was to be forever buried. Nat 
and Sam Paine held a funeral, while the 
boys looked on with an understanding 
melancholy. 

To determine who would clean Test, 
the counselor lounge, Harry, Grahambo, 
Mac, and Reimer had to recite the pledge 
of allegiance; needless to say, Mac and 
Reimer would be cleaning the Test. 
Because of the sleep in, there was no 
morning G-Swim, but otherwise the boys 
went about their morning as per usual. 

Lunch was filled with boisterous and 
patriotic chants of “USA” and such. At 
afternoon swim, each raft was tasked 
with recreating the greatest moment in 
America, such as the invention of Reeses 
and the �980 USA Olympic hockey win 
over the Soviets. After dinner, the camp 
enjoyed a delicious strawberry and 
blueberry cake, before heading to Harriet 
House field for a big lawn game hangout 
sesh. Another perfect day at Kieve. 

Day 15 – July 5th – Christian Krauss 
My OD day was on the fifth of July 

and the theme was fashion day with an 
influence from the movie Zoolander. 
The day started off with the test duty 
contestants doing their best runway 
walk around Pasquaney. The first 
general swim skit was “how was fashion 
created?” The winning skit was about 
a caveman named Fashina. The second 
general swim skit was “what is the origin 
of male modeling?” 

The evening activity was a game of 
paparazzi. For this game the cabins had 
to go around as a group and have one of 
their counselors take a picture of them 
and the six models hidden around camp. 
At evening flag I talked about how it is 
important to be yourself and know when 
it is time to be silly. 
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Day 16 – July 6th - Nat Shenton 
Baseball Day

The day started as a normal Kieve day, 
the boys made it to flag by 8:00, and then 
followed Hayden McKee to breakfast. At 
breakfast, we said peace and a bowl of 
hairgrease to JKL, JKC, and JKKR. Sophie 
Jensen, Hayden, and James Lawton did a 
Test duty of dizzy bat. They progressed as 
usual, including a raft skit of the greatest 
moment in baseball, won by Elliott 
Murphy and Ryan Ford. At lunch, Ryan 
Ford and Elliott Murphy challenged each 
other to a baseball game. Ryan drafted 8 
players, and Elliot drafted 8 players. The 
game was to be at Harriet House Field 
during dinner. 

Dinner was the game, all the campers 
and counselors walked down to Harriet 
House to watch the game. We grilled hot 
dogs for the entire camp, while the two 
teams were locked in a bitter match up. 
Will Janvier hit the only HR and it was an 
inside the park homer. After a 7 o’clock 
stretch with Sea Dog Biscuits, the game 
got more interesting. Christian Krauss 
got thrown out in the top of the �th, and 
in the bottom of the �th Prison Mike hit a 
walk off double to win the game. All and 
all a great day of baseball and Kieve. 

Day 17 – July 7th – Elliott Murphy
Infection

The day began ominously with the 
forecast being what one could expect 
in England during the winter: cloudy, 
windy, and bleak. This added to the eerie 
feeling that I wanted to convey with my 
infection and pandemic inspired day. 
We began the day at flag with a call from 
President Obama informing Kieve of an 
epidemic that was sweeping the nation. 

The campers meandered to breakfast 
slightly fearful but generally oblivious. 
At announcements during breakfast 
counselors began to fall ill in various 
rather dramatic fashions. After the initial 
wave of illness, we all dispersed to our 
duties and morning activities. After 
lunch the sickness was upgrading to a 
pandemic which sent a hushed sense of 
fear over the entire camp. 

During announcements post-lunch 
the illness spread to more counselors 
and the symptoms were definitely more 

gruesome and dramatic. The weather 
had not let up for any sunshine and the 
overcast background continued. After 
afternoon activities and general swim, 
we had a nice dinner that finished on a 
bad note as most of the remaining staff 
became ill and had violent reactions. 

We concluded this wonderful day 
with a camp wide game of escape the 
pandemic, which resulted in campers 
trying to retrieve an antidote while 
being chased by the infected counselors 
and their campmates who had become 
infected by the counselors. We all 
gathered around the flag to end the day 
and assured each other that we were not 
actually ill. As the flag lowered I reflected 
on Kieve being one last place for boys to 
be themselves and another Kieve day 
was in the books. 

Day 18 – July 8th - Nolan Doyle 
July 8th is marked on Kieve’s calendar 

as “Pasqualio’s,” a theme day that 
has become a tradition at camp. The 
O.D. typically plays the role of Papa 
Pasqualio, an aspiring restauranteur, but 
this year had a sports-themed twist. So, I 
introduced myself as Michael Pasqualio 
(in a Michael Jordan jersey) at flag in 
the morning and encouraged the kids 
to support our joint effort – the PSPN 
Zone, Pasquaney’s new name for the day. 
Brothers Bill and Jerome Roscoe raised 
the flag and the boys headed down 
to Pasquaney for breakfast. Breakfast 
was the standard fare – cereal, yogurt, 
etc. and we enjoyed some basketball 
highlights on the projector to the tune 
of the Space Jam soundtrack. For Test 
Duty was a dunk contest performed on a 
miniature hoop by all counselors wearing 
jerseys, concluded by a thunderous jam 
by counselor Ryan Ford over Elliott 
Murphy. 

The camp became uncharacteristically 
quiet for a few hours after breakfast, as 
most of the Junior Kieve cabins went off 
to the beach and another spent the day 
on the Snowgoose. The boys performed 
their morning duties and went off to their 
assigned activities and the day carried on 
as usual, albeit a bit light. Though the day 
was a bit overcast and windy, we carried 
on with the scheduled programming and 
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held a General Swim. In order to come in 
from the rafts the boys typically perform 
skits, but today they performed a “Dude 
Perfect” style trick shot on a water 
basketball hoop. 

We all enjoyed a relaxing lunch 
outside after G Swim, despite the fact 
that jock jams played on the speaker in 
the background. The boys selected their 
activities during rest hour, choosing from 
Table Tennis, Gaga Ball, and the usual 
array. The time for afternoon activities 
came and went as the counselors arranged 
Pasquaney in the fashion of a restaurant 
with tablecloths and sparkling juice on 
the tables. 

The boys were sent back to their 
cabins to change into formal attire – all 
of their favorite jerseys – as the evening’s 
wait staff, the counselors, prepared for 
the dinner rush. Sports chants rang out 
from the line outside and we knew the 
boys were ready for dinner. The boys 
filed in to their tables and the loop of 
basketball highlights began rolling on 
the big screen. Counselors served the 
tables with trays of manicotti, salad, and 
rolls (prepared by the wonderful kitchen 
staff) as the boys helped themselves 
to the selection of sparkling juices. At 
dinner’s conclusion, I announced the 
evening activity: a showing of “Space 
Jam.” The announcement was met with 
a loud chant of “Michael Jordan” and the 
boys went back to their cabins to retrieve 
pillows and crazy creeks for the show. 
Sharing this sports classic with the kids 
was a treat. Though familiar to most of 
the staff, it was brand new to them and 
they received it just as I’d remembered. 

We took a moment at flag to think about 
how lucky we are to have our friends 
here at Kieve. Brothers Henry and Bruce 
Wright lowered the flag to close the day. 

Day 19 – July 9th - Aiden Redmond
Today was a unique day as it was 

Kieve’s first prison football day. In the 
morning I got a call from Roger Goodell 
explaining that I had to give one of my 
convicts, who were doing my challenges 
for their freedom, a chance to join the 
NFL. At breakfast there was a crabwalk 
race in which Sam Denby beat the 
other inmates. He was then eliminated 

promptly in the dance battle later at 
lunch. Sir Chase Clarke was eliminated 
at dinner in the broad jumo. Then 
Janvier and Jailbird Jake Donaldson and 
the warden Eli Campbell turned on me at 
dinner and I decided that the only one to 
free me was a big game of ultimate sports 
night. That went well then we ended the 
day at flag. Another fun and crazy day 
spent at Kieve.

Day 20 – July 10th – Eliza Sneeden
We awoke from our 8:�0 sleep-in to 

the sound of downpour on Sunday, July 
�0th. Campers and counselors alike were 
determined to power through the weather 
as we gathered around the rock for flag. 
The Reale brothers, Anthony and David, 
raised the flag and so began our day of 
“KieVegas”, a theme that encouraged 
campers to take risks, live in the moment, 
and make some memories. 

Camp Kieve was filled with both 
sadness and excitement. Saturday had 
been Junior Kieve’s Parents’ Day and 
we had to say goodbye to our youngest 
campers. However, we were celebrating 
the return of Allagash I and II from the 
previous day as well as getting ready to 
welcome back North Bunkerhill II and 
Allagash III that afternoon. 

Sticking to Kieve’s Sunday tradition, 
the entire camp gathered in front of a 
roaring fire in Innisfree for our chapel 
service. Some campers arrived early 
to participate in Lala’s ‘Loudest and 
Sweetest’ singing competition. Wes 
Elkind and Luke Robinson from North 
Townsend won ‘Sweetest’ while Jett 
Kremer from South Cunningham secured 
the spots for ‘Loudest’. Graham Abbey 
spoke eloquently about his trip with 
North Harris, the challenges he faced, 
and what Kieve means to him. 

Despite the weather, campers enjoyed 
a cookout lunch and signed up for some 
rainy day activities like Arts and Crafts, 
Shenanigans, and Hockey. The day 
wrapped up with a big Casino Night held 
in Pasquaney. Campers played Blackjack, 
Poker, Dice, and ate a bunch of candy. 
Campers Henry Scott and Ben Frederick 
from North Glenayr guided the day to 
an end by lowering the flag. Yet another 
wonderful day at Camp Kieve! 
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Day 21 – July 11th - James Stites 
With not a cloud in the sky and the 

pristine oceanic blue sky being pierced 
by the sun beginning around 6 in the 
morning, its safe to say Camp Kieve had 
contracted a case of the Mondays. OTB, 
or off-track betting to all you common 
folk, is a Kieve tradition unequaled 
fueled by the transformation of camp 
into an all-day, uber-competitive, betting 
ring. After a breakfast of meaty bacon 
and an extremely entertaining test day 
of setting up tents. Seasoned veterans 
CJ Richardson and Reed Dowdy fell 
short in a photo finish to Francesco and 
Lawton, but alas Test duty fell upon the 
unfortunate and more graceful hands of 
besties Evie Sarkes and Abby Rockefeller. 
As the sun smiled down upon the jewel 
of Nobleboro for the entirety of the day 
allowing for a picturesque and delightful 
morning and afternoon general swim. For 
lunch chicken patties were the rave of 
the camp as bets for the evening activity 
began to come in. 

Thanks to a significant amount 
of beefing between counselors 
accumulating after a delicious dinner 
of burritos, all was set and ready for 
the climactic evening activity. Much to 
the surprise of nearly everyone, the EA 
was announced as Ultimate OTB Night!! 
For the first event, frolf, much to the 
surprise of no one, Tyler Pace, with a 
physics defying curved shot to par hole 
#�, sealed the win. In the next event the 
canoe sprint, Matty Sullivan and Harris 
Clark controversially shocked the world, 
defeating director duo Swanson and 
Reid. In the �0-yard dash on the soccer 
field, soccer stud Reed Dowdy and lax 
star Evie Sarkes redeemed themselves 
by leaving all the competition in the 
dust. Next up was the canoe portage 
up the main hill with a huge cameo by 
portaging aficionado Charlie Richardson, 
who was surpassed by rookie sensation 
Lars Larson whose true grit ensured his 
victory. For the last event of a council 
wide knockout game all bets were off 
as Charlie drained his way to the ship, 
swishing his game clinching shot. After 
a super competitive and action-packed 
night Bobby Gould and Dodge Woloson 
lowered the flag. What a Monday. 

Day 22 – July 12th - Eli Campbell
Dice Day

As I begin to reflect on all the chaos 
that happens on this fateful day full 
of fortune, misfortune, chance and 
randomness, I realize that Dice Day 
is a special day not only because it’s a 
brilliant concept, but also because, in a 
lot of ways, it captures a certain essence 
that represents what Kieve is all about. 
Dice Day is a day where anything can 
happen, where counselors are thrust into 
the spotlight, and either sink or swim 
depending on their attitude, confidence, 
and willingness to laugh at oneself. The 
Dice chose me to write this report.

Summer �0�6 First Session Dice Day 
was no different because we saw a little 
bit of everything. At flag and breakfast, 
campers, counselors, and directors all 
began to witness the Dice reveal which 
counselors it liked and disliked. Perhaps 
the biggest winner of the day was Sawyer, 
who received the fortunate bounce and 
a once-in-a-dice-day opportunity to 
turn back the clock on his youth and 
become a camper for the remainder of 
the day. Throughout the day, Sawyer not 
only participated in activities as well as 
General Swim, but also got to eat before 
counselors. 

But the dice live by the rule that 
“every action has an equal and opposite 
reaction”, so not everyone was as 
fortunate as Sawyer. Will Kaback was 
zip-tied to Prison Mike in an attempt 
to guard the formidable criminal, and 
Tim York was forced to leave no trace 
by walking backwards and sweeping the 
floor. For Test Duty, Carly, Evie, Prison 
Mike & Kaback, and Jake Donaldson all 
were rolled to partake in a dance-off, 
with Jake and Evie losing the contest. 
Soon after, camp returned to its regular 
schedule for several hours, with two 
general swims, two hours of assigned 
activities, and the three Allagash cabins 
heading off to the beach for the day. 

The carnage continued at lunch, with 
certain individuals such as Tim York 
and Lars Larson continuing to suffer and 
be booed, respectively. Tim York was 
rolled on consecutive announcements - 
first he had to jump in the lake with me 
with all his clothes on, and then he had 
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to spend the remainder of lunch on the 
roof, which was no easy task because 
of the 86 degree sweltering weather. As 
the villain, Lars suffered all day and was 
booed and shamed relentlessly while 
Lauren Begley was praised, cheered, 
and celebrated as the Hero. Matt Frater 
explained to everyone how important it 
is to remain hydrated on the hottest of 
days, and George Hamilton became Nat 
Shenton for the rest of the day. 

By the time dinner rolled around, 
the three Allagash cabins had returned 
from their beach day at Pemaquid, Jamie 
Pinkham made a statement about the 
importance of clapping during counselor 
announcements, and the Dice were still 
rolling. Mason Delpino was rolled to 
shave his head, and bravely accepted the 
challenge. He looks good and fast. For the 
evening activity, Miles Crawford created 
a never-before-seen game called Search 
and Rescue, where each cabin had to 
save an injured victim by treating them 
and their various symptoms. At flag, 
Christian Krauss gave us some words of 
wisdom before everyone headed back to 
their cabins for a couple quick games of 
mafia and soon after, LaLa land. 

Day 23 - July 13th - George Hamilton
 and Harry Ellsworth 
Rivalry Day

(George Hamilton) The day began like 
any other, with the ringing of the bell 
for morning flag and all of camp making 
their way towards the top of the hill. 
Soon enough, every cabin was present 
and we were able to introduce today’s 
theme: Rivalry Day. This is a day where 
everyone can indulge in their competitive 
side and actively compete against the rest 
of camp. Following our brief intro to the 
day, Jack Kartsonis and Brendan Howard 
raised the flag. 

Morning announcements were full 
of banter between cabins, which got 
everyone in the mood for competition. 
For duties, every cabin partook in “The 
Great Ball Hunt”, which was won by 
North Glenayr. Following this, every 
cabin assigned their campers to an 
activity in which they would compete 
for their cabin. The cabin with the most 
wins between all the activities would 

be rewarded after lunch. As soon as 
morning activities ended, the bell rang, 
and everyone headed down to G-swim. 
The raft skit to come in was to execute 
the best reenactment of a famous TV/ 
movie rivalry.

(Harry Ellsworth) Rivalry Day was 
probably the hottest day of the summer 
and lunch was scorching, but that 
didn’t stop anyone from getting rowdy 
for announcements. With the feuds and 
rivalries boiling and cabins awaiting 
the results of the morning competitions, 
camp was alive! With the winners being 
North Harrington for the top of the hill 
and South Cunningham for cabin row, 
the boys were pumped. 

After lunch, we had an extended 
rest hour and then afternoon activities. 
During activities George, the men of Long 
Voyage, and myself set up Pasquaney into 
a WWE arena. Once activities concluded 
and afternoon G-swim was done, we all 
headed to dinner to bulk up for a crazy 
night of WWE wrestling between the 
counselors. The arena was outfitted with 
roped off boundaries, a sweet sound 
system, and even a tunnel with a fog 
machine for the wrestlers to enter from.

After that concluded, everyone went up 
to flag for a few words of wisdom and the 
singing of the Kieve song. William and 
Henry Scott lowered the flag that night 
and I can say it was a perfect ending to 
our first OD day.

Day 24 – July 14th - Eli Campbell
Qualification Thursday

As today’s QualBoy (OD), I began the 
first session Qual Thursday flag speech 
relaying three important and urgent 
messages. The first important message 
was about the unfortunate fact that, 
despite everybody’s hard work this 
session, not enough quals were earned for 
Coybear the Qual-bear to remain healthy. 
You see, qual-bears eat, sleep, and thrive 
off of quals, and because this was the last 
full day to earn quals, we needed to do 
our best to help the poor animal out. The 
second urgent message went something 
like this:

“Let’s get it!! Today is the day to get after 
it because this is your last opportunity 
of the summer to go out and reach your 
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goals and get the quals that you believe 
you deserve to have. It’s a now or never 
mentality, but at the same time, all you 
can ask of yourself is to do your best 
because in the end, we’re all humans, 
and failing to achieve something (if you 
fail) helps you grow.” 

(Eli Campbell, QualBoy)
The third important message was 

simple: bring up your laundry for the 
last time this session because ehhh 
you get the idea. For test duty, Elliott 
Murphy, Meg Forelli, James Stites, and 
John Devine participated in a classic 
rock, paper, scissors round robin, with 
Stites and Meg losing and thus winning 
the prize of cleaning the Test. Soon after 
that, the only two thoughts on everyone’s 
minds were �): earning as many quals as 
possible, and �): saving Coybear the sick 
qual-bear. 

The rest of the day went by in a blur, 
and this was mostly because the rest of 
the day was focused on the campers’ 
opportunity to achieve by means of open 
hill, which took place in the morning as 
well as the afternoon. During counselor 
announcements at both lunch and dinner, 
an incredible amount of last-minute 
qualifications were recognized for all of 
camp to hear, to the joy of everyone who 
was there. All three Maine Trails cabins 
came this afternoon, and, of course, the 
excitement as each of their vans rolled 
into camp was tremendous. WE GOT 
MAINE TRAILS! 

After dinner, campers were sent to 
three different locations-Kistler, Westcott, 
and Harriet House-depending on their 
age for a night of reflection on all they 
accomplished this session. Immediately 
after the small campfire gatherings, the 
women of Wavus joined us down at the 
waterfront to enjoy a shared tradition 
of watching the fireworks. At the Light 
Show!!! 

I had a great today, and I’m proud to 
say with confidence that everyone else 
did too. We all went to bed with our 
heads held high, looking forward to the 
final full day of First Session �0�6 at 
Camp Kieve. 

Day 25 - July 15th – Graham Abbey
Aqua Attack

The final full day of first session �0�6 
began with a tumultuous flag ceremony. 
Charlie Richardson announced his 
resignation effective immediately, leaving 
the job of Director open for an election. 
At breakfast, we were introduced to the 
two candidates, Betsy Sednaoui and Rob 
Reilly. Over the course of the morning, 
Betsy and Rob staged skits to establish 
a lead in the race. We had open hill 
activities at the end of which Anthony 
Reale beat Nick Marshall in an epic 
Frolf Masters Playoff. At lunch, the two 
candidates decided that the only way to 
settle the election would be a massive 
game of Aqua Attack.

After a terrific Aqua Attack, camp went 
down to Harriet House for the Maine Trails 
BBQ. The Frisbees were flying and the 
jumping stick was raised, and the Trails 
boys did a great job. Next, we gathered 
at Kistler Point for the end of session 
campfire ceremony. It was an especially 
stirring campfire, with reflection on the 
passing of Dick Kennedy and wisdom 
shared from our Maine Trails boys. Dave 
Berndston performed two beautiful songs 
while the candles were illuminated and 
we proceeded to the flagpole, where 
the Maine Trails cabin lowered the flag. 
It was an awesome day to close out an 
incredible session at Camp Kieve.

Day 26 – July 16th – Charlie Richardson
What a beautiful day to close the first 

session. Campers Jack Cross, Beau Van 
Aller, and Gill Walker began leaving as 
early as 6:4� for flights. From there it 
was a steady stream of cars arriving and 
packing up along with many, many, hugs 
and high fives all around. We hope that 
each and every camper is able to have 
more GROWTH back in their lives beyond 
Kieve and hope to see everyone back on 
the peninsula in �0�7. The acronym for 
GROWTH: 

G: Grit
R: Reflection
O: Opportunities
W: Work
T: Time
H: Humility
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2016 Paddle Recipients ~ First Session

Jack Hall, Finn McConaughy, Eli Mundy, Dan Schechter, Javi Baigorri, Julio Baigorri, 
Nate Bartlett, Drew Brigham, Henry Kenney, Emmet McNamara, Spencer Sapir, 
Aidan Tierney, Nick Picchione, Henry Scott, Thomas Dixon, Ian Fay, Chase Hedlund, 
Tom Linkas
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Second Session OD Reports 
Day 1 – July 19th – Charlie Richardson

A perfect Maine summer day greeted 
us on the opening of second session �0�6. 
Staff moved into their new cabins, activity 
area supplies were restocked, vehicles 
and trip equipment were inventoried 
and everyone came to breakfast super 
charged for another awesome session. 
Like years past we had our first camper 
arrive around 8:�0. And, like years 
past, it was a Froschauer (Brock). After 
some high fives and hugs he spent a few 
minutes walking around campus to take 
it all in. And within an hour and a half 
twenty plus other campers were on the 
peninsula doing the same. 

The energy and excitement continued to 
build throughout the day and all campers 
took part in the afternoon activities, and 
the ice cream at �:�0. Anticipation for the 
two busses reached a fever pitch around 
6:00. Soon after the traditional spaghetti 
dinner, super counselor appearance, 
Simon Says, and the lowering of the flag 
and Kieve Song, all the cabins began to 
build their community. They went over 
the upcoming trips and all the other 
details for a great session. Here we go….

Day 2 – July 20th – Ben Wheeler 
Waking up on the first morning of 

camp, you could feel the excitement 
hardly being contained by the campers. 
The day started at flag with all the cabins 
circled around. After flag we made our 
way down to Pasquaney for breakfast 
where the traditional banging on tables 
and blasting music commenced for the 
first time of second session. Everyone 
was so happy to see each other, especially 
those whom they hadn’t seen for �� 
months. After polishing off breakfast 
all the cabins went off to do their duties 
quickly so that the activities and the 
awesomeness of camp could commence. 

We met again for General Swim 
and then hurried to lunch. Counselor 
announcements were electric as 
everyone was excited to hear the 
old and new chants as well as what 
happened in the morning’s activities. 
After announcements everyone headed 

back to their cabins for rest hour and to 
write a letter home. Once rest hour had 
finished the camp met again at Indian 
Circle where we discussed more basic 
info about camp and what the rest of the 
day would bring. 

Afternoon activities flew by and it was 
afternoon General Swim again. There 
were some pretty entertaining raft skits 
and everyone was happy to be back in 
the lake. After having checked in all 
the buddy pairs, we all headed back 
up to Pasquaney for some free time 
before dinner. It was great to see Frisbee 
Highway back in action as well as the 
4-square court. Dinner was delicious and 
we were all entertained by another round 
of counselor announcements. 

Everyone was amped for Capture the 
Flag as an Evening Activity and they all 
rushed back to their cabins to get their 
teams colors on. The game was a lot of 
fun with flags flying back and forth the 
whole time. Just as everyone began to 
tire out, it was time for flag and we all 
headed up to flag from the battle ground. 
It was a great day and I left everyone with 
the advice to take advantage of every 
moment here at Kieve. 

Day 3 – July 21st – James Stites
With the loons swooning and the sun 

beaming above our heads I knew from 
the start that this day would be awesome. 
At morning flag everyone was given the 
full introduction to my private island. 
Kaplan Richardson Kissler is my name 
and Survivor Day is the game. For the 
two teams we have team Kieve-Wavus, 
counselors who had spent their younger 
and more vulnerable summers at the 
two illustrious camps, and team World, 
the top talent in survival that the rest 
of the planet had to offer. For team KW, 
Matt Frater, Will Kaback, Will Janvier, 
James Lawton, and Meg Forelli filled the 
star-studded cast; on team World, Rob 
McDonald, Paul Nakamura, Kelly Nelson, 
Henry Beveridge, and Tyler Todd. 

It was truly a day of titanic proportions 
and for our first event during test duty the 
teams were tasked with coming up with a 
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song and dance. Team KW’s hit rendition 
of the timeless classic Stayin’ Alive, with 
lead vocals by Will Janvier garnered them 
immunity in a landslide victory. First off 
the island for team World was none other 
than Tyler Todd. During morning Indian 
Circle an egg toss competition saw big 
bad Beveridge get the bump. Over the 
course of the day alliances were formed 
and broken and blood, sweat, and tears 
were commonplace as friendships were 
lost in the name of survival. 

For morning G-swim the rafts were 
tasked with acting out their favorite 
underdog tales, the raft depicting the most 
improbable of David vs. Goliath stories 
in a camper defeating the One in magic 
secured them certain victory. During 
lunch the earth-shaking announcement 
that teams would no longer matter and it 
was each man (or woman) was delivered, 
much to the shock of the entire camp. 
While afternoon g-swim was going on, 
the survivors competed in a tug of war, 
which ended in victory by team KW, 
thanks to the brute strength of Matt 
Frater and undeniable athleticism of 
Will Kaback. Kelly sadly had seen her 
last event as a survivor, and was voted 
off the island. For the climactic event 
of the day, the ice baths, each survivor 
was tasked with submerging his body in 
a freezing ice cold bath for �0 minutes 
and then planks to decide immunity. To 
the surprise of no one, James Lawton 
put in an admirable effort and ensured 
immunity despite the best efforts of Paul 
and Frater.

For the evening activity, an intense 
game of Escape to Freedom was played, 
where each of the remaining survivors 
was a freedom. Then at flag Kaback 
gained immunity as he was the least 
found freedom and Paul saw his torch 
go out. For the final event in a surprising 
turn of events, each final survivor was 
tasked with explaining why he should 
be the top survivor. The voting panel for 
deciding who would win was comprised 
of all the seven survivors who had seen 
their days cut short. In a nail-biting finish 
the winner was decided by a single vote, 
and member of team Kieve-Wavus, Will 
Kaback was the unanimous victor. After 
lowering the flag we took a moment of 

silence in acknowledgment of how lucky 
we all truly are to be no other place than 
Kieve. 

Day 4 – July 22nd – Elliott Murphy
Camper Olympics

The day started off in beautiful fashion 
with the sun beaming and the birds 
chirping. This was going to be a day full 
of competitive spirit and many diverse 
activities to test their strength, quickness, 
and cunningness. After a hearty breakfast 
to fuel our athletes we had our first 
competition of the games, a corn hole 
sudden elimination tournament began. 
We had our champion Austin Del Col 
from South Glenayr. At Indian Circle we 
had a longest Frisbee toss competition, 
it got pretty heated but a winner was 
decided. 

After a rowdy time at lunch, it was time 
for a quick ring game contest where the 
participants initially struggled to hook 
a ring but eventually one landed. After 
a rest hour to replenish our athletes’ 
energy levels, we had an insane egg toss 
that resulted a multitude of broken eggs 
and broken hearts. As the day wound 
down, the athletes were fried but wanted 
to persevere through the last competition 
during the Evening Activity. 

The evening activity was a relay race 
between all the cabins in camp. The 
events were a crab race, a wheelbarrow 
race, a crawling and balance focused 
race, and to finish it all off, a pure sprint 
across the field to get one’s shoes and then 
sprint back to the other side. The races 
were heated and the end result was NBH 
II dominating and winning three of four 
races. At the end of the day it was nice 
to reflect on the beautiful competitive 
Olympic spirit that had swept over Kieve 
for a day. 

Day 5 – July 23rd - Nat Shenton
Air Guitar

Today, we set out to find the greatest 
musician at Kieve. This was decided 
thru a series of competitions. After flag 
and breakfast, the first competition was 
decided during Test Duty. This was 
the class Rock n Roll air guitar. The 
first team of Mason and Rob danced 
to Thunderstruck by AC/DC. They 
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were followed by Stites and Christian 
with their rendition of Down with the 
Sickness. Thirdly, Lawton and Mansell 
danced to Miss You by the Rolling Stones, 
and finally Kaback danced to Party in 
the USA. The panel of judges (Beveridge, 
Grahambo, and Lexi) decided that Mason 
and Rob were not talented enough to 
continue. 

During activity periods all the younger 
cabins went to Wavus for a motorcycle 
rally and did not return until rest hour. 
We moved on to afternoon Indian 
Circle where there was a swing dancing 
competition. Unfortunately Stites and 
Christian did not have a strong enough 
dance and were voted off. There was 
no afternoon G-Swim as the boys 
practiced for their own air guitars. At 
dinner, Kaback and Will Janvier blew 
Lawton out of the water because of a 
guest appearance by Prison Mike. After 
the rap battle, I decided there was not 
enough talent in camp to name Kieve’s 
best musician, so we had to have an Air 
Guitar to decide the winner. Highlights 
from that air guitar included the new and 
improved Ritz Skit and Bank II’s dance. 
After the Ritz skit, we headed to flag to 
celebrate a wonderful day at camp.

Day 6 – July 24th – Eliza Sneeden 
Camp Kieve woke up at 8:�0 on the 

morning of our first Sunday of the 
session. The sun was shining and we 
could tell it was going to be a hot day 
on Damariscotta Lake. Finn Pennings 
and Peter Del Col of North Bunkerhill 
II raised the flag, marking the start of 
another exciting day full of Sunday 
traditions and good times. 

This Sunday was a transition day for 
camp. All of the longer trips except for 
Allagash III had already ventured out 
into the Maine wilderness and camp was 
feeling rather small before Junior Kieve 
showed up the following week. The boys 
took this time as a small camp to get to 
know one another better without the 
distraction of a theme day. 

Sticking to Kieve’s Sunday tradition, 
counselors, directors, and campers 
headed down to the chapel to sing 
hymns and hear Henry Kennedy and 
select campers speak. Some campers 

even arrived early to participate in 
Lala’s ‘Loudest and Sweetest’ singing 
competition. Leverett Wilson and Will 
Slootmaker won ‘Sweetest’ while Phillip 
Sears and Tommy Burton won ‘Loudest’. 
Ben Wheeler spoke to us about some 
of his favorite memories from being 
a camper at Kieve and encouraged 
everyone to step outside of their comfort 
zone and try new things.

Campers continued on to enjoy a 
cookout lunch and signed up for some 
activities in order to beat the heat such 
as swimming, sailing, and stand up 
paddleboarding. The day wrapped 
up with a big Casino Night held in 
Pasquaney. Campers played Blackjack, 
Poker, Dice, and ate a bunch of candy. 
Campers Chris Scanlon and Stephen 
Souder ended the day by lowering the 
flag at 8:00. Another beautiful day at the 
end of West Neck Road!

Day 7 – July 25th – Carter Gray 
Beef Day 

We arose to a beautiful morning on 
West Neck Road at 7:�0 and made our 
way up to flag. Max Bensley and Nick 
Donaldson raised the flag. I asked the 
campers to keep the friendships that we 
have here at Kieve and why they are so 
special in mind throughout the day. The 
campers rolled down to Pasquaney for 
a breakfast of waffles. Morning G-swim 
was concluded with a raft skit of famous 
movie rivalries. 

A big lunch of pizza set the stage for 
the rivalries around camp. Waterfront 
vs. land activities and college vs. high 
school were the two main beefs that 
surrounded the day. After a quick rest 
hour and activities, the boys returned 
to afternoon G-swim. Sports Beef was 
the skit category, and the winner was a 
pegged hitter that charged the mound. 

Dinner wrapped up with a beefy rap 
battle between college and high school 
groups. All the beef during the day got 
settled with a huge ultimate sports 
night. It was a giant open hill with a lot 
of activities. The boys came back to flag 
exhausted from a day of rivalries and 
running around. Dean Maner and Doyle 
Catlin lowered the flag for the day. Kieve 
is a place where we can compete with 



87



88

each other, but at the end of the day, we 
are brothers. 

Day 8 – July 26th – Miles Crawford
Country-Western Day

Country-Western Day began as usual 
with the raising of the flag: Max d’Aumale 
and Theo Chavarot had the day’s honors. 
I said a few words highlighting how the 
pioneers and cowboys that opened the 
American West were exemplars of Kieve’s 
central values: courage, perseverance, 
and loyalty. 

At breakfast we filled our stomachs 
with biscuit, egg, and sausage sandwiches 
and washed it all down with milk and 
OJ. The music of George Strait, WIllie 
Nelson, and Johnny Cash kept everyone’s 
feet tapping. For test duty we had an 
improvised horse race, without horses 
of course. Eight counselors paired off 
into four groups, the smaller mounting 
the stronger. The pairs ran up towards 
flag, rounding a pine tree and returning 
to the porch. At the final stretch Tyler 
Todd, mounted by Mason Delpino, took 
an elbow to the abdomen from Duncan 
Morris and slipped in a patch of mud. 
Needless to say they ended up with Test 
duty. 

With clear skies and warm sun, the 
morning’s activities were a blast. The 
aqua-zip was running and guns were 
firing down at the range. At General 
Swim the prompt for raft skits was 
“How would you make your fortune out 
West.” All of the rafts put in outstanding 
efforts and the skits were noted for 
their originality. In the end, raft one, 
lifeguarded by Tad Gaffey, was called 
in first for their rendition of a stubborn 
herd of steer prodded by a disgruntled 
beef farmer. 

With beef on our minds, lunch 
was fittingly a burrito banquet, with 
guacamole, salsa, and sour cream - a 
perfect complement to the day’s Western 
theme. In announcements Sheriff’s 
deputy Nathaniel Lyons had a quarrel 
with Banditos Tad Gaffey, and Pascal 
Tessier. After a brief tussle by these 
belligerents, everyone retreated to their 
respective cabins for an afternoon siesta. 

Afternoon activities had the same great 
weather that we had in the morning and 

all of the kids were bursting with energy. 
When it finally came time for dinner, we 
fired up the grills and feasted on kielbasa 
and hot sausages. The antagonism 
between the sheriff’s deputies and the 
banditos crescendoed with a brawl. - 
Gold had been discovered!

The night’s evening activity was then a 
full camp game of Gold Rush. Counselors 
painted over one-hundred large rocks 
with gold spray paint and distributed 
them around camp. The kids were 
informed that the cabin that collected the 
most “gold” would then be awarded first 
in line for a “prize.”

With a ring of the bell we called 
everyone back to Pasquaney where 
we finalized the “gold” totals. North 
Cunningham came in first with 4� points, 
closely followed by South Bunkerhill 
Two with �7 points. The campers feasted 
on their ice cream reward and they 
recounted their gold mining tales to one 
another. 

Once every last scoop of ice cream had 
been consumed, we headed back up to 
flag to close the day. I reminded the boys 
to never stop exploring, to carry on the 
pioneering spirit of the cowboys. I recited 
a quote attributed to Mark Twain “Never 
let your schooling interfere with your 
education.” And with that the twenty-
sixth of June came to a close. 

Day 9 – July 27th - Duncan Morris
During the morning of the �7th of 

August, Camp Kieve enjoyed an extra 
thirty minutes of rest followed by a sunny 
day consisting of fast-paced activities. 
Devan Mehrish and Jasper Norman raised 
the morning flag to initiate a NASCAR 
themed day. After we ate a delicious bagel 
breakfast and announcements began, the 
rules for the day were explained. The 
basic rulebook of NASCAR was in effect 
throughout the day by promoting left 
turns, southern accents, and high speed! 
The camp was reminded that two wrongs 
don’t make a right, but three lefts do. 
Therefore, we were on our way to enjoy 
a great NASCAR day. 

After the fast paced morning activities, 
the boys enjoyed a plunge into the lake to 
cool off for general swim. All of the boys 
performed a scene from a car movie on 
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their respective rafts, and then went up to 
Pasquaney for a lunch of pizza and salad. 
The boys cooled their engines during rest 
hour, and then enjoyed another activity 
period leading up to one more pit-stop 
down in the lake. 

We all ate an All-American meal 
consisting of burgers and hotdogs to 
get ready for the evening activity that 
followed dinner. The individual cabins 
were given a task to build a wearable 
racecar out of cardboard, duct tape, 
and paint in anticipation of the Harriet 
House �00 NASCAR race. To begin the 
event, a fashion show was held in order 
to determine which cabin created the 
most stylish car with the best sponsors. 
Afterwards, everyone participated in a 
thirteen lap relay race by completing a lap 
around Harriet House field while wearing 
their cabin’s racecar. The campers of 
North Bunkerhill II were victors in this 
year’s race, and were rewarded with 
a milk shower and an extra dessert to 
celebrate. The cabin of North Glenayr 
won a rice crispy snack for creating the 
race car with the most style as well. The 
counselors also competed in a charity 
race that was an unusual spectacle for the 
boys to enjoy. After a long day with high 
action, everyone was ready for a good 
night of sleep. Waller Dixon and Sebas 
Cisneros lowered the evening flag to put 
an end to an eventful NASCAR day. 

Day 10 – July 28th – Christian Krauss 
My OD day was on the �8th of July 

and was themed Bacon Day. After 
coordinating with the kitchen staff, we 
ate eggs and bacon for breakfast, BLTs 
for lunch, and bacon cheeseburgers 
for dinner. The raft skits were themed 
around how bacon originated and is 
made. The evening activity was supposed 
to be lawn games, but due to inclement 
weather we moved into Pasquaney and 
competed in cabin groups in Best of the 
Best. At evening flag I talked about the 
importance of appreciating things that 
you do not like but others enjoy. 

Day 11 – July 29th - Garrett Phillips
Frisbee Appreciation Day

Today was a great day for many 
reasons and one being that there was 

little to no wind for Frisbee Appreciation 
Day. With discs in hands and smiles on 
faces, Kieve’s young men approached 
flag to start a new day. Words were 
shared about how beautiful camp is and 
how learning from others and teaching 
others is extremely important. Raising 
the flag in the morning were Silas 
Burkey and Peter Garrison and it was 
done extremely well. Announcements 
throughout the day had to be said after 
catching the Frisbee of the day. Morning 
activities kicked off with Frolf and other 
Frisbee-based competitions. General 
swim was energized by ultimate catches 
and killer raft skits revolving around 
how the Frisbee was created. As the boys 
approached lunch, Frisbee highway was 
alive.

Lunch announcements came and went 
with ultimate Frisbee and Frolf as sign 
up activities as afternoon activities. 
Afternoon general swim was similar 
to the morning but the raft skits were 
strictly based on making me laugh out 
loud. JKers did a fabulous job in doing 
ridiculous skits and each one making me 
laugh. After dinner the announcement of 
the evening activity was made. A giant 
game of capture the Frisbee was on and 
kids were diving left and right. Once the 
boys were tuckered out, flag was in order 
to close an overall energetic and classic 
day at Kieve. The goals of friendship and 
education came out in the end to be the 
leading lessons of Frisbee appreciation 
day.

Day 12 - July 30th – Sam Paine
My OD day began with bright blue 

skies as the camp gathered around 
the flag. The theme of the day would 
be “Shark Appreciation Day” as it 
happened to also mark the first day of 
the Discovery Channels notorious Shark 
Week. My speech that morning was an 
explanation of the theme and a message 
to the kids that it is important to look past 
initial appearances and stories because 
sharks truly are incredible creatures 
and should be appreciated instead of 
feared. Following my speech I had Will 
Kaufmann and Joe Richter raise the flag 
before we all headed down to breakfast. 
I had the Discovery Channel’s top �0 
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shark videos playing on the screen in 
Pasquaney throughout breakfast as the 
kids watched in fascination while sharks 
attacked seals and swam by cages. My 
fellow counselors really came through 
for me on the day as Elliott dressed up 
as a shark and Stites announced random 
shark facts every so often. After a fun, 
shark-filled breakfast everyone headed 
out to their duties before gathering back 
at Indian Circle to hear their activities. 

Following activities everyone went 
down to G-Swim where they hung 
out on the rafts before creating skits of 
what camp would be like if there truly 
were sharks in the lake in order to come 
in from the rafts. We then went up to 
lunch where my fellow counselors once 
again helped me out by pretending to be 
members of the Shark Tank and reviewing 
products and Stites still came out with 
shark facts every once in a while. As the 
weather remained incredible, we headed 
to our cabins for rest hour before meeting 
back at Indian Circle. Following Indian 
Circle everyone headed to their activities 
for the day until it was once again time 
for G-Swim. The skit for the afternoon 
G-Swim was for the campers to reenact 
their favorite shark scene from a movie, 
the skits were all entertaining despite the 
shocking lack of references to Jaws. 

After G-Swim we gathered at 
Pasquaney for a delicious dinner 
followed by counselor announcements 
where the shark skits continued. After 
announcements we all headed to the EA 
which would be a big game of Sharks and 
Minnows where each cabin took turns 
being the sharks while everyone else was 
the minnows running back and forth. 

Following the EA we gathered at 
flag for a moment of reflection where 
I spoke to the boys about how special 
Kieve is and the incredible bonds that 
are formed here. We ended the day as 
Tucker Fearey and Peter Del Col lowered 
the flag before singing the Kieve song. 
It was truly an incredible day of camp 
and was all made possible because of the 
enthusiasm of campers and counselors 
alike demonstrating why Kieve is such 
an incredible place. 

Day 13 – July 31st - Lauren Gould 
We woke up to another beautiful day 

at Camp Kieve after a much needed 
sleep-in until 8:�0. After introducing the 
theme of the day, “Kieve’s got Talent,” 
the search was on for Kieve’s most 
talented campers. Brandt Kiser and 
Ethan Connor from South Glenayr raised 
the flag. It was Sunday which meant 
pancakes for breakfast. Campers shouted 
and eagerly waved their plates in the 
air as counselors flung pancakes like 
Frisbees across Pasquaney. For test duty 
we introduced the council contestants 
who were competing in duos. The 
teams were Will Janvier and Jules Cook, 
Carly Malecka and Meg Forelli, George 
Johnston and Garrett Phillips, and Aiden 
Redmond and Will Kaback. The contests 
had a variety of talents ranging from rap 
battles, slam poetry, and dancing. After 
announcements and duties campers were 
sent back to their cabins to start cleaning 
for the weekly Sunday inspection.

At Chapel campers competed to be 
the loudest and the sweetest singers. 
Counselor James Stites spoke about his 
time as a camper and how he has learned to 
overcome fears and take risks throughout 
his time at Kieve. Some campers also had 
the opportunity to speak at chapel about 
their camp experiences and everyone was 
able to reflect on the session so far. After 
Chapel and final inspections, everyone 
headed to Pasquaney for a Kieve Sunday 
lunch consisting of grilled chicken, corn, 
and watermelon. At lunch, the “Kieve’s 
got Talent” contestants competed again, 
showing off some new talents including 
burping the ABCs and doing handstands. 
Campers then headed back to their freshly 
cleaned cabins for rest hour which was 
followed by activities. At afternoon G-
swim campers created raft skits about 
what they thought were counselors’ 
hidden talents.

For dinner we had burgers and hot dogs 
followed by more performances from 
the “Kieve’s got Talent” competitors. 
Talent duo Aiden Redmond and Will 
Kaback won the competition with a rap 
battle. The evening activity was a “Dutch 
Auction Talent Show.” Every cabin was 
given �00 Kieve dollars to spend at the 
auction. One by one miscellaneous props 
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were auctioned off. Cabins had bidding 
wars over items such as moon shoes, 
alien masks, dresses, and bear costumes. 
After spending all their money each 
cabin was given �� minutes to come up 
with a talent skit incorporating the props 
that they bought in the auction. Every 
cabin performed its skit and everyone 
had a good time laughing at the goofy 
shows that were put on. After every cabin 
performed we headed up to flag. Ben 
Kisilywicz and Zack Rodgers from South 
Glenayr lowered the flag symbolizing the 
end of another Kieve Sunday.

Day 14 – August 1st – Reed Dowdy
Today was a classic Kieve Day in 

which the main message was for all the 
campers to focus on their own personal 
improvement. It was urged that the 
campers try to improve on a skill they 
already have or try a whole new skill 
in general. Today was also a day of 
remembrance as many veteran Kievers, 
family, and friends came up to camp 
for a service to remember the life of 
Dick Kennedy: the inspiring man whose 
love and passion for Kieve influenced 
so many people. After Nelson Lamb 
and Phillip Sears raised the flag, cabins 
chose two table boys and everyone else 
followed James Stites to breakfast. After 
having some delicious waffles and cereal 
for breakfast we had counselors and duty 
announcements. For test duty we did a 
leap frog race around Pasquaney with 
three teams of two: Sophie Jenson and 
Eliza Sneeden, Sam Paine and James 
Stites, and Garret Phillips and Will 
Kaback. Sam and Stites lost so they got 
Test duty. 

After breakfast everyone ran off to 
their assigned duties for the morning 
and then met for Indian Circle to find out 
what activities they had. There was no 
G-swim this morning due to the service 
for Dick Kennedy. The campers had a 
little free time before a lunch of chicken 
sandwiches. Before rest period, counselors 
made their announcements for any quals 
or activities in the afternoon. For G-
swim in the afternoon after activities the 
theme of the skit was dinosaurs and the 
winning raft hilariously reproduced a 
scene from Jurassic Park. There was only 

one G-swim this afternoon due to there 
being a small camp. 

For dinner we had some yummy 
pasta that we ate inside Pasquaney due 
to inclement weather. Since it was so 
rainy, the EA for the night was ‘Ultimate 
rainy sports night.’ This was an EA that 
consisted of both indoor and outdoor 
sports activities. The outdoor sports like 
soccer, Gaga ball, and basketball were for 
those guys who didn’t mind getting a little 
wet in the rain while indoor sports like 
board games, jungle pong, and hockey 
were for those who wanted to keep dry. 
The kids could go to any of the activities 
at any time during the EA until the bell 
rang for flag around 8. After reflecting 
on the day, Walt Gaskin and Jack Pyle 
lowered the flag to end the day.

Day 15 – August 2nd – Tom Heffernan
Today was Imposter Day, where 

throughout the day counselors would 
be picked at random to impersonate one 
another. We started the morning with 
Flag at the regular time before a meal of 
breakfast burritos. Afterward we started 
Imposter Day with the eight pairs of Garret 
Phillips and Mason Delpino, John Devine 
and Rob McDonald, Eva Sarkes and Blair 
Johnson, and Reed Dowdy and Chandler 
Spearman who each impersonated one 
another for the morning’s Test Duty, 
which was a lot of fun. 

The day continued as usual for morning 
activities, until G-Swim where everyone 
but the North Harris cabin went to the 
Gash Raft. Afterward for lunch we had 
two more pairs impersonate each other, 
Paul Nakamura and Bo Hawkes, and Ben 
Wheeler and Ethan Ashley. From then 
on the day continued as usual with rest 
hour followed by afternoon activities. 
We ended the day with a big game of 
Paparazzi, where six counselors hid 
within campus, while the campers tried 
to find them. 

Day 16 – August 3rd – Chris Sanchez
We all awoke to another beautiful 

Maine morning and gathered around the 
flag. I talked about brotherhood and what 
that meant and encouraged everyone 
to find someone that day who needed 
a brother. After breakfast for Test duty, 



9�



94

Garrett, John, Will Bliss, Parker, Lauren 
G, and Lauren B all faced off in a finger-
jousting competition. Morning G-swim 
raft skits were to create a scene from a 
soap opera. 

The nice weather continued to hold so 
we enjoyed an outdoor lunch with some 
Frisbee and 4-square, then it was off to 
rest hour. Sign-ups for afternoon activities 
went smoothly and most campers got to 
sign up for their first choices. After the 
afternoon activities we had afternoon 
G-swim, with the raft skits being “what 
would a Kieve T.V. commercial look 
like.” After dinner we had a big game of 
Color Wars for the E.A. The younger kids 
played on the soccer field while the older 
kids went to play at Harriet House. We 
wrapped the day up at flag, again talking 
about the importance of brotherhood and 
community. We lowered the flag, sang 
the Kieve song, and headed to our cabins 
after another fun day.

Day 17 – August 4th – John Devine
Celebrity Day

Hollywood came to Kieve today. The 
morning light shimmered over the famous  
“Pasquallywood” sign as a confused 
camp observed a King overlooking his 
kingdom from the flag. Bleach blonde 
hair, body coated in tattoo ink, and 
ripped skinny jeans, Justin Bieber had 
taken over a small camp in Nobleboro, 
Maine. Justin described the situation in 
Los Angeles (poor air quality) and had 
his little brother Jaxon come raise the 
flag. After quoting himself and asking 
for space during the day, he chirped his 
ex-girlfriend (first of many) and allowed 
for the day begin. Celebrities like Selena 
Gomez, Taylor Swift, Draco Malfoy, 
Blake Lively, Miley Cyrus, The Weeknd, 
Bruce Lee, and Taylor Lautner made 
appearances at breakfast. The tension 
between Selena and Justin was divisive 
to say the least. Team Selena had support 
from a pretty deep squad, while Draco and 
a few hardos backed the Beliebers. All 
the while, the press was overwhelming 
– reporters were constantly questioning 
the celebrities and taking pictures. 

By the end of the day, the press was 
too much for Bieber. He imploded, 
ripping down the sacred Pasquallywood 

sign and announcing to all that the 
celebrities were going back to L.A. Six 
celebrities had already left to premises 
and were M.I.A. with a flight due to 
leave in one hour. Escape to Freedom (in 
hopes to locate the missing celebrities) 
concluded an incredible day. Additional 
autographs were signed at flag until 
Bieber disappeared into the night. His 
hair, however, was here to stay.

Day 18 – August 5th - Nolan Doyle
Friday, August �th is marked on 

Kieve’s calendar as “Pasqualio’s,” a 
theme day that has become a tradition 
at camp. The O.D. typically plays the 
role of Papa Pasqualio, an aspiring 
restauranteur, but this year had a movie 
theme twist. So, I introduced myself 
as Quentin Pasqualantino at flag in the 
morning and encouraged the kids to do 
their best to stand out among the crowd 
as movie stars. Brothers Aiden and Ethan 
Connor raised the flag and the boys 
headed down to Pasquaney for breakfast. 
Breakfast was the standard fare - cereal, 
yogurt, etc. and we enjoyed a homemade 
film “Karate Kaback” at its close. The 
film set the stage for the day’s conflict. 
Its camper stars were South Glenayrians 
Ethan Connor (as young Will Kaback) and 
Zack Rodgers (as young Elliott Murphy) 
and the counselors involved were Will 
Kaback (playing the role of Daniel), Elliott 
Murphy (playing the role of Johnny), and 
Grahambo Abbey (playing the role of Mr. 
Miyagi). After some jawing between the 
competitors, Elliott Murphy, the day’s 
villain, received Test Duty.

The boys performed their morning 
duties and went off to their assigned 
activities and the day carried on as usual. 
It was another beautiful day on the lake 
so we carried on with the scheduled 
programming and held a General Swim. 
In order to come in from the rafts 
the boys typically perform skits, but 
today they performed their best karate 
routine. Granted their limited martial 
arts experience, the skits were wildly 
entertaining. For lunch, the kitchen staff 
treated us all to a camp favorite, pizza. 
During the lunch announcement period, 
Kaback and Murphy dueled again, with 
Murphy the heel victor. Afterwards, 
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the boys selected their activities during 
rest hour, choosing from sailing, 
swimming, tennis, table tennis, Gaga 
ball, and the usual array. The time for 
afternoon activities came and went as 
the counselors arranged Pasquaney in 
the fashion of a restaurant, in this case 
an AMC movie theatre, with tablecloths 
and sparkling juice on the tables. 

The boys waited outside eagerly as 
the evening’s wait staff, the counselors, 
prepared for the dinner rush. Chants 
rang out from the crowd outside, so we 
knew the boys were ready. The boys 
filed into their tables to the tune of the 
Rocky motion picture soundtrack as the 
counselors served the tables with trays of 
manicotti, salad, and rolls (prepared by 
the wonderful kitchen staff) as the boys 
helped themselves to the selection of 
sparkling juices. At dinner’s conclusion, 
I announced the evening activity: a 
showing of “Karate Kid,” a documentary 
film about Kaback and Murphy, and sent 
the boys back to their cabins to retrieve 
pillows, water bottles, and crazy creeks 
for the show. Sharing this sports classic 
with the kids was a treat. Though familiar 
to most of the staff it was brand new to 
them of course and they received it just 
as I’d remembered. 

We took a moment at flag to think about 
how lucky we are to have each other here 
at Kieve, how reciprocal our relationship 
with each other, and brothers Ben, 
Thomas, and Jack Kisilywicz lowered 
the flag. 

Day 19 – August 6th – Cole Phillips 
Assassin

Good Morning, Camp Kieve. Today 
opened with Cole Phillips greeting the 
camp adorned in a black suit, introducing 
that today everyone had to watch their 
back and trust no one, it was time for a 
big game of Assassin. With that Grayson 
McNeely and Banks Young raised the 
flag. At breakfast, unfortunately JK’s last 
breakfast before their parents arrived, 
was a steaming hot pile of French toast 
sticks we devoured and the counselor 
announcements were dominated by an 
evil villain with an eyepatch. He made 
sure everyone knew about the danger 
of going rogue and how he went to evil 

villain school. But I digress, we moved to 
Test Duty. Today’s task for Doyle, Drew, 
Garrett, and Tad was to demonstrate 
their most evil laughs. Drew’s laugh was 
unfortunately not up to snuff and he was 
banished to clean the test. Duties were 
done and morning activities got rolling.
It needs to be said that the energy was 
extremely high for a day with only five 
cabins at camp. The rules of assassin 
were stated at the end of breakfast; 
the clearest rule was you could only 
assassinate someone during free time. 
Our listening skills were tested and did 
not quite match what was expected for 
the game. 

When G-Swim was out, there was a 
mad dash to tag people by tugging on 
their ear lobes. Originally intended to 
be a stealthy game, it escalated quickly 
into tackle your opponent after chasing 
them vigorously. Upon finding this out 
via many tears and questions, Cole made 
the decision that it was time for a rule 
clarification and a do over. That’s when 
the five hundred feet or five minute 
rule came about. Whenever someone 
suspected that you were after them, they 
were to ask, and, if the response was yes, 
then they had to go five hundred feet 
away from them or wait five minutes to 
attempt to tag them. This went smoothly 
for the most part. The hardest part of the 
game was that there were going to be 
many losers and only one winner (a life 
lesson many don’t like). 

The afternoon started out with sun 
and fun but intermittent thunder storms 
with sheets of rain pouring down led to 
the cancellation of G-Swim, leading to 
more confusion for tagging. At the end of 
the night it was Theo C, Theo W, Bjorn, 
Sebas C, and Charlie who were still alive. 
Special mention to Waller Dixon for 
having nine kills by the way. 

Everyone was a little on edge from 
the game and with two Allagash cabins 
and two Bank cabins arriving and, on 
top of that, both Harrises got back from 
the beach. So we decided to enjoy the 
night with a big and, most importantly, 
relaxing open hill. 7:�0 came all too fast 
and everyone made their way to the rock 
for flag where Colin & Thomas Regan 
with Grant & Will Kauffman lowered 



96

the flag. I made sure to give the guys the 
heads up that the last week of camp was 
coming up and that every person who has 
ever been to Kieve is jealous of everyone 
here that gets to enjoy this place. Night 
everyone, tomorrow is Sunday, get ready 
for Chapel and some chicken!!!

 
Day 20 – August 7th - Kelly Nelson

On the morning of the 7th of August, 
Camp Kieve enjoyed an extra thirty 
minutes of rest to prepare for their last 
Sunday of the session. Owen Cronin and 
Grayson McNeely raised the morning 
flag to initiate a Tropical themed day, a 
theme I thought would be perfect given 
the gorgeous weather. Each camper 
received a lei as he entered Pasquaney 
for breakfast. Everyone enjoyed their 
pancakes while listening to the Beach 
Boys and Jimmy Buffett and tossing beach 
balls into the air. Some counselors even 
ate in their hammocks, which were hung 
between the pillars in Pasquaney. After 
the delicious breakfast, announcements 
began and the rules of the day were 
explained – campers were to clean their 
cabins for inspection, attend chapel, 
and enjoy the beautiful sunny weather. 
Test duty followed announcements with 
participants battling to see who could 
hula hoop the longest. 

After campers cleaned their cabins, 
everyone went to chapel. Chapel was a 
beautiful service in which many campers 
gave words of wisdom to the rest of camp 
and Garrett Phillips spoke beautifully 
about brotherhood. Following chapel 
was cabin inspection and lunch, cooked 
by a few of the counselors. The boys 
cooled off during rest hour to prepare 
for afternoon activities. At G-swim, the 
boys performed a raft skit of their best 
impression of “chill” Olympics sports. 

We ate burgers and hotdogs to get 
ready for the evening activity that 
followed dinner – a giant Luau! Campers 
enjoyed a variety of sports consisting 
of volleyball, baseball, corn hole, spike 
ball, hula hooping, Frisbee, and football. 
The campers could also make their own 
drink at the tiki bar, which included 
many different types of Kool-Aid. After 
a long day in the sun, everyone was 
ready for a good night’s sleep. Campers 

reflected on their last Sunday of the 
session as Tropical day came to an end 
as Peter Del Col, James Boyle, and Tucker 
Fearey lowered the evening flag. 

Day 21 – August 8th - David Kantor
Preparation started the night before 

with a group overview of the day which 
included expectations of counselors, 
what I was looking for in announcements, 
and an emphasis on enthusiasm. Flag 
was raised in the morning by Bayard 
and Theo Walsh, and speech focused on 
nice weather for the week, spontaneous 
bets that would occur throughout the 
day, and appreciation for Kieve in 
its special last week of camp, where 
today would be the last formal OD day. 
Morning announcements included “who 
can throw a camper higher in the air” 
bet between Garrett Phillips and James 
Lawton, and an arm wrestling test duty 
with Lawton, Lambrecht, Gaffey, Prison 
Mike, Cole and Garrett, etc. 

After duties I highlighted G-swim 
procedures, laundry day, and hydrating 
during a hot day. For �st G-swim the 
category was to re-enact a viral YouTube 
video, second G-swim was a dance off 
between rafts. Lunch announcements 
included a leap frog bet and pillar bet 
in which losers had a Sam Paine shower 
and had to carry one of their campers to 
their activity. For dinner announcements 
I explained the EA which was OTB 
(Off Track Betting) night, highlighting 
how each correct pick of the places that 
counselors come in for 4 different events 
is � point, and knockout winner is � 
points. I then handed out � spreadsheets 
for each cabin for campers to keep track 
of their scores, and one to hand in to 
Sam Paine, the official score keeper. The 
4 events were canoe, foot, and portage 
race, and then Frolf. Graham Abbey had 
a hole in � on hole �, and, in the words 
of Tyler Pace, it was one of the best shots 
in Kieve history, campers went wild. 
The post is now dedicated to Graham 
for the phenomenal shot. Bo Hawkes 
won knockout, and Bank I won the night 
with �0 points, thus receiving a trip 
shack treat and first pick for activities 
on the next day. For words of wisdom I 
compared my decision to come work at 
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camp last summer, having never even 
been to Kieve and having no clue what 
to expect, to trying new things in life 
and at camp itself. Finished the day off 
by returning all canoes and cleaning 
up all the activities. Successful day, 
spreadsheet I made worked great for the 
cabins and was easy to follow, would be 
happy to email it to someone for use in 
future summers. 

Day 22 - August 9th – John Devine
It was Dice Day �0�6 and the dice 

bestowed the honor to write the OD 
report to me, John Devine. All I can say 
is that I sincerely hope I can do this day 
justice. We all pray we don’t hear our 
name called at the fan favorite, however 
getting the honor allows you to look at 
this day through a different lens. Dice Day 
is beautiful because it is a day devoted to 
the word “yes”. No matter how much the 
staff prays. After hearing my name as one 
of the first called on this beautiful sunny 
Tuesday morning, I could finally find 
the elusive and hardly seen love for Dice 
Day. I could see how having to say “yes” 
regardless of the overwhelming desire 
to flee camp forever to avoid having 
to write a 400 word OD report makes 
you appreciate the stomach churning, 
incredibly suspenseful five seconds that 
those two green die are bouncing around 
– a true limbo delaying the inescapable 
fate of one of our counselors. 

Our Dice Day �0�6 was underway. 
The two classics, hero and villain, were 
announced: Eliza Sneeden lived the 
dream as the day’s favorite counselor 
while Bo “BOO” Hawkes couldn’t move a 
muscle without being shamed. Christian 
Krauss delivered our words of wisdom 
at the morning flag, requesting that we 
all expect the unexpected. During the 
day we saw some incredible rolls. We 
saw Lauren Gould shave Tad Gaffey’s 
entire forest of back hair, we saw Harry 
Ellsworth lick Stites’ retainer clean, and 
we saw Drew Roeber in a woman’s one 
piece bathing suit for the majority of the 
day. The day rolled on by with Chris 
Sanchez, the honorary Hardo of the Day 
hearing his name called at least 8 times. 
Sanchez played essentially all OD Day 
roles, until Ben Wheeler (true Hardo) 

filled his shoes upon returning from the 
White Mountains. The day ended with 
Meg Forelli bringing it by inventing a 
brand new EA. “Slip and Slide Baseball” 
was a crowd favorite. Covered in suds, 
we all made our way to flag, listened to 
Sam Denby wrap up second session’s 
Dice Day.

Day 23 – August 10th - Campbell 
 & Lexi Kemp
Rivalry Day

On this day, Kievers everywhere 
rejoiced on what would turn into a 
competitive, energetic, and fun-filled 
day. At morning flag, Lexi Kemp and I 
spoke about rising above the rest of the 
competition, similar to how when you 
put cream in your coffee, the cream 
rises to the top; the cream of the crop, 
the cream shall rise! Our message to 
both campers and counselors on one 
of the final days of the session was to 
put everything on the line and achieve 
your goals, to go out there and win that 
four-square tournament you’ve always 
wanted to win.

After flag, table boys went to 
Pasquaney while the rest of camp 
followed Carter Gray until breakfast 
waffles were ready to be served. During 
counselor announcements, the counselor 
rivalries of the day were introduced. 
Those included meats vs vegetables, 
white-collar activities such as sailing 
and Frolf vs blue-collar activities such as 
woodshop, old Ritz vs new Ritz, Haywood 
Sarkes vs Evie Sarkes, and the robots vs 
ninjas. Although it was all in good-fun, 
you could tell how heated these rivalries 
were becoming, which helped build up 
anticipation for both lunch and dinner 
announcement. 

While the older boys began their 
morning duties, all of cabin row 
participated in what is known as The 
Great Ball Hunt, where they go looking 
for all types of sporting equipment that 
may have been lost throughout the 
session. In total, over �00 balls, Frisbees, 
and other items were found, with South 
Glenayr collecting the most items and 
thus winning the Great Ball Hunt as well 
as ice cream after flag this evening. 

During morning activities, cabins 
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divided and conquered and sent 
their strongest to each activity. North 
Bunkerhill II proved to be the strongest 
cabin, collecting the most �st, �nd, or 
third place finishes in the cabin row 
bracket, while Bank II won the top of the 
hill older kids bracket. Fun was had by 
all, and then the boys were off to General 
Swim. To come in from the rafts today, 
campers had to reenact the best rivalries 
of all time. During first swim, Raft � did 
a Rocky Balboa reenactment and took 
home first place, and similarly, raft � 
took first place once again during second 
g-swim. 

Lunch was delicious today, with 
campers, counselors and directors alike 
filling their bellies with pesto chicken, 
pastrami sandwiches, and lomein. During 
counselor announcements, the rivalries 
ratcheted up their beefs. Grahambo was 
called out by Prison Mike for being 
old and washed up, and Stites made a 
statement when he said that the three 
best fighters were “me, myself, and I.”

Afternoon activities went smoothly, 
although rain put a damper on the 
afternoon ever-so-slightly. Afternoon G-
Swim was cancelled due to the rain, so 
instead, campers cleaned their cabins 
and took out the trash in preparation 
for the looming last day of the session 
inspection. While this was going on, 
the two Long Voyages helped Lexi and 
me build the wrestling ring for tonight’s 
Evening Activity. 

And soon it was dinner time. The 
weather cleared up enough for everyone 
to eat lasagna outside. Rivalries began to 
hit their peak, and soon, it became clear 
that there was no other way to settle 
today’s beefs other than a HUGE WWE 
NIGHT!!!! Wrestling night is special 
because the campers get to watch their 
favorite counselors duke it out in the 
ring, and it’s almost always impossible 
to predict who comes out on top. Those 
victorious included the vegetables over 
the meats, the ninjas over the robots, 
Betsy and Celeste’s farts over both the 
old and new Ritz, Stites over Stites, and 
the night capped off with Lexi and me 
duking it out in the ring before realizing 
that fighting was silly and that our great 
friendship was truly more important. 

At flag, my message to the camp was 
to not only come down the next morning 
wearing clean clothes and bringing a 
bag filled with dirty laundry, but also 
think about the true values of friendship, 
which trump any rivalries, because at the 
end of the day, all we have is each other, 
and that is the most important thing that 
Kieve gives us - the friendships here that 
will last forever. My final message for 
Kievers was to take these next two days 
to reflect on their time here this summer, 
and to come out and seize the day both 
tomorrow during Qualification Thursday 
as well as Friday’s grand finale during 
Aqua-Attack. 

And finally, we all headed back to our 
cabins happy with what today brought 
and excited for what tomorrow would 
bring. And then we slept. 

Day 24 – August 11th – Graham Abbey
At morning flag this final Qual 

Thursday of Camp Kieve �0�6, I told the 
campers about the many opportunities 
they would have to compete and pursue 
their interests, but also to prioritize 
friendship for each other in order to 
become true leaders. We had a raucous 
breakfast with announcements featuring 
the day’s various tournaments. The Qual 
Bear, Meg Forelli, was feeling quite 
under the weather at breakfast, but was 
rejuvenated at lunch upon hearing the 
many reports of quake and successful 
tournaments from the warning.

The energy continued through to 
dinner with Stanley Cup, � on � and Indy 
�00 champions crowned. The masters 
final four were applauded in advance 
of their championship round the next 
morning. The boys went to their small 
group campfires after dinner to discuss 
Kieve Tripping and share memories with 
one another, followed by Kieve Wavus 
Fireworks which were incredible as 
usual. Maine Trails lowered the Flag with 
Wavus and after the songs were sung we 
retired to our bunks.

Day 25 – August 12th – Ben Wheeler 
 and Cole Phillips 

The day started like any other at Kieve, 
but there was a darkness looming. The 
boys didn’t know what to make of it at 
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first, but things became clearer at flag 
where they were met by Han Solo and 
C�PO. Han and C�PO warned of the 
impending Empire attack and then ran 
off the rock and away from flag as Boba 
Fett ran on chasing them. Boba stayed for 
a moment to ask where the rebel scum 
had run to. While there, he also chose 
Aidan Briddell and James Staniar to 
raise the flag and officially begin the day. 
From there, everyone headed down to 
Pasquaney for breakfast. Pasquaney was 
decorated as the forest planet Endor with 
branches and rope bridges hanging from 
the rafters. During breakfast a film was 
played to tell the story and fill the boys 
in on what had happened previously in 
the Star Wars story. After the brilliantly 
shot and edited movie, everyone cleaned 
up and went outside for duties. After 
counselor announcements a squadron of 
storm troopers led by Kylo Ren attacked 
and took over Pasquaney. 

The boys then went to their duties 
followed by open hill activities. The 
morning activity period passed quickly 
and everyone was happy to hop in the 
water for General Swim. Lunch soon 
followed, at the end of which there 
was a battle between the Rebels and the 
Empire. It was hard fought, but it was 
finally decided that the fight would be 
resolved with a big game of Aqua Attack 
(capture the flag with water aspects). 
However, before the game could begin 
everyone had to go back to their cabin 
to pack everything up and clean. After 
about an hour of that and all cabins 
having passed inspection, it was time to 
play. Everyone was assigned a team and 
put on the according colors. The game 
began and lasted for an intense hour. 
When the bell rang again, it was time to 
go to Harriet House field for the annual 
Maine Trails cookout. The cookout is 
always a lot of fun with music playing, 
Frisbees flying, and everyone just having 
a good time. After everyone had had their 
fill of food and games, we all sat down 
by the hill and did the last counselor 
announcements. 

Then it was time to go to the final 
campfire of camp. We all walked to 
Kistler Point in silence and filled in the 
area around the campfire. Once everyone 

had arrived, the fire was lit by the boys 
who had been there for the longest. After 
that, paddles were awarded to the boys 
who had done � years at camp as well 
as either Long Voyage or Maine Trails. 
Following the paddles, it was the time 
that the Maine Trails guys have a chance 
to speak and reflect on their time as 
campers. We then lit some candles and 
listened to some music played by a few 
counselors. When that had finished, we 
all filed up to flag for the last time this 
summer. After the flag had been lowered 
by the Maine Trails guys, we all hung 
out in relative silence and enjoyed our 
last night at camp. It was a great second 
session which ended on a great note. 

Day 26 – August 13th – Charlie Richardson
Parents’ Day 

We began our last day together at flag 
standing over lots of melted candle wax 
from last night’s candlelight procession 
ceremony. Quickly campus filled with 
anxious parents reconnecting with their 
campers. It is always a beautiful sight to 
see the big smiles, hugs, and often a few 
tears showing the love between parent 
and child. After the reunion, tours were 
given and cars were packed all before the 
9:�0 chapel. Some very thoughtful words 
were spoken by Tim White and Render 
Ford. From there each cabin group met 
to hear all about the session and for 
parents to meet each other. Lunch, a few 
activities then sadly at �:00 the lowering 
of the flag and final rendition of the Kieve 
Song rang out. Goodbye �0�6 Summer 
Camp. Thanks for the memories.
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2016 Paddle Recipients ~ Second Session
Christian Conte, Max Gesner, Joel Hatch, J.T. McAllister, Jack Roberts, Tyler Unruh, 
Nicolas Giandrea, Henry Holliday, Johnny Hollington, Mikey Kantor, Drew Marshall, 
Eric Mehrberg, Matteo Perper, Will Sears, Tim White, Garret Dyckman, Thacher 
Smith, Parker Swensrud, Ethan Reid, William Yanes, Grant Carlson, Mike Dayya, 
Mateo De la Vega, Tommy Deegan, Jonah Hirsch, Teddy Truex
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First Session Trip Reports
Junior Kieve Courage 
Bremen and Hog Island
July 5th

Our trip was the highlight of the JK 
session. It involved doing an overnight at 
Hog Island and a number of activities in 
the surrounding area. We began our trip 
by going to Pemaquid Point where all the 
kids got a chance to see some beautiful 
views of the Maine coastline and play 
on the shore. Hunter, Stellan, and Quinn 
were jumping all over the rocks in the 
area. After we left Pemaquid, we headed 
to Bremen where we met Captain Bill 
at the Snowgoose. From there we rode 
the boat to Hog Island and unloaded 
our gear. Following briefly walking 
around the island we went back onto the 
Snowgoose to explore the surrounding 
coast and go jumping off the top of the 
boat. Rainer and Thomas loved this part 
and were constantly jumping off the top 
and immediately going back into line to 
go again. 

Next we went back to Hog Island and 
began to set up camp. This was the first 
time setting up tents for most of the cabin 
but they quickly excelled and within �0 
minutes we were finished with our setup. 

After this the kids went off to explore the 
beach and tide pools. Quinn, William, 
Teddy L, and Walker started looking for 
crabs while the rest of the cabin built a 
sandcastle to keep them in. We settled 
into our campsite and had burgers for 
dinner which everyone loved. The boys 
went to bed excited for what the next day 
would bring. 
July 6th

We woke up early and started making 
breakfast while the cabin broke down 
camp. Soon we were all packed up and 
everyone had eaten, and everyone was 
playing mafia to kill some time. Within 
the hour, we left to explore all of Hog 
Island with Taylor. Narinn, Lachlan, 
Henry, and Blake were very excited and 
followed Taylor closely to learn as much 
about the island as possible. Teddy B 
spent the whole time running around 
and exploring the paths. 

Soon enough our time with Taylor 
ended and we left Hog. The trip ended 
with a quick stop at Fort Pemaquid, 
which the boys enjoyed, and finally a 
visit to Round Top which was loved by 
all. George Hamilton, HBC
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Junior Kieve Loyalty 
Bremen and Hog Island
July 6th

We left camp in high spirits: “The 
Goose? In perfect weather like this? 
What could be better?!” JKL took a quick 
detour to visit Pemaquid Point before our 
rendezvous with Captain Bill. Known 
for its extreme currents and large waves, 
the point offers a scenic view of the 
craggy coastal slope and long standing 
lighthouse. The boys quickly descended 
the �00-yard sloped rock to the ocean and 
were able to explore the exposed layers 
of sea-worn stone. Charlie and Robert 
took the opportunity to test their limits, 
inching closer and closer to the lower 
rock where the large waves broke. After 
the boys got their fill of the beautiful 
ribbed stone and picturesque view, we 
ate a gloriously sugary choco-rice crispy 
snack and continued to Bremen to meet 
Captain Bill and The Goose. 

At Bremen landing the boys ate a 
hearty cold cut burrito, then sunscreened 
up one another in what I like to call an 
Anti-UV Ray train. The boys made a 
circular congo-line and applied a thick 
layer of sunscreen. The team building 
exercise allowed the boys to learn to 
quite literally “get each other’s back”. 

Aboard the Goose the boys first hauled 
themselves up a lobster trap and were 
able to have a hands on interaction with 
a large Muscongus Bay lobster. Freddy, 
Finn and Patch were all extremely eager 
to make sure they had a picture with 
them brandishing their lobster. Captain 
Bill next took us to a beautiful cove to 
hang out and go for a swim. The view 
was of turquoise water and uniquely 
beautiful coastal Maine Islands. All the 
boys got to jump off the roof of the Goose, 
Andre lead the charge on jumping from 
the highest point, the roof, but all the 
boys followed. Harper and James were 
so happy to swim in the cold water they 
both ended up floating in the water for a 
record �0 minutes. 

After we had our fill of jumping off the 
boat and swimming, Captain Bill handed 
out a special Snickers treat and we 
headed back to the Hog. After running 
through some of the island protocol 
with island resident Kieve Educator, 
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Tide-Pool Taylor, the boys set up tents 
and set out to explore. They scoured the 
beach and low tidal sand bar for crabs 
and sea worn walking sticks, Mac found 
an excellent walking stick which would 
come in handy the entire trip. While we 
cooked bacon cheeseburgers, the boys 
played a small explorative game of hide 
and go seek; Freddy, Juan Diego, James 
and quite a few others took the time to 
really explore the island on their own 
whilst hiding from one another. They 
returned just in time to happily wolf 
down the burgers. (Counselor) James set 
out to make a fire, and with the help of 
Charlie, Mac and a couple others the fire 
was roaring in no time. The boys passed 
out in their tents with full stomachs and 
a hankering to explore the next day.

July 7th 
JK Loyalty woke up bright and early 

Thursday morning to hone their packing 
up camp and Leave No Trace skills. 
The wind was howling; the cool ocean 
temperatures kept the wind extra cool. 
The boys learned to break down and 
pack up tents, sweep up trash, and have 
a bag fully packed. Charlie, Brewer and 
Andrew crushed the pack time, and were 
ready to go with tents rolled not long 
after wake up. The boys enjoyed a bacon 
and egg burrito (cheese rations were 
overestimated on the previous night’s 
burgers) and had no problem devouring 
all of it. Tide Pool Taylor began a tour of 
the island through what Mac called the 
“dead forest”. An area of skinny pines 
perfect for stacking into large upright 
forts. The boys explored the area, 
scouring for fallen limbs to complete 
the structure. Robert and Harper helped 
James Lawton and me break off a large 
straight dead branch by jumping on the 
partially elevated trunk. The boys added 
to the fort and continued along the Hog’s 
scenic low tide coast, filled with bio-
diverse tide pools. 

The boys played games along inner arc 
of the island, Patch and Juan D were the 
first victors of the super sneaky stealth 
game “camouflage”. Theo was usually 
one of the last to be found, consistently 
finding the sneakiest hiding spots. After 
returning from our tour, the boys spent 

time in the small museum by the island’s 
dock. Meanwhile, the counselors 
prepared peanut butter, jelly and honey 
sandwiches. Then on our return home, 
we made an emergency pit stop to the 
irresistible Round Top Ice cream. The 
boys pulled back into camp blasting the 
horn and jamming to “Eye of the Tiger”. 

 Lexi Kemp, HBC

Junior Kieve Kindness & Respect
Bremen & Hog Island
July 6th

Eager to get out of the daily in-camp 
routine, each of the twelve boys of 
JK Kindness & Respect piled into our 
big white van and set off on a mission 
to find adventure just after breakfast 
time. Perhaps too excited to explore 
all the majesty that Maine’s wilderness 
has to offer, or maybe by the deafening 
sounds of rocking out to “Vamos a La 
Playa” and other classic Kieve jams, 
the crew separated from JK Loyalty and 
‘sent it’ directly to Kieve’s landing at 
the Bremen site. Blessed by cloudless 
skies and golden rays of sunshine, JKKR 
hustled out of the van and tossed their 
gear haphazardly on the dock so that 
they might began exploring the rocky 
coast of Muscongus Bay. Luke Hansen 
was quick to understand the dangers 
of disorganization while tripping in 
Maine’s backwoods, leading an effort to 
regroup and set up our group gear in a 
more orderly fashion at our lunch spot. 
This made it much more safe and simple 
to prepare our first trip meal - an outdoor 
lunch consisting of rocket fuel, goldfish, 
and potable water. After licking their 
lips clean of the sandwich ingredients - 
peanut butter, jelly, honey, and the 
chocolaty remnants of Snickers bars - 
JKL arrived from their journey around 
Pemaquid and we began loading up the 
lobster boat that would ferry us over to 
Hog Island. 

With the sun starting its afternoon 
descent across the beautifully-hued 
Maine horizon, the boys split into 
smaller groups and set up their tents 
immaculately before sitting down with 
“Intertidal” Taylor to discuss island rules 
and the trip itinerary. Filling the shoes 
of “Hog Island” Ryan and “Muscongus” 
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Matt - Kieve’s Hog Island residents and 
representatives who work to preserve the 
glorious biodiversity that inhabits the 
Island, Taylor showed the boys around 
the craggy coastline whilst teaching them 
a great deal about wildlife and camping. 
Luke Martinez and Christian Graziano 
searched the beach for seaglass as Matias 
Hood, Tristan Salvner, and Colin Howard 
began looking for hermit crabs to gently 
pick up and inspect. 

The delectable smell of double bacon 
cheeseburgers dowsed in special sauce 
(Worcestershire and secret spices) drew 
the boys of JKKR one by one back up 
to the camping area. Dinner was served 
and then rapidly devoured, and seconds 
were served for the few brave souls who 
were not satiated from round one. Ryan 
Wernke rallied his cabin mates to set 
up a fire down by the beach as the tide 
rolled out and the boys saw the trip’s 
last glimpse of sunshine fade out. Warm 
and cozy by the fire, each member of the 
crew gobbled up a packet of six Oreos 
and ambled into their tents after a long, 
exhausting day on the Hog. 
July 7th

The boys of JKKR were now officially 
young men. After witnessing the 
previous night’s red sky, we expected a 
day of sailor’s delight but instead were 
surprised by thick gray fog and air full 
of salty mist. Each tent group competed 
to break down their slumber shelter and 
pack up the gear in the proper fashion 
in order to see who would eat the first 
batch of breakfast sammies. Although 
the competition ended in classic fashion 
- a Kieve tie - Michael Breheney took a 
special interest in the bacon, egg, and 
cheese sandwiches and lended a helping 
hand in cooking with the counselor staff, 
awarding him the first bite. 

After everyone was served their 
heaping plate of goodness, we loaded 
up the Snowgoose III with all of our 
gear and ferried it back to Bremen before 
heading out on the cold, choppy seas. 
The cabin was introduced to the lobster 
boat’s crew: Captain Bill Chapman, his 
first mate Meghan, and Bill’s magnificent 
spaniel, Blizzard. Without knowing what 
to expect, the boys brought optimism and 
a can-do attitude to the day which not 
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only made the adventure bearable, but 
actually a boat-load of fun. Henry Magel 
and Alexander Stern showed courage and 
perseverance in organizing the cabin’s 
effort to pull in nearly �,000 lobster 
traps. After a morning full of cruising 
around Muscongus Bay, snacking on 
Rice Krispy treats and sizing up lobsters, 
the boat anchored down in a cove devoid 
of the rough waves that consumed most 
of the bay. This was our swim spot. 
Charlie Kenny did not let freezing cold 
temperatures and a thinning, yet still 
ominous, layer of fog stop him from 
being the first to jump off the top of the 
Snowgoose III. Setting an example for the 
rest of the youngsters in JKKR, he helped 
them redefine their understandings of 
what is really possible, then proceeded 
to jump off a few hundred times. Other 
incredible feats were displayed by Branch 
Rossmassler, Ryan Wernke, and Tristan 
Salvner who embraced the hypothermic 
conditions, performing cannonballs and 
various flips off the boat. 

Our cold swim came to a close and the 
boys headed for Bremen. We warmed 
up and began assembling cold-cut 
sandwiches and leftover PB&Js before 
heading to Pemaquid to explore. We 
learned much about the French and 
Indian Wars over at Fort William Henry 
in Colonial Pemaquid, but found it more 
interesting to play around on the rocky 
coast of Pemaquid Point. Saddling up 
back in the van, we snacked on Cheez-
Its and headed back for Camp Kieve. Of 
course, the team made a brief and tasty 
pit stop at Round Top for some ice cream 
and smiles en route back home, where 
we decompressed with warm showers 
and long naps in our mattressed bunks

 Jack Kenyon, HBC

Junior Kieve Perserverance
Bremen and Hog Island
July 5th

We departed camp around �0:�� a.m. 
and headed directly to the Pemaquid 
Point lighthouse for about an hour of 
sight seeing as well as some exploring 
on the rocks. We ventured through the 
lighthouse museum and got the chance 
to look at a �6-pound lobster that was 
caught in the �960s! Philip and Chance 

had a blast climbing on the rocks, as 
did the counselors, and after about 
4� minutes we hopped back into the 
vans and headed to Kieve’s oceanfront 
property in Bremen. 

After unloading all of our bags and 
group gear onto the Snowgoose, we 
boated over to Hog Island where the 
boys of JK Perseverance were able to 
learn how to set up a campsite when on 
a Kieve trip. Drew, Daniel, and Henry 
O’Rorke really took initiative when 
setting up tents which was a huge help. 
After setting up tents, the boys of JKP 
embarked on a journey down some trails 
on the island to the beach where we all 
went tide-pooling with who else but 
Tide-Pool Taylor! She showed the boys 
some cool sea critters and we even ate 
some sand-fleas. While exploring, Will 
Windsor found some incredible shells 
while Drew, Peter, Charlie and Henry 
Herrick caught a ton of crabs and put 
them into buckets. 

After our exploring ended, some 
of the boys were covered in mud and 
sand so some of us went for a dip in 
the cold Maine water. It was awesome 
to see Aksel jump immediately into the 
water while some other guys took their 
time embracing the water. Once cleaned 
and everyone had changed into warm 
clothes, the counselors started to cook 
dinner which was bacon cheeseburgers. 
Both JK Perseverance and JK Loyalty ate 
dinner and some dessert and decided to 
head to bed. 
July 6th 

The next day we woke up around 7 
a.m. and started our day with bacon, 
egg, and cheese sandwiches. The boys 
of JKP then waited for Captain Bill to 
pick us up for our exciting day aboard 
the Snowgoose. It was an incredible day, 
with barely a cloud in the sky. We all got 
to jump off the boat and it was awesome 
to see Nate overcome his fear and jump 
off too. Brady and William Duffy both 
clearly enjoyed jumping off the most, 
with a total of nearly �0 jumps between 
the two. 

It was awesome when the boat pulled 
up to one of our lobster traps and the 
guys got to pull up some traps and hold 
live lobsters, one was even big enough 



�07

for Bill to take home! We indulged in 
peanut butter and jelly sandwiches and 
Captain Bill gave the boys Snickers bars. 
It was really great to hear that after we 
left, Captain Bill called the camp to let us 
know that we were one of the best groups 
of kids he’s ever had on the Snowgoose. 

After the day on the Snowgoose, we 
left Bremen and headed to Fort William 
Henry in Bristol to explore the remains 
of the fort and take some awesome 
pictures. It was fun to see all of the guys 
pretending that they were in the army 
defending the fort, all enjoying each 
others’ company. After that, we headed 
to Romeo’s Pizzeria for the perfect ending 
to the trip. Everyone got to have endless 
pizza and soda and watch the Euro Cup 
semi-final game.

All together, the trip was an absolute 
blast. From the perfect weather to the 
breathtaking beauty of Hog Island and 
the memories the kids created together, 
it was truly an incredible experience. I 
know a trip like that sparked a flame of a 
passion for tripping in these boys. 

 Harry Ellsworth, HBC

South Glenayr - Cool Island
July 28th 

Today began like any other day at 
Kieve – the young men of South Glenayr 
awoke, stretched their arms, brushed 
their teeth, pulled on their shoes, and 
joined the rest of camp for the raising of 
the flag. However, unlike the majority 
of Kievers at flag, the boys of South 
Glenayr were packed and prepared for 
a night on the illustrious “Cool” Island 
on Damariscotta Lake; many would be 
embarking on their first ever camping 
experience. After breakfast, we sized 
up paddles and lifejackets, hauled eight 
boats from storage down to the waterfront, 
and loaded up for our short journey 
across the lake to Cool Island. After a 
quick crash course in canoe strokes and 
overcoming the initial frustration that 
canoeing often brings, the cabin was off 
towards the island. Shortly, we reached 
the rocky shores and pulled our boats 
and gear onto the island. 

The boys learned how to set up tents 
and a rain tarp to cover the cooking 
area, which would prove useful in 
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the grey hours to come. Jack Rubiralta 
immediately led the cabin in building 
a fire, while I got going on a lunch of 
grilled cheese with ham and tomato 
soup. We enjoyed our lunch around the 
fire, then headed off to our tents for a 
quick nap as the rain began to pick up. 
The storm passed quickly, though the 
sun wouldn’t reappear until we returned 
to camp. Morale was high, however, and 
Stefan Matthias led the charge for a swim 
before dinner. 

Lachlan Bommer and Petie Szakats 
eagerly volunteered to help cook, while 
the rest of group told jokes by the fire. 
After dinner, Tim York, Matt Conley, and 
I gathered everyone together and talked 
about the importance of Leave No Trace 
and other various tripping etiquette, to 
which the boys responded with curiosity 
and excitement for the trips their futures 
at Kieve would bring. We learned how 
to properly clean kitchen gear and pack 
wannigans, before venturing around the 
island; Henry Wright and JP Lazar dug 
for fossils, and Bill Roscoe, Petie Szakats, 
Jack Trowbridge, and Gavin Frith 
searched for frogs. As the sun set, we 
reconvened by the fire for s’mores and a 
few games of mafia, before retreating to 
our tents after a long day of paddling, 
swimming, eating, and exploring. 
July 29th

Today we slept in as rain came in and 
out, as it would do so for the rest of the 
day. By the time I left my tent, the boys 
of South Glenayr had already gotten a 
fire going and were eagerly awaiting 
breakfast. We managed to stay relatively 
dry as we cooked and enjoyed breakfast 
sandwiches by the fire. To keep ourselves 
entertained before returning to camp, we 
got into our boats and paddled to the lily-
pad-covered pond that lay directly next 
to the island, in which a huge beaver dam 
has been built over the last few summers. 
We paddled through the pond and 
enjoyed the dam from a distance, then 
headed back to our campsite. We had 
planned to make pizzas over the fire, but 
the weather prevented us from making 
a fire hot enough, so I cooked them on 
the stove, which was just as good. Bellies 
full, the boys headed to pack their gear, 
take down tents, and sweep for trash. 

After loading our boats into the water, 
we were ready to send it back to Kieve, a 
successful venture to Cool behind us. 

 Kidder Erdman, HBC

South Glenayr - Sugarloaf Mountain
July 9th

South Glenayr awoke with excitement 
on the morning of July 9th, itching to 
get out of camp and venture deeper into 
Maine. After a breakfast in Pasquaney, 
we grabbed our boundary bags, water 
bottles, and hiking shoes, and loaded the 
trailer up with tents and coolers. With a 
three-hour drive looming ahead of us, we 
settled into the vans with Tim and myself 
in the ��-passenger with the boys, and 
Matt trailing in a mini. After stopping 
to reconvene, stretch our legs, and have 
some donuts and sandwiches, we were 
back on Route �7 towards Sugarloaf. 

We reached our campground, 
Cathedral Pines, by mid-afternoon, 
checked in, unpacked our gear, and set 
up our tents. Well versed in poor weather 
from our primer, we set up two tarps and 
prepared for the worst. Not unlike it was 
at Cool Island, the weather was gray and 
drizzly for most of the trip, but the boys 
never complained and never failed to 
keep themselves, and the counselors, 
entertained. As a result of some technical 
difficulties with our stove, we cooked 
chicken sandwiches over the fire and 
talked about our day ahead. Tired from 
our long journey, we hit the tents early 
and rested up for our hike. 
July 10th

Matt, Tim, and I awoke to the sound 
of laughter drifting from the kids’ tents 
around �:4� AM, realizing our stubborn 
call for sleeping late was unrealistic. 
We eventually dragged ourselves out 
of our sleeping bags and out into the 
gray, misty morning; perfect weather 
for hiking. After breakfast, we packed 
fleeces and raincoats into our backpacks 
and drove across to the campgrounds 
to fill up water bottles. Following a �0-
minute drive down the road to Sugarloaf, 
we were finally standing at the base of 
the mountain which would host us for 
the next five hours. Realizing he had left 
his shoes behind at Kieve, Alex Lazar 
bravely allowed me to tape his flip-flops 
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to his feet, not complaining once. 
Eschewing suggestions to hike to the 

summit via an equipment access road, 
which likely would have been faster but 
far less exciting, we started out along 
a path cleared by the chairlift above, 
which, though it was the middle of the 
summer and the mountain was deserted, 
was running. With Bede Levin, JP Lazar, 
and Ben Wike at the front of the pack, 
we continued to wind along clearings 
and ski trails up the side of Sugarloaf. 
Though everything was damp and misty, 
we luckily didn’t receive any major 
showers, and the air kept us cool. After a 
snack and water break on the porch of a 
lodge that sat neglected in the off season, 
we continued up along a gravel trail. 
Even as temperatures began to drop and 
the incline steepened, the young men 
of South Glenayr took on the challenge 
with vigor. 

Soon, we reached a split in the path we 
were following, with two clear options: 
continue winding back and forth along 
the mountain, or send it straight up along 
a rocky and steep section of mountain. I 
had little say in the matter as the boys, 
led by Bede Levin and Cade Mundy, 
begged to follow the tougher trail, and 
pressed on up the rocky clearing. After 
an arduous �0 minutes or so of intense 
hiking, we regrouped back at the top 
where the gravel path came back around 
for a lunch of “rocket fuel”, content from 
giving ourselves a challenge and cutting 
off a good section of trail. 

Full from lunch, we continued along 
the gravel trail, onto the access road, 
and up towards the summit. Nearly four 
hours in at this point, the boys were so 
excited and determined to reach the 
top. Finally, the weather tower atop the 
mountain came into view through the fog 
and the cabin sprinted to the finish line. 
Although the views were hindered by the 
fog, the summit was glorious. We rested 
for a bit, took some pictures, rehydrated, 
and hopped onto the access trail back 
down. Muscles aching, but our feet and 
ankles relieved by the relatively smooth 
path in comparison to our ascent, we 
made it down in no time. 

Back at the campsite, we settled down 
and reflected on the day behind us. We 

cooked pre-dinner breakfast sandwiches, 
followed by cheesesteaks and chicken 
noodle soup. Topping off with a long-
awaited s’mores session, the young men 
of South Glenayr retreated to their tents, 
ready to return to Kieve with stories from 
our adventure. Kidder Erdman, HBC

North Glenayr - Damariscotta Lake Trip
July 3rd

It was a beautiful day of sun as we set 
out on Damariscotta Lake for our paddle 
trip to Cool Island. As we got out on the 
water, we soon realized the wind was 
the biggest obstacle against us getting to 
Cool Island. After battling for twenty or 
so minutes we regrouped and made the 
paddle to Cool Island where we enjoyed 
some quesadillas for lunch. After lunch 
we rested and woke up to some camper 
Olympics. For the events on the Island 
we played four-way capture the flag and 
sniper up until dinner. 

For dinner we enjoyed chicken bacon 
ranch sandwiches and then spent time 
around the fire as a cabin. Once the sun 
finally went down, we headed out onto 
the lake to enjoy the amazing views of the 
stars. Many favorites included shooting 
stars and satellites as well as the Milky 
Way, which was the first time many of 
the boys had seen it. After spending 
much time stargazing we retired to bed 
for the night. 
July 4th

We lucked out to another beautiful day 
on trip and enjoyed M & M pancakes and 
bacon for breakfast before heading out 
to conquer another day of paddling. We 
headed into all of the beautiful coves and 
wetlands that Damariscotta Lake has to 
offer. Many favorites included lily pads, 
different bugs, and small islands in the 
lake. We headed back to Cool Island for 
lunch, which was PIZZA!!!!! 

After our pizza we rested and awoke to 
free time on the Island and more capture 
the flag and sniper. For dinner the boys 
requested having their first tasting of 
Dank. After the Dank we celebrated 
David Reale’s birthday as well as the 
nation’s birthday around the fire before 
heading to bed for the night.
July 5th

We awoke to yet another beautiful day 
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on trip and crushed some bacon, egg, 
and cheese English muffins for breakfast 
before breaking down our campsite and 
packing up the canoes to head out. Our 
destination was Windy Island where 
we ate sun butter and jelly sandwiches 
before swimming in this small cove on 
the island. 

After we swam for an hour or so we 
packed back into our canoes and headed 
back across the lake into Deep Cove. In 
Deep Cove we stopped and took in one 
of our last views out on trip and had 
another moment of silence to enjoy the 
symphony of the wild. We then paddled 
back to camp and got back into the swing 
of camp life. Ryan Ford, HBC

North Glenayr - Camden Hills Trip
June 24th

We headed out from Kieve on a 
beautiful summer morning and headed 
North to Camden Hills State Park. Upon 
arriving we checked in with the park 
rangers and then headed to our campsite 
to set up our gear. We instructed the kids 
on the proper ways to put up tents and 
enjoyed some cold cuts before our first 
excursion up Mount Battie. 

We trekked out of our campsite and 
across Route One to the trail of Mount 
Battie. The trail was beautiful with 
dense forest and rock outcroppings. 
Once we made it to the top we took in 
the outstanding view of the Penobscot 
Bay and the small town of Camden. 
We thought it would be fitting to take 
a few minutes of silence and enjoy the 
symphony of the wild before heading 
back down the mountain. After exploring 
the top and taking many pictures we 
headed back to our campsite to rest. 

We awoke from our rest to some 
delicious bacon cheeseburgers and then 
went down to the beach to play on the 
rocks and explore all the bay had to offer 
us at sunset. As it began to get dark we 
retired to our campsite for some S’mores 
and a good night’s rest.
June 25th 

We awoke to another beautiful summer 
day in Maine with a strong sun, big blue 
sky, and few clouds. Bacon, egg, and 
cheese English muffins were on the 
docket for breakfast. As we enjoyed our 

breakfast, we reviewed our maps for our 
trek up Mount Megunticook. This hike, 
seemingly harder, took us longer but the 
view from the top was equal if not better. 
We again enjoyed a moment of silence on 
the top of the mountain after eating some 
cold cuts for lunch. We then headed back 
down the mountain and back to camp. 
The hike, which is the biggest hike most 
of the boys of North Glenayr have done 
in their Kieve career, was very rewarding 
and a big bonding moment for the cabin. 

 Ryan Ford, HBC

North Townsend – Damariscotta Lake
July 6th 

North Townsend awoke with 
excitement on the morning of July 6th 
as we looked forward to our trip onto 
Damariscotta Lake. Following breakfast 
at camp we headed over to the trip shack 
to portage our food and gear down to the 
lake. We loaded up our canoes before 
pushing off onto the lake and paddling 
out under a cloudless sky. As Randall 
and George led the group in their canoe 
we made good time to Cool Island, where 
we would be staying for the next few 
days. 

Upon arriving we set up camp and 
began to prepare lunch while Mason 
taught Wes and Luke how to put up 
the rain tarp. We sat down to a lunch of 
Philly Cheesesteaks as the kids played 
cards and hung out in the hammocks, 
taking the time to unwind from the non-
stop atmosphere of Kieve. 

Following our brief rest period we 
decided to paddle across the lake to the 
dock at Southover for a quick swim. 
While the three counselors took boats, 
quite a few of the boys decided to swim 
across the lake instead. Allowing them 
to swim across almost immediately 
backfired on the counselors as, much to 
the amusement of all, Decatur and George 
proceeded to flip Chase’s boat. 

Finally, after much chaos, we made it 
across the lake and spent the next hour 
hanging out on the dock and pushing 
each other in the water. Harry Shaw 
and James Ferguson each proved to be 
partially aquatic as they spent the entire 
time in the water, not once getting out 
onto the dock. Following our time on the 
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dock the swimmers hopped back in and 
we loaded up the boats before heading 
back across the lake to our campsite. 

The counselors began to prepare our 
dinner of bacon cheeseburgers while 
Henry chilled in my hammock and 
George and Sacha tossed the football 
around. Following dinner we all hung 
out around the fire telling stories and 
jokes before going to bed early after our 
long day on the water. 
July 7th 

We awoke on our second day to a 
dark and gloomy sky that was brought 
about by a strong wind gusting across 
the lake. Due to the unfortunate weather 
conditions we were forced to discard our 
plans for a paddle to the rope swing and 
instead decided to hang out on the island 
and explore. We cooked a delicious 
breakfast of M&M pancakes and ate our 
fill before cleaning up. 

Following breakfast Luke started a big 
game of Frisbee Golf on a course that 
he had created while Randall and Will 
helped to collect wood for the fire that 
we would have going for the rest of the 
day. As the boys collected wood and 
continued to find large logs, they decided 
to take our free time and build a fort on 
the island. With very little help from 
the counselors they built an incredible 
structure with a seat inside and bark 
walls to help fill in the gaps between the 
logs. Marshall and Decatur took it upon 
themselves to make the final touches by 
using charcoal to write “Cool Lodge” on 
rocks that were then placed outside the 
doors of the fort thus making it an official 
building with a name. 

After the kids were done with the fort, 
we had a late lunch of pizza cooked 
over the fire before taking advantage of 
a decrease in the wind to go for a quick 
paddle around the island. Following our 
paddle we returned to camp to resuscitate 
the fire and enjoy a dinner of Dank. After 
dinner we once again hung out around 
the fire telling stories and jokes until it 
was time for bed. 
July 8th 

As we rose on our final day, we were 
once again greeted by gray skies but 
thankfully the wind had died down 
and after enjoying breakfast sandwiches 
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we packed up the campsite and got in 
our boats to paddle down the lake to a 
swim rock. The boys enjoyed themselves 
immensely on the paddle as they took 
advantage of the time to increase their 
paddling skills and teamwork as canoe 
pairs. 

Upon arriving at the swim rock we 
pulled up our canoes and jumped in the 
water where we splashed around for about 
an hour until it was time to head back 
to the campsite for lunch. Upon arriving 
back at Cool Island we had chicken 
bacon ranch sandwiches for lunch and 
finished packing up the campsite for 
our departure. We said goodbye to the 
island and hung out in the fort one last 
time before packing up the canoes for 
the paddle back to camp. Much like on 
our primer, the boys of North Townsend 
refused to let the weather get them down 
and made the most of our trip helping 
to make it a memorable and enjoyable 
experience.  Sam Paine, HBC

North Townsend - Mt. Megunticook
June 28th 

Our primer began as we pulled out 
of the Kieve drive and onto the road 
to Camden Hills. We were serenaded 
in the van by the sweet voice of Henry 
Naylor as he sang along to the music and 
encouraged his cabinmates to join in. 
Following the 4�-minute ride filled with 
harmony, the boys of North Townsend 
reached Camden Hills and found our 
campsite across the road from Mt. Battie 
and Mt. Megunticook. 

Upon arrival we taught the boys how 
to set up tents before releasing them to 
attempt the task in their tent groups. 
We proceeded to watch in amazement 
as Randall Zierden, Harry Shaw, Luke 
Robinson, and Decatur Boland set up a 
better tent than we had. Following this 
humbling experience we gorged ourselves 
on a delicious lunch of tomato soup and 
bacon grilled cheeses before preparing to 
hike Mt. Battie that afternoon. 

We hiked out of our campsite and 
across the road laughing at jokes and 
telling each other riddles as spirits were 
high with the sun shining down and not 
a cloud in the sky. Mt. Battie proved to be 
an unchallenging hike as we reached the 
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summit less than an hour later and were 
greeted by gorgeous views of the bay and 
our campsite. After a snack and some 
photos on the summit we headed back 
down to our campsite, laughing as Reed 
Eddy baffled us with riddles and amused 
us with his jokes. 

Upon arriving at our campsite we had 
a quick rest period to let the kids relax 
after the hike. After about 4� minutes 
we roused them from their naps and 
card games to hang out in the field by 
our campsite and play some two-hand 
touch football. With the counselors as 
permanent QBs we had an incredible 
game as Sacha Hood took home MVP 
and Wes Elkind amazed us all with a 4�-
yard catch and run that included some 
beautiful jukes. 

After the game we headed back to our 
tent site as the kids helped us finish 
setting up camp and start the fire. We 
decided to let them attempt to start 
a one-match fire themselves in order 
to use what we assumed would be 
their inevitable struggles as a teaching 
lesson to impart the proper fire starting 
techniques. Once again the boys amazed 
and dumbfounded us as Will Feurtado 
and James Ferguson proceeded to light 
a roaring fire with just one match. 
Following their impressive performance 
we enjoyed a delicious dinner of chicken, 
bacon, ranch burgers. After cleaning up 
from dinner we gathered around the fire, 
laughing at jokes and making s’mores 
before going to bed early in preparation 
of our hike the next day. 
June 29th 

On the morning of July �9th we woke 
up around 7:�0 and enjoyed a delicious 
breakfast of bacon, sausage, egg, and 
cheese sandwiches as Anthony Hood 
restarted the fire from the day before pr 
oviding us with warmth and a screen 
from the bugs. Following breakfast we 
began to pack up camp in preparation to 
climb Mt. Megunticook. 

Almost on queue, right as the tents 
were packed up, the sky opened and 
a torrential rainfall began. At first 
the campers were devastated as they 
contemplated our upcoming hike in 
the freezing rain. Many of them were 
shivering as we began to make our way 

up the mountain, yet, as the boys began 
to warm up from the hiking, their spirits 
also rose. Oliver Jellinek and Harry Shaw 
began a resounding sing along to Wagon 
Wheel as the hike lost the miserable 
feeling of the rain and instead became 
an incredible experience as the boys 
overcame their obstacles and conquered 
Mt. Megunticook with a smile on their 
faces. 

We reached the summit at around 
noon and, after taking a few photos in 
the fog, we had a quick snack and began 
our descent back to the campground. 
On our way down the mountain there 
was a particularly memorable moment 
when Marshall turned to me and said 
“even though it is raining, this hike was 
really fun”. This sums up the attitude 
of our cabin as, despite the unfortunate 
weather, they took it upon themselves to 
make the hike enjoyable - a testament to 
their perseverance and brotherhood. 

Upon arriving at the base of the 
mountain we had cold cuts for lunch as 
everyone changed into dry clothing and 
we waited for the van to pick us up. After 
a quick stop at Round Top we arrived 
back at camp with smiles on our faces 
as the boys told stories of the rain and 
expressed their relief at being home. The 
trip was an incredible experience and 
it was really great to watch as the boys 
overcame the difficult weather to forge 
an incredible experience. 

 Sam Paine, HBC

South Bunkerhill – Hog Island 
June 30th 

The boys of South Bunkerhill left for 
their primer on June �0th with the goal 
of the trip being to prepare the boys for 
their up-and-coming adventure with a 
smaller trip they can learn from. We left 
at around �0:00 a.m. for our short drive 
to the Kieve-owned dock in Bremen. 
From there we promptly unloaded our 
gear and met up with our guides Taylor 
and her friend Emily. 

After getting a quick tutorial about sea 
kayaking from the pair, the boys went 
down to the water and began their kayak 
trip to Hog Island. The weather throughout 
the day was great with few clouds and a 
light breeze and was great for paddling 
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to the island. It was around �0:�0 a.m. 
when the boys of South Bunkerhill put 
in to Hog Island’s cove and we quickly 
went to bring up our canoes and set up 
camp with our bags being ferried over 
by boat. Once the tents and cooking area 
had been put up we had a relaxing lunch 
of peanut butter and jelly. 

After everyone had finished eating, 
Taylor and Emily took us on a hike to 
a nice beach on the island where the 
boys enjoyed playing and swimming 
for a good hour. Afterwards, we had 
the boys hike back to the campsite 
where they hung out and played games 
like Injection, similar to tag except the 
number of taggers increase the more 
people tagged. Eventually dinner rolled 
around and the boys enjoyed a hearty 
meal of Philly cheesesteaks and later that 
night S’mores. 
July 1st 

The next morning we woke up and had 
breakfast sandwiches around 8:�0 a.m. 
Afterwards we had a slow breakdown 
of the campsite and moved our gear to 
the Hog Island dock to be ferried back to 
the mainland. Afterward we had a quick 
lunch of cold cuts before going off on our 
kayaks around Hog Island and then back 
to the dock. The paddle had plenty of 
views over the Muscongus Bay and the 
surrounding islands. We eventually made 
it back to the put-in spot at around �:�0 
p.m. We quickly brought up the kayaks, 
loaded up the van and began our ride 
back to camp. Though not before a quick 
to Round Top Ice Cream, of course. 

 Tom Heffernan, HBC

South Bunkerhill – White Mountains 
July 8th 

The boys of South Bunkerhill recently 
completed their trip to the White 
Mountains in New Hampshire. During 
our five-day trip we hiked around the 
local area through rain and shine, with 
the crowning achievement being our 
sunrising of Mt. Washington. We began 
on July 8th, leaving camp at around 
�0 a.m. for our four-hour drive to New 
Hampshire. Along the way we stopped 
at a nearby Walmart to pick up supplies 
and make a quick lunch of cold cuts. 
Afterwards we quickly continued on 
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the road to our campsite at Dolly Copp 
Campground. Soon after checking into 
the campground we set up camp in the 
Barnes Field Campground. 
July 9th 

We began our second day early, waking 
up at 7:�0 a.m. Despite the weather being 
cloudy and rainy we had a hearty meal 
of breakfast sandwiches. Afterward we 
drove to our first hike, Glen Boulder. We 
began our hike at 9:40 a.m. and continued 
at a steady pace until stopping for a quick 
snack of Rice Krispy treats. Rejuvenated 
we kept hiking until reaching the top at 
around ��:�0 p.m. Despite being cold and 
tired from the recent exercise, the boys 
were proud of their accomplishment 
which was emphasized by our lunch of 
pep & cheese. 

Full up and rested, we began our 
descent back to our van, which was 
about �:40 p.m. When we returned to 
our campsite, Wavus had arrived and 
settled in while we had hot chocolate for 
the boys of South Bunkerhill. Later that 
night we made a delicious meal of grilled 
cheese and tomato soup and ended the 
night by sharing a campfire and S’mores 
with Wavus.
July 10th 

Our third day was cloudy but 
thankfully not raining. Regardless we 
had a little sleep in, waking up at 8 a.m. 
After hanging out at the campsite we 
loaded into the van and got ready for the 
day’s hike, Great Gulf Trail. The hike was 
� miles but flat, just what the boys need 
to get ready for tomorrow’s hike without 
tiring them out. Aside from that the hike 
was a lot of fun and boys enjoyed the 
quiet nature trail though were obviously 
much more excited for the hike to come.

Once we returned to the campsite we 
enjoyed an easy lunch of peanut butter 
and jelly. Afterwards we had some time 
to just hang around the fire and talk as 
well as to prepare for the next morning. 
A few hours later we had dinner which 
was Dank, which was basically a pasta 
meal with any leftover foods cooked up 
and added in. After eating we had the 
boys go to bed very early around 8:00 
p.m. excited for tomorrow.
July 11th 

We began our sunrise of Mt. 
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Washington early waking up at ��:�� 
p.m. the previous day and began our hike 
at ��:�� p.m. On the ride over the boys 
had a quick breakfast of Pop Tarts before 
getting on the trail. Despite the initial 
difficulty the campers faced, they quickly 
adapted and overcame the obstacle, 
eventually summiting Mt. Washington at 
around �:�0 a.m. It was at that moment 
the boys experienced a magnificent 
sunrise with red clouds giving way to 
a golden morning glow that completely 
illuminated the mountainside below and 
the shone throughout the entire sky. 

Afterward we began our descent to the 
parking area and began our drive back 
to the campsite. On the way we enjoyed 
lunch of rocket fuel: peanut butter and 
jelly sandwiches with a Snickers bar 
within. We arrived at the parking lot 
around � p.m. Once back at camp we 
all enjoyed a well earned rest. Later that 
night we enjoyed Double Downs and 
were invited to share a campfire with 
Wavus. We went to bed, tired, exhausted 
and triumphant in our summit. 
July 12th

We began our last day with a slow 
wake up and breakdown of camp. With 
a quick breakfast at Dunkin’ Donuts we 
began our drive back to camp. The drive 
was uneventful as we crossed over the 
border into Maine and back to camp. 
Along the way we stopped for lunch 
at a Five Guys, which the boys greatly 
appreciated, before finishing the last leg 
of our journey. 

Once we returned to camp we 
unloaded the gear and cleaned the 
dishes. However, we were pleasantly 
surprised to learn that JJ Alexos had won 
the cabin a Pizza Party and after clean-up 
we headed on out to Romeos Pizza. With 
that we concluded our trip to the White 
Mountains, hopefully a trip the boys will 
remember. Tom Heffernan, HBC

South Cunningham – Hog Island
June 24th 

A “primer” trip is just as it sounds, 
preparatory. For South Cunningham, 
that primer trip goes to Hog Island. 
The day began at Kieve as most others, 
with breakfast in Pasquaney. But, after 
breakfast, the boys were tasked not with 

a typical morning duty but with packing 
for an overnight trip. So, we packed our 
boundary bags and gear into the back of 
a minivan, loaded ourselves into a fifteen 
passenger van and set off for the Kieve 
landing in Bremen, ME. 

A thirty-minute drive found us in 
Bremen just before lunch, so we sat 
down at a small campsite near the dock 
for sun-butter and jelly sandwiches as 
we waited for Taylor from Hog Island to 
shuttle our gear to the island. The boys 
went to the boathouse to select kayak 
paddles and lifejackets for the day, 
strapped themselves into the lifejackets 
and strapped themselves into the boats. 

On our paddle over counselor Leaky 
Pell served as lead boat, Hayden McKee 
paddled in the middle, and I took up the 
rear. It was a calm and serenely beautiful 
afternoon on Muscongus Bay, so we 
took our time. In the rear with me were 
Quinn and Harry Dougherty as well as 
Reese Bommer. In front were Jett Kremer, 
Anthony Reale, and Evan Wortman. 
Everyone else filled in somewhere in the 
middle of our tightly packed convoy of 
“funyaks.” 

Once we arrived at the island, we 
decided to race our kayaks in the cove. 
The stakes were high (an extra snack) so 
the competition was fierce. That being 
said, I do not recall who won and most 
likely neither do they, as we have a 
tendency of forgetting about these things 
and calling them a “Kieve Tie.”

Taylor greeted us with all of our 
things at the end of our paddle and we 
made camp. The boys received their 
tent groups, which were Bruce Wright, 
Darren Morris, Tucker Williams, and 
Jerome Roscoe in one; Charlie Petty, Evan 
Wortman, and Anthony Reale in another; 
and Reese Bommer, Joe Maxwell, and Jett 
Kremer in the third; Quinn Dougherty, 
Harry Dougherty, and Jack Kartsonis in 
the fourth. The tent groups had little 
difficulty setting up, so we were free to 
play on the beach in no time. The boys 
played on the beach in the cove for a few 
minutes as the counselors spoke with 
Taylor about the day’s plan. Next, Taylor 
led us on a “Leave No Trace” tour of the 
island, where the boys learned about 
the preserved wildlife that inhabits it 
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and how we should treat it. A highlight 
for the boys must have been “nature’s 
Mexican jumping beans,” also known as 
sea lice, among other edible wildlife. 

At the conclusion of our tour, we 
headed over to the main site, where we 
would cook and eat dinner. On the menu 
for this evening were chicken bacon 
ranch sandwiches, which we cooked 
on our Coleman stove. As we cooked 
the sandwiches, the boys prepared the 
evening entertainment - skits before 
dinner. By the time we were through 
cooking and cleaning, it was already 
time for s’mores, so we headed down to 
the beach for a fire and marshmallows. 
Tired from a long day in the sun, we 
retired early to rest up for our second day 
on Hog Island.
June 25th 

To begin day two, we cooked a 
breakfast of bacon, egg and cheese 
sandwiches on the Coleman. Hog Island 
is a very relaxing place, so we took this 
opportunity and break from camp to 
sleep in a bit and enjoy a long breakfast. 
So, come the end of breakfast, we loaded 
our things into Taylor’s boat and began 
our paddling journey home. 

Another calm and beautiful day, we 
decided to entertain ourselves on the 
water by playing a game of “Slither.
io,” where we attached all of the boats 
together and tried to make it home as a 
snake. Due to technical difficulties, we 
managed to wrap ourselves up a bit. We 
had to unlink and paddle home in a more 
traditional manner. Once ashore, we 
set off for another favorite destination - 
Round Top Ice Cream - on the way 
home.  Nolan Doyle, HBC

South Cunningham – White Mountains 
June 28th 

South Cunningham’s primary trip 
takes place in the White Mountains, with 
a focus on Mt. Washington. The trip is 
five days and four nights and takes place 
at the beginning of the session. Of those 
five days, two serve primarily as travel 
days so it is during the middle three that 
the majority of the action occurs. 

Day One began as most do at Kieve, 
with breakfast in Pasquaney. But, instead 
of morning duties we packed our things 
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and ourselves into a van and set off for 
New Hampshire’s White Mountains. 
About a three-hour drive, we broke it up 
with a quick stop at Walmart for supplies 
and a sun-butter and jelly lunch in the 
van. 

Around three o’clock in the afternoon, 
we arrived at the Dolly Copp Campground 
where we checked in with the ranger 
on duty. We notified the ranger of our 
arrival and, of course, asked about the 
conditions atop Mt. Washington. At the 
campsite, we made camp and prepared 
for dinner. While we prepared for 
dinner, the boys enjoyed some free time 
in the woods (where Evan Wortman led 
a charge to build a fort) and gathered 
firewood. Dinner this evening was Philly 
cheesesteaks and the boys performed 
some humorous skits beforehand. Notable 
and hilarious were Bruce Wright’s and 
Darren Morris’ skits and impressions. 
After dinner, we roasted marshmallows 
around the fire until it was time for bed.
June 29th

On Day Two we woke up at about the 
usual time to enjoy bacon, egg and cheese 
sandwiches for breakfast. After breakfast, 
we stopped at Dunkin’ Donuts where the 
counselors grabbed morning coffees and 
the boys enjoyed some munchkins. By 
about ten thirty that morning we were on 
the trail, headed for Glen Boulder. The 
weather did not look promising, so we 
settled on Glen Boulder on this overcast 
and rainy day. Glen Boulder is a thirty-
seven hundred foot summit and we 
treated it as our practice for the following 
day, which would be Mt. Washington, a 
sixty-two hundred foot summit. 

Eager to hike, we had to contain the boys 
between a lead counselor (Leaky Pell) 
and a trail (Hayden McKee). At the lead 
of our hike were Jerome Roscoe, Tucker 
Williams, Anthony Reale, Jett Kremer, 
and others. Their energy propelled us up 
the mountain on this rainy day. The hike 
was largely wooded, so there was not 
much of a view, and it was quite foggy at 
the top. Despite these conditions, spirits 
were high and the hike up and down 
could not have been smoother, save for a 
couple of rolled ankles. 

At the summit, we enjoyed some sun-
butter and jelly sandwiches alongside 
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some Goldfish and the remainder of our 
Nalgenes, but had to hurry down as the 
rain really started to come down. Luckily, 
the weather did not last for very long and 
the campsite was relatively dry when 
we arrived. At the campsite, we held a 
brief rest hour in the tents as we waited 
out some rain. Dinner this evening was 
chicken bacon ranch sandwiches. After 
dinner we sat around the campfire 
roasting marshmallows until it was time 
for bed.
June 30th 

On Day Three we woke up at � AM. 
We had checked with the ranger and the 
peak forecast for Mt. Washington looked 
clear. So, we decided we’d take a shot. As 
we wanted to hit the trail early, we had a 
“Breakfast of Champions” (Pop-Tarts and 
Nutri-Grain bars) and stopped at Dunkin’ 
Donuts for munchkins. We drove to 
Pinkham Notch shortly thereafter where 
we got started on the Tuckerman Ravine 
Trail. The counselors carried backpacks 
full of snacks, lunch, and water bottles 
while the campers alternated carrying 
an Osprey backpack full of the rest. Joe 
Maxwell took the bag for the lion’s share 
of the hike, but everyone did their part, 
including Jett Kremer and Charlie Petty 
who carried it at the mountain’s steepest 
portion near the top. 

The hike was a long, grueling one. 
4.� miles up, we did not summit until 
after noon. But, all of our sweat paid off 
as the views from the Lion Head Trail 
(a somewhat more challenging bit on 
the way up) and the peak were second 
to none. We encountered no inclement 
weather along the way and only saw a 
few bumps and scrapes - notably Reese 
Bommer took what appeared to be a very 
serious digger on the way down, but got 
right back up as usual. 

Near the summit, we encountered 
a Wavus group of the same age, whom 
we greeted with some traditional Kieve 
chants. The Wav cabin responded in 
kind and we went on our way. At the 
summit, we enjoyed another sun-butter 
and jelly sandwich lunch and took a 
brief rest in the gift shop area. The views 
from Lion Head may be a little better, 
because they were a little more wild. 
As I hiked down with Quinn and Harry 

Dougherty, it seemed to me that the hike 
down went likewise very smoothly. 
We took Tuckerman Ravine all the way 
and arrived at the campsite for dinner. 
Dinner was bacon cheeseburgers this 
evening, which the boys ate ravenously. 
We sat around the campfire roasting 
marshmallows until it was time for bed, 
which was very early on this day. 
July 1st

On Day Four we were all very tired and 
very sore from the previous day’s 8.6 mile 
trek, so we slept in a little bit. Because it 
was a light hiking day, we enjoyed bacon, 
egg and cheese sandwiches slow-cooked 
over the fire. On the docket for this day 
was Emerald Pools, so after breakfast we 
all changed into our bathing suits and 
loaded ourselves into the van. 

We arrived at Emerald Pools in the 
early afternoon, after a half-mile hike in 
the woods. A beautiful green swimming 
pool tucked deep into the woods, 
Emerald Pools is always a favorite. The 
boys jumped off the rock numerous times 
and played in the stream that fed into it. 
The respite from hard work was much 
appreciated and well-deserved. The cold 
water made us all feel very clean as well. 
Something that you grow to appreciate in 
the wilderness. 

After a few hours of playing in the 
water, we headed back to the campsite. 
At the site, the boys played some ultimate 
Frisbee while I prepared dinner, “Dank” 
(cheesy mac n cheese). For skits, I do 
not recall what the topic was, but Jack 
Kartsonis’ impression of Hayden made 
my night. We roasted marshmallows 
around the campfire and shared favorite 
moments from the trip until bedtime.
July 2nd

On Day Five we had nothing on the 
docket but the trip back to Kieve, so we 
slept in once more and enjoyed bacon, 
egg and cheese alongside tomato soup. 
After a slow morning of breakfast and 
packing, we loaded up the van and hit 
the road for Kieve. On the trip home, the 
boys had their first Taco Bell experience 
and we shared a lot of laughs. 

 Nolan Doyle, HBC
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South Townsend - Hog Island
June 26th

On June �6, the boys of South 
Townsend set off on their primer trip 
to beautiful Hog Island. Once we got 
everything packed up, we made the short 
drive to Bremen where we were greeted 
by Tidepool Taylor who graciously 
transported all our group gear to Hog 
Island. We then portaged our kayaks 
down to the waterfront and began our 
short paddle over to the island. It was 
a beautiful day for a paddle with little 
waves and nice views of the coastline. 

Once we reached the island, we set up 
camp and ate some cold cut sandwiches 
and Cheez-its for lunch. We had some 
down time after lunch to let the guys 
explore the island. Coby Koehler, 
Teddy Nemec, George Wood, and Max 
Lazarre spent some time finding hermit 
crabs in the lowering tide. Later in the 
afternoon, Tidepool Taylor greeted us at 
our campsite and took us on an awesome 
nature walk around the island. On the 
nature walk Taylor taught us about the 
local ecology of the Island by showing us 
an osprey nest, different plants and even 
bugs that we could eat! 

After our hike, we cooked up some 
Kieve famous double downs for dinner. 
After dinner, the guys learned the proper 
way to build a fire. The boys crushed the 
fire making so we roasted some delicious 
s’mores before going to sleep after a big 
day.
June 27th 

We woke up the next day after a good 
night’s rest and made some yummy 
sausage, bacon, egg and cheese breakfast 
sandwiches. After breakfast we had some 
down time so Luke, Coalter McCall, 
Charlie O’Rorke, George Ryckman, and 
Charles Reddoch organized games of bear 
and infection tag. Occupying ourselves 
until around ��, we ate an early lunch 
of rocket fuel, packed up, and went on 
a paddle in our kayaks to explore the 
island some more. On our paddle we 
discovered a cool sand bar where we 
could search for mussels. Once the tide 
rose, we left the island and headed back 
to Bremen where we packed the vans and 
headed back to camp after an awesome 
primer trip! Reed Dowdy, HBC

South Townsend - White Mountains 
July 3rd

On July �, we set off on our main trip 
to the beautiful White Mountains of New 
Hampshire where we would summit 
the largest mountain in New England. 
After eating a cold cuts lunch halfway 
through our four-hour drive to the White 
Mountains, we arrived at Dolly Copp 
Campground in the mid afternoon. 
We stayed busy until dinner reading 
and playing infection tag around the 
campsite. Teddy Nemec, Henry Hoeffner, 
Sander Smith, and Max Lazarre also 
played intense games of magic to stay 
occupied. For dinner we cooked up some 
delicious bacon and cheese steaks to fill 
them up for our big day the next day. We 
had some Milky Ways by a fire before we 
went to bed early so we would be well 
rested for the next day.
July 4th 

Today was our big day. We woke up 
ate �:�0 a.m., ate a quick breakfast of Pop 
Tarts, and headed to the base of Mount 
Washington, the tallest mountain in the 
Northeast. We started up the trail making 
great time and got to the Lion Head Trail 
in no time. The boys were incredibly 
supportive of each other as they climbed 
over boulders and up the steep Lion 
Head Trail. Coalter McCall, Luke Elkins, 
and Charles Reddoch were crushing the 
hike in the front and Coby Koehler and 
George Wood kept encouraging Henry 
Hoeffner and Dylan Sullivan who had 
stomachaches as they were hiking and 
gave confidence in them to reach the 
top. 

After a hard, but beautiful and 
successful climb, the boys reached the 
top right around lunchtime. At the 
top, we found some tables in the lodge 
and made rocket fuel to give energy to 
the guys for our long trek down. We 
got some Gatorades for the boys at the 
store at the top of Mount Washington, 
looked at the views that the mountain 
had to offer, thought about how big of an 
accomplishment we had just made, and 
headed back down the mountain. 

We completed the hike right around 
dinner time so we headed back to the 
campsite and made bacon cheeseburgers. 
To end an incredible day for the guys 
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climbing Mount Washington on July 4th, 
we drove to a nearby town to watch an 
awesome display of fireworks.
July 5th

On our third day we slept in after our 
big day on Mount Washington and made 
breakfast sandwiches in the morning. 
George Ryckman, George Wood, Dylan 
Sullivan, Luke Elkins, Alexander 
Georges, Coalter McCall, Charles 
Reddoch, and Henry Hoeffner somehow 
found the energy to play infection tag in 
the morning while Max Lazarre, Sander 
Smith, Teddy Nemec, Charlie O’Rorke, 
and Coby Koehler took it easy and played 
magic. For lunch we cooked up some 
chicken quesadillas before we headed to 
Emerald Pool. 

The boys thoroughly enjoyed Emerald 
Pool, which is a deep pool along a 
stream that is crystal clear with a green 
tint to its color. The pool also has a large 
rock next to it where the boys jumped 
countless times into the frigid water of 
the creek. We stayed at the pool for about 
three hours until we headed back to our 
campsite to eat dinner. For dinner we ate 
some yummy chicken, bacon, and ranch 
sandwiches and had some s’mores after 
a relaxing day. 
July 6th 

Day four was an eventful day to say the 
least. We woke up, ate some oatmeal, and 
traveled to the Winniweta Falls trailhead 
to see a neat waterfall. We found the 
trailhead and began our hike excited to 
do some more swimming. About half a 
mile into the hike we heard a rustling 
in the trees to the left of us. We quickly 
looked over to see a bear cub dart up a tree 
about ��0 feet away from us! Knowing 
that a bear cub means the momma bear 
is most likely nearby, we headed back 
to the trailhead as fast and as quietly as 
possible. We safely got back to our van 
and decided to go to a different waterfall 
before lunch. 

This time we travelled to Glen Ellis 
Falls and hiked a short distance to the 
amazing 70-foot waterfall. We then hiked 
down the river a bit and found some 
amazing swimming holes that some of 
the guys liked even better than Emerald 
Pool. The swimming holes had awesome 
waterfalls that they could swim under 

and were incredibly clear as we could see 
brook trout swimming in the current. We 
swam, ate lunch, and spent some more 
time there before we left and decided to 
hike to another waterfall nearby. 

The next hike was to Thompson 
Brook Falls and was a �-mile round trip. 
Luckily, we could swim at the bottom 
of this waterfall as well. The waterfall 
itself was a large series of cascades that 
provided us a very cool area to explore as 
well. After spending some time there, we 
headed back to our campsite and made a 
filling mac and cheese meal called Dank. 
We then sat down by the campfire and 
roasted some s’mores while we reflected 
on our awesome trip to the White 
Mountains before falling asleep. 
July 7th 

Today was the day we had to leave the 
spectacular White Mountains. The boys 
woke up to the smell of delicious M&M 
pancakes being made and proceeded to 
scarf them down. Afterwards, we packed 
up, played a few more games of Infection 
tag and bear, and headed back to camp. 
We surprised the guys with Five Guys 
burgers halfway back to camp for lunch 
and then stopped at Round Top Ice Cream 
for a treat right before we got back.

 Reed Dowdy, HBC

North Bunkerhill I – Bald Rock Mountain
July 1st

Our North Bunker Hill trip to Camden 
Hills went almost exactly as planned, 
this being a chill one-night stay. We left 
camp on July first shortly after breakfast 
and drove straight to the Camden Hills 
campsite. I assigned tent groups while 
handing out a tent to each group. We then 
encouraged the guys to a race setting up 
their tents, and checked to make sure 
they were all set up correctly. As soon 
as the quick lunch of deli meats and 
cheeses in tortillas was finished, Reed 
Hyde gathered his cabinmates and Bo to 
play a quick game of football on the field 
near our campsite. We then regrouped, 
filled water bottles, and got back in the 
vans to send it to the Maiden Cliffs hike. 

After driving by the trailhead parking 
lot three times, we pulled in, piled out 
of the van and began our ascension of 
Maiden Cliffs. We took a quick break 
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a few minutes into the hike by a large 
boulder in the middle of the trail. While 
we were applying some sunscreen, 
Will Ryckman started climbing on said 
boulder and showing the guys some 
rock climbing techniques. From here we 
hiked all the way to the scenic overlook 
by the Maiden Cliffs cross. Gustav was 
excited to find wild blueberries and 
showed us the bushes. After chilling by 
the cross and eating a snack of trail mix, 
which Will Keller renamed M&Ms with 
obstacles, we continued to the summit of 
Maiden Cliffs. While at the summit Jamie 
Paterson used the barometer on his wrist 
watch to predict the oncoming weather. 
Luckily his predicted rain storms held 
off until after dinner, and we were able 
to swim at the lake across the road from 
the Maiden Cliffs trailhead. 

When we arrived back to our campsite, 
I snuck chips and salsa into my daypack 
and led the boys down to the beach for 
some crab hunting and hors d’oeuvres. 
At the beach George Glomb found half of 
a big buoy, and used it to contain all the 
crabs that were found. After demolishing 
the bag of chips and salsa, we headed 
back to the campsite to start dinner. We 
had bacon burgers, and then s’mores 
over the campfire to celebrate Brendan 
Howard’s twelfth birthday. 
July 2nd

The cabin was not deprived of wake 
up music as the Chewonki group next to 
us started blasting tunes at half past six. 
Around eight o’clock we began breaking 
camp and cooking breakfast. Breakfast 
was bacon, egg and cheese sandwiches. 
Before I could even ask, the boys started 
picking up all the trash around the 
campsite, and Thomas Mennen came up 
to me with a handful and said he was 
“leaving no trace.” 

We then packed up and drove over to 
the Bald Rock Mountain trailhead. The 
boys noticed the sign requesting visitors 
to pay, and Brendan and Henry were 
excited to say they were still eleven so 
they would require a smaller fee. At the 
summit of Bald Rock we munched Oreos 
and chewy bars and then began our 
descent. Back at the parking lot we made 
lunch and got in the vans to head back to 
camp.  Christian Krauss, HBC

North Bunkerhill I – St. Croix River
July 7th 

The St. Croix trip required an early six 
AM departure from Kieve, and we made 
it out just about on time. After loading 
the trailer we had a breakfast of Pop 
Tarts and got on the road. After around 
four hours in the bus we pulled into our 
put in location at Castle Road. Almost 
as soon as the bus was put in park, rain 
began pouring down. Spirits were low as 
we loaded up the canoes and had a lunch 
of deli meats and cheeses in the rain. 

As soon as we got on the water, a bald 
eagle left its perch and flew over our train 
of canoes. The paddle was a hard start 
to the trip as we headed into the wind 
and rain, but all the boys persevered and 
made it to our first campsite at Birch 
Island. The mojo canoe with Reed Hyde, 
James Glomb, and Will Keller quickly 
synced up their strokes and crushed 
the paddling. I have never set up camp 
in such heavy rain, but George Glomb 
stayed as positive as ever and lent his 
extra fleece to Oliver Tuff. 
July 8th 

We woke up to clouds but no rain, 
which was a huge relief. We started 
the day with pancakes and breakfast 
appetizers of cereal bars, and then loaded 
up the canoes for the long paddle to our 
next campsite at The Narrows. After 
some canoe partner trades, Reed and 
Jamie Paterson were paddling at the front 
of the group. When we arrived at The 
Narrows, we had a quick lunch and set 
up camp. George then decided to follow 
in Huckleberry Finn’s shoes and make a 
raft. For dinner we had chips and salsa, 
then chicken, bacon, ranch sandwiches 
and s’mores for dessert. Gustav Neubohn 
showed off his skills with building fires 
and made his best efforts to teach his 
peers how to keep a fire going. Later 
around the campfire I went over the map 
with the boys and Thomas and Brendan 
were excited to learn about reading 
mileage and contour lines. 
July 9th 

The third day of our trip was 
welcomed with an early start with all 
the boats loaded up and on the water by 
6:�0. This is the longest day of the trip 
but we got through the lake paddling to 
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the Vanceboro Dam much quicker than 
expected. After portaging our canoes and 
gear around the dam, we got a snack in 
town and set off down the river in the 
rain. Despite the inclement weather we 
were all happy to be on the river carrying 
us towards our next destination. 

The water levels on the St. Croix were 
really low, making more rips and rapids. 
Will Ryckman, being our cabin’s member 
of team extreme was ecstatic about the 
rapids and was eagerly trying to lead his 
canoe down all the fastest moving water 
on the river. When we arrived at Little 
Falls, the largest rapids of the trip, many 
of the boys were nervous about running 
it. We carried the gear to our camp site 
at Little Falls, and scouted the rapids 
pointing out how to properly send it. 
When we were getting in the canoes, 
Jamie Paterson was terrified of running 
it, but as I watched from the side of the 
river I could see an ear-to-ear grin on his 
face as their boat shot between the rips of 
Little Falls. As we were setting up camp, 
we got to see three boats flip in the rapids, 
which was a perfect example of how not 
to do it, but none of us had flipped so 
it showed that eleven-year-olds can do 
what some grown men cannot. 
July 10th 

Our fourth day of the trip was started 
with a hot breakfast of egg, sausage, and 
bacon sandwiches. We had a late start 
because of the rain but the cabin got to 
experience a border patrol agent coming 
through our campsite, which is always 
a cool sight because it can be hard to 
realize that the river is the border with 
Canada. Back on the river once more, 
we skirted the border and dealt with 
the heavy rains seemingly coming from 
Canada. In a brief reprieve from the 
rain we ate lunch on the water. Thomas 
Mennen thought he was dying of hunger 
but the rocket fuel, PB&J’s with Snickers 
bars, brought him back to life. Almost 
as soon as we finished lunch, the rain 
picked up again, yet this did not stop 
Henry from singing and keeping spirits 
high. In the late afternoon we arrived at 
the Loon Bay campsite, where we set up 
camp and drank hot chocolate.
July 11th 

Day five of the trip was welcomed with 

the most beautiful sight of the trip, the 
sun. After four tough days in the rain 
the cabin was rewarded with a bluebird 
day. We took the paddling easy, admiring 
the lush green of the riverbanks and the 
warming rays of the sun. Chopper showed 
his council sternman Tom how to chill, 
this was keeping the boat straight and 
laying back to enjoy the slow movement 
of the river. 

When we arrived at the campsite Egg 
Point, the boys were delighted to find 
huge snapping turtles lounging around 
the shore. Henry and Brendan were 
quick to name the turtles and amazingly 
could still identify them by name after 
the turtles left for hours and came back. 
Later while collecting firewood Davis 
broke his personal record by gathering 
twenty-three bundles of wood. 
July 12th

The last day of the trip was a straight 
shot to the take-out point where we 
met our bus driver. After having set up 
camp and unloaded canoes for the past 
five days, the boys were able to pack up 
the bus and load the canoes in record 
time. I was curious to see how the cabin 
felt having completed the trip through 
tough conditions, so a paper was passed 
around for everyone to write what they 
thought. Everyone wrote only positive 
remarks about the trip. “The trip was 
great, a character building experience.” - 
Chopper. “Best trip I’ve ever taken,”- 
Jamie. And these were all written before 
we made our stop at the Five-Guys 
restaurant. Christian Krauss, HBC

North Bunkerhill II - Primer
Camden Hills
June 27th 

We left camp at around �0 AM to head 
to Camden Hills for our primer. After a 
short drive up Route One, we got to our 
campsite and set up tents and the kitchen 
area. We ate lunch and headed out for a 
day hike up Maiden Cliffs. It was super-
hot outside so we planned ahead and 
brought our bathing suits with us to 
swim after the hike. The boys of North 
Bunkerhill II crushed the short hike up 
and enjoyed the views. We then went for 
a swim in the lake we could see from the 
top. We ate double bacon cheeseburgers 
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and had marshmallows around the fire 
before retiring for the night. 
June 28th

We woke up and demolished bacon 
and sausage, egg and cheese sandwiches 
for breakfast. We then broke down camp 
and packed up our vans. We drove to the 
base of Bald Rock Mountain, not too far 
from our campsite. The hike was longer 
than the one the day before but the boys 
of North Bunkerhill II were very fast 
and flew to the top. We took in all the 
views as we could see the ocean in the 
distance. We finished the hike and ate 
peanut butter and jelly sandwiches. We 
then headed back to camp with a quick 
camper favorite stop at Round Top, the 
best ice cream shop in the world. After 
this primer the boys were ready and 
excited for the St. Croix River!

 C.J. Richardson, HBC

North Bunkerhill II - St. Croix River
July 5th 

North Bunkerhill II had an early start 
on the first day of the trip as we woke 
up at � AM. We ate cereal in Pasquaney 
before loading up our bus and trailer 
with all the necessary stuff for our five 
night, six-day trip down the St. Croix 
River. After about a five-hour drive we 
got to our put-in spot at the end of Castle 
Road. Jonathan Elkins, Finn Jacobs, and 
Finn McClernan all were quick to help 
as we got there. The sun was shining as 
we unloaded the trailer, packed up our 
canoes and headed to our first campsite, 
Birch Island. Pete Sanford and myself 
were the first boat to push out. After a 
short three-mile paddle we got to Birch 
Island, set up camp, and went for a swim. 
We ate cheesesteaks for dinner and went 
to sleep excited for the trip ahead of us.
July 6th 

We woke up to decent weather on day 
two, knowing that we had to paddle a 
good amount of Lake Lac Spednic. After 
a breakfast of bacon, sausage, egg and 
cheese sandwiches, we loaded up the 
canoes and pushed for the Narrows, our 
campsite that night. The winds weren’t 
too bad and we managed to paddle strong 
and fast and made it to the Narrows 
around lunchtime. Alex Potter, Jack 
Cross, and Charlie Fenwick all destroyed 

the paddle as they were always near 
the front. The boys of North Bunkerhill 
II were getting the hang of setting up 
the tents and campsite and the unload 
process went smoothly. We ate a huge 
dinner of double bacon cheeseburgers 
before passing out, knowing that the 
river was ahead of us tomorrow. 
July 7th 

The third day was the biggest day 
of the trip. We woke up quickly, had a 
breakfast of oatmeal and packed up as we 
were leaving the lake and off to the river. 
After a short paddle to the Vanceboro 
Dam, we had a portage, or carry, around 
the dam. We first took the canoes, then 
group gear and finally our personal stuff. 
Cooper Greene, Alex Nemec, and Oscar 
Woloson crushed the carry, making as 
many trips as needed and helping the 
other cabinmates with whatever they 
needed. The boys were rewarded with 
Gatorades once they finished. After a 
quick lunch we packed up and finally 
started paddling the St. Croix River. The 
boys quickly learned how to navigate 
rapids as we paddled down to our 
campsite called Porter’s Meadow. The 
weather was not on our side as not fifteen 
minutes after setting up our campsite, it 
started to downpour. We made double 
downs for dinner, which is two breaded 
chicken patties with bacon and cheese 
on the inside, and delivered them to the 
campers in their tents. We went to sleep 
early after a long day and the rainstorm 
above us. 
July 8th 

We woke up on day four to an overcast 
sky, but at least the rain had stopped 
from the night before. The boys were all 
very excited as they knew the morning 
had the biggest rapid in it which is Little 
Falls. Little Falls is a class three rapid 
which the cabin was to scout before 
running. With all the excitement on the 
rapid ahead, we quickly pushed to Little 
Falls. 

After the entire cabin got to see the 
route we were aiming for and the rocks to 
avoid, we went down one by one. Every 
boat had a clean run and no one flipped. 
Simon DiMatteo, Doug Gillespie, Drew 
Jessup, and Jack Karst all had huge smiles 
on their faces as they went down. We 
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then paddled all the way to my favorite 
campsite on the trip, Loon Bay. We ate 
a hot lunch of grilled cheese and tomato 
soup prepared by Lars Larson. Then I 
made a huge dinner of Italian sausages 
and French baguettes. We stayed up a 
little later around the fire telling funny 
stories. 
July 9th 

Day five seemed like the fastest day 
ever. After a breakfast of bagels and 
cream cheese, it felt like we blinked our 
eyes and were at our campsite, Kendricks 
Rips. At this point all the boys of North 
Bunkerhill II were pros and the campsite 
was set up in fifteen minutes. It was our 
last campsite of the trip so the boys were 
sad that it was already coming to an end. 
Our Italian counselor, Francesco Merlo 
Pich, made his famous pasta for dinner. 
We stayed up late eating marshmallows 
and telling stories and reflecting on the 
trip. We went to sleep, sad that it was 
over, but excited to get back to camp for 
the last week of camp. 
July 10th 

The final day was here! We woke up 
had a quick cold breakfast of granola 
and milk and loaded up our canoes one 
final time. We paddled the short distance 
of three miles to our take-out spot and 
waited for our driver. Our driver pulled 
up right on time. The entire cabin helped 
pack up the trailer and tie down all the 
canoes. We all got on the bus, quickly 
realized how much we all smelled, and 
headed back for Kieve. We had a monster 
lunch as we stopped at Five Guys Burgers 
and Fries. After a five-hour drive we 
were back at the end of West Neck Road. 
The men of North Bunkerhill II had an 
amazing trip on the St. Croix River! 

 C.J. Richardson, HBC

North Cunningham – 
Bald Rock Mountain
June 26th 

We awoke to what seemed like a 
normal Kieve day, yet we had two 
ominous hikes looming on the horizon. 
The boys of North Cunningham piled 
into the van driven by Eli Campbell and 
we made haste towards the infamous 
Camden Hills. We somehow survived 
multiple bouts of car sickness. As we 

arrived to our campsite, we had a snack 
and the campers set up shop at our home 
for the next �0 hours or so. 

After a hearty lunch of cold cuts we 
embarked on our journey up the Bald 
Rock Mountain. The hike proved to be 
no problem for the boys and we quickly 
reached the summit. The views were 
incredible and everyone relaxed while 
looking out over the ocean. After the 
hike we returned to our campsite and 
ate chicken patties and plenty of bacon. 
After a few games of Mafia we fell into a 
peaceful slumber.
June 27th 

We awoke to sunshine pouring into 
our tents and we got to breakfast right 
away. We traveled across the street to 
the base of the monstrous Mt. Battie. The 
hike once again was easy for the men of 
North Cunningham. We ate a nice snack 
at the top while looking out over Camden 
Harbor. We quickly trucked down the 
mountain and subsequently left the state 
park. On the way home we stopped for 
ice cream at the Kieve staple: Round 
Top.  Elliott Murphy, HBC

North Cunningham - St. Croix River
June 30th 

We outpaced the sun with our wake up 
this morning, at � AM we meekly rubbed 
our eyes and did some last minute 
packing. After we loaded up our bus, we 
embarked on the five-hour journey to the 
eastern edges of the United States. We 
ate lunch upon arrival at our put-in spot 
and mentally prepared ourselves for our 
paddle to Birch Island. 

The first paddling of our trip proved to 
be no problem for the boys and we quickly 
made it to the island. Birch Island had 
beautiful views that captivated our cabin 
for most of the stay. We ate double downs 
which consisted of two chicken patties 
with bacon and cheese in between them. 
After scarfing those down we enjoyed a 
fire and everyone quickly fell asleep.
July 1st

We slept in a little today and munched 
on sausage, bacon, egg and cheese 
breakfast sandwiches. We quickly took 
down camp and as we were preparing to 
leave, we saw a bald eagle attacking two 
smaller birds and we sat mesmerized as 



���

we watched our national bird take down 
its lesser foes. Lake Spednic was as flat 
as a glass on this beautiful morning and 
we easily cruised to our next campsite: 
The Narrows. The campsite itself was 
pretty paltry yet the swimming spot was 
outstanding. The whole cabin swam all 
afternoon and we had a great time. We 
were warned by some friendly Canadian 
boater about possible storms that night. As 
we ate bacon cheeseburgers that evening, 
we told stories and looked ahead at our 
hardest day of the trip that we would 
have to conquer the next day. Later 
that night the rain that the Canadians 
promised came down in sheets. We were 
luckily quite cozy in our tents and it did 
not damper spirits too much.
July 2nd

The storm appeared to have negated the 
five o’clock alarm I had set in anticipation 
of the longest and most grueling day of 
our trip. We quickly scarfed down our 
breakfast of Pop Tarts and embarked on 
our newest journey. The fog this morning 
was so thick one could barely see their 
own hand in front of their face. We were 
able to use landmarks and the curvature 
of the land to successfully navigate our 
way to the border town of Vanceboro. 

Upon arrival we began our meek yet 
slightly challenging portage around the 
dam placed in the center of town. While 
the kids and Paul munched on peanut 
butter and jelly sandwiches, Will and I 
snuck away to purchase chips and sodas 
for the kids to enjoy as a reward for 
successfully completing their first canoe 
portage of their Kieve careers. A woman 
with good yet ill advised intentions 
attempted to convince us to portage 
further to avoid the first rapids of the 
St. Croix that began right after the dam. 
We simply replied, “Thank you for your 
worries ma’am, but this is Kieve”. 

After every boat easily navigated 
through the rapid, we were on the river 
and ready to continue our journey to 
our campsite at Little Falls. We ran into 
virtually no problems during the first 
portion of our river paddling yet we took 
a slight detour into an unmarked marsh. 
After roughly an hour and a half my 
ego finally gave way and I agreed with 
everyone else that we had most definitely 
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taken a wrong turn. As we retraced our 
steps our bad situation got worse as a 
steady rain began to fall on our heads. 
At this moment I would not have blamed 
any of the kids for losing their cool, yet 
they were all very level headed, which 
I believe is a testament to this cabin’s 
ability to be resilient and unified even 
when faced with adversity. 

After a long day we finally arrived at 
our campsite with one caveat, we still 
had to portage our gear a little ways to the 
campsite and then take our boats down 
Little Falls. Every boat made it down 
without a hitch and we all scarfed down 
our dinner of beef stew and promptly hit 
the sack after our longest day of the trip. 
July 3rd 

We awoke to the soothing sound of 
the waterfall right next to us. We quickly 
took down camp and set out for another 
long day on the river, albeit one without a 
portage or any hard rapids. We meandered 
down the stunningly beautiful river and 
took down every minor rip with ease. 
The boys were crushing any and all 
challenges that this day could offer. 

We arrived at our campsite much 
earlier than we had the previous day. 
The campsite was named Loon Bay and it 
was quite relaxing and open. We played 
games and eventually went swimming 
before eating dinner. We all sat around 
a wonderful fire and shared tales from 
the trip and from home. After another 
successful day the entire crew fell into a 
deep slumber. 
July 4th 

We were finally over the hump of 
the trip and we were gracefully nearing 
the end. We managed to sleep in a bit 
this morning at our beautiful Loon Bay 
locale. The boys knew the morning 
routine to leave camp at this point so we 
easily gathered our things and slipped 
our canoes into the calm water. Before 
we had even traversed a mile, we all 
remembered that it was the Fourth 
of July and soon enough a large bald 
eagle swooped over our heads. We all 
ceremoniously chanted “USA! USA! 
USA!” The majestic creature continued 
its flight as we pulled off to the Canadian 
riverbank to scout our last challenging 
rapid of the trip. At this point we were 
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confident paddlers and we conquered 
this last set with relative ease. 

We meandered down the river in the 
beautiful weather until we reached our 
last campsite: Egg Point. After we hastily 
set up camp, we began to investigate the 
site and, lo and behold, we stumbled 
upon multiple friendly snapping turtles 
who were definitely not strangers to 
human contact. We observed the turtles 
and some of the campers attempted to get 
a little closer. 

We ate our last dinner of the trip and 
then enjoyed Milky Ways and sodas as 
we all reminisced on the best moments of 
our trip. We easily fell asleep that evening 
to the soothing yet far away sounds of 
fireworks exploding to celebrate our 
nation’s birthday. 
July 5th 

We left our slumber at roughly nine in 
the morning and went through the same 
steps to take down camp; however, this 
morning felt different since we knew 
it was our last day on the mighty St. 
Croix. We set off and cruised through the 
easy three miles of lake paddling until 
we got to our take-out point next to a 
different dam. We rejoiced and got our 
gear together to await our pickup. After 
a few hours of Frisbee and peanut butter 
and jellys we heard the rumble of a bus 
rolling down a gravel road. We loaded all 
our gear into the bus and the trailer and 
climbed aboard. 

As we cruised back to camp we had to 
open the windows because our stench 
was repulsive. Before we could head 
back to camp, we took a quick detour 
into Bangor to enjoy a late lunch / early 
dinner. We pulled into the one of the few 
Five Guys in Maine. The boys quickly 
ordered burgers, milkshakes, and French 
fries. After the damage was done, the 
receipt was printed and we had spent a 
cool $��� on our meal. As we feasted, we 
continued to talk about what a great trip 
we had and how awesome the rest of the 
session was going to be. The St. Croix is 
one of the best trips at Kieve and the men 
of North Cunningham conquered it with 
ease.  Elliott Murphy, HBC

South Harris – Lake Damariscotta
June 24th

We woke to beautiful sunny day at 
camp, excited for our first trip. After a 
delicious breakfast the boys brought the 
copious amount of food to the waterfront, 
and then proceeded to portage 8 canoes 
to the beach. 

We set off around �� a.m. and headed 
to Deep Cove. After reaching Deep Cove, 
Remy Erdman was given the decision, 
to either have a snack and hang in the 
cove, or go explore the Windy Islands. 
He chose the islands. After reaching and 
exploring the islands, Brent Sullivan was 
given the next decision, whether to snack 
and proceed to Cool Island, or lunch and 
then go. He chose the snack.

Upon reaching Cool Island, the boys 
set up camp, and had some cold cuts 
for lunch. After a quick rest hour, the 
boys swam/canoed to Southover. Chase 
Tilson, Steve Smith, Graham Abramo, 
Sam Elkins, Brendan Sullivan, Remy 
Erdman, and Nic Valdes all swam there 
and back. We also grabbed some firewood 
as well. 

We had burgers and potatoes for dinner! 
Remy Erdman cooked the seconds. We 
had marshmallows for dessert, and 
played Mafia until bedtime. 
June 25th 

We awoke to some lovely bacon, egg, 
and cheese on a bagel. Then the boys 
played some President before packing up 
camp, and heading to Spectacle Island. 
The paddle to the island was tough due 
to some headwinds. The boys proceeded 
to use the rope swing, and Stephen 
Smith stepped outside his comfort zone 
and learned to love the swing. 

After some cold cuts, the boys paddled 
back to camp. They paddled back to the 
waterfront, and were welcomed by the 
SUPers and swimmers.

 Nat Shenton, HBC

South Harris - Mountains of 
 Moosehead Lake
June 28th

We awoke at camp ready to hit the 
road. After a loud breakfast in Pasquaney, 
the boys loaded up the trailer and hit the 
road. We had the ceremonious lunch in 
the Newport Walmart’s parking lot, while 
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Nat bought any missing supplies. From 
there we continued to Casey’s Spencer 
Bay Camps, which was about �0 minutes 
north of Greenville. 

As we were pulling into camp, the 
dark clouds started to roll over our camp, 
and we quickly set up camp to prepare 
for the incoming rain. It never happened, 
rather it just thundered for the rest of 
the day as the storms missed us. Graham 
Abramo and Ben Meglin started to figure 
out the campsite’s frolic course, while 
everyone else watched the local family 
of ducks walk thru the campsite. We had 
cheesesteaks for dinner, before retiring to 
our tents ready for the next day. 
June 29th 

Rain, rain, and more rain. South Harris 
awoke to sounds of rain hitting the tent 
tarp. Soon everyone awoke, and then Sam 
Denby started on some bacon, egg and 
cheeses for breakfast. Everyone loaded 
up into the van, and we soon headed to 
Big Moose Mountain. 

We started up the mountain around 
�0:�0, with Sam Denby and Brent 
Sullivan leading the charge. After �.4 
miles the boys found a broken down 
shack, and tried to get Aiden Redmond to 
go inside, but Jamie McDonnell wouldn’t 
let him. We reached the top around noon, 
and the summit was totally socked in by 
clouds. 

After a cabin picture, and a rice krispy 
treat, South Harris headed down the 
slippery trail to the van. Upon reaching 
the van, the boys had some classic PB&Js, 
with Sam Elkins looking for every last 
piece of tortilla. We then drove back to 
camp, just as the rain settled in for the 
rest of the day. We had bacon chicken 
ranches before retiring to tents for the rest 
of the day; Remy Erdman and Brendan 
Sullivan couldn’t have enough. 
June 30th 

Finally Sun! We woke up ready for sum 
views, as we heard Eagle Rock has some 
of the best of the entire trip. Nat made 
bacon egg and cheeses again for breakfast 
before we set to find the Eagle Rock 
trailhead. Upon arriving at the trailhead, 
we found that the minivan had a flat tire; 
Nat and Denby quickly changed it before 
heading up the mountain. 

The views from the top were 

astounding, we could see everything 
from Katahdin to the Kennebec. By far 
the best of the trip. We heading back 
down the short �.4 mile hike to the 
bottom, before returning to camp (Denby 
had to get the tire replaced, so he didn’t 
go straight back). 

When we reached camp, the boys 
found a sweet swimming beach about 
�0 minutes away, where it was deep 
but still on the lake. Graham Abramo 
and Nic Valdes found this a great spot. 
For dinner we had steamboats, with 
Jonty Hammer, Remy Erdman, Graham 
Abramo, and Brent Sullivan all helping 
cook this fantastic meal. After some 
s’mores we all retired to our tents ready 
for the challenge of Little Spencer.
July 1st 

Again another sunny day! The boys 
awoke with a new dish of granola and 
almond milk. The almond milk was met 
with mixed feelings. Campers either loved 
or hated the granola. After breakfast we 
packed up and headed to the trailhead 
of Little Spencer. There is nothing little 
about Little Spencer, other than its name 
and seemingly short mileage. 

From the start, the climb was straight 
up, but the boys persevered. After about 
an hour of hiking, we reached the big 
challenge of the climb, the Chimney. 
A small crack in the cliff face, which 
required the boys to use ropes to climb to 
the top. After the Chimney, the boys led 
by Jamie McDonnell and Chase Tilson, 
reached the summit. The view was not 
very good so we went to a lookout spot 
near by and had our PB&Js. 

After lunch we headed back down 
the mountain, and rappelled down 
the Chimney, and took our tired selves 
back to the van. We spent the rest of the 
day swimming and playing Mafia until 
dinner. After a filling meal of pesto 
chicken bacon alfredo, the kids hustled, 
moved to their tents for the night. Ready 
for the next day.
July 2nd 

We had a quick meal of pop tarts before 
heading to Gulf Hagas. After about an �:�� 
drive on logging roads, we finally made 
it to the trailhead. The boys crossed the 
Pleasant River, fording thru the shallow 
river. We made our way along the AT to 
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our first waterfall, Screw Auger Falls. We 
then hiked along the rim trail, looking at 
the spectacular views in the gulf until we 
reached Buttermilk Falls. At this point 
we had lunch, and the boys were given 
a decision, either turn back now, or see 
the rest of the gulf. The decision team of 
Remy Erdman, Brendan Sullivan, Brent 
Sullivan, and Stephen Smith decided 
to turn around. We headed out the gulf 
and back to camp. We had a classic Dank 
for dinner before a rousing game of Pixar 
Mafia. 
July 3rd 

We packed up camp quickly, and hit the 
road for what was a long day. The night 
before, the keys to the minivan somehow 
were locked inside, and we needed to 
wait for the spares. Sam Denby stayed 
behind with the van while the rest of the 
cabin went to the B-�� site. We finally 
got the keys and after a delicious lunch 
of pizza from Jamos, we headed back to 
camp. All and all a great trip.

 Nat Shenton, HBC

North Harris – Tumbledown Mountain
June 23rd

Leaving Kieve prior to morning 
activities, the men of North Harris drove 
north through Augusta to Mt. Blue State 
Park. After setting up camp at the field 
campsite, we spent the afternoon hiking 
Mt. Blue under a mild threat of rain 
that never materialized. At the summit, 
Burnham Johnston and Graycen Hayes-
Begley enjoyed exploring the observation 
tower. On the descent, I got to spend 
quality time with Sam Hall at the back 
of the pack. Having climbed quite a hike, 
we rested well after cheeseburgers and 
mafia.
June 24th 

After a breakfast of bacon, eggs and 
fruit, the boys of North Harris prepared 
for an ascent of Tumbledown Mountain 
by way of the Loop Trail. At a massive 
glacial boulder, Colin McNamara-
Bordewick demonstrated some 
impressive crack climbing. Further up 
the trail, after a grueling pitch during 
which Will Sullivan came face to 
face with an overhanging boulder, we 
stopped for lunch with a stunning vista 
before descending the mountain short of 

the summit. We spent the afternoon and 
evening by the lake, playing Frisbee and 
pickle, sniper and mafia, and went to bed 
after dining on chicken sandwiches.
June 25th

Rising early and breaking camp, North 
Harris alighted for Blueberry Mountain, 
with hopes of borrowing the infamous 
Bible camp guide dog and making our 
way to the summit. Unfortunately, the 
dog was nowhere to be found, and we 
set off on what would prove to be the 
incorrect trail. Despite clearly marked 
orange blazes, the trail we followed was 
overgrown and went anywhere but up. 
Eventually it led us to a beautiful brook 
and log bridge where we stopped for a 
snack and some cold water on our feet 
before doubling back the way we came. 
We piled back into our vehicles and 
made our way back to Camp Kieve.

 Grahambo Abbey, HBC

North Harris – Moose River
June 28th 

At �0:�0 a.m., the men of North Harris, 
driven by Bob Linker, embarked upon our 
Moose River expedition. After a smooth 
ride, we put in at Attean Lake and paddled 
to the first available campsite under 
threatening rain clouds. Our paddle was 
brief, but very entertaining thanks to the 
antics of Lucas Falezan and Sam Hall. As 
soon as we set up camp the rain storm 
began. We ate dinner under a rain tarp 
erected by Cobey Blumenthal and fell 
asleep under persistent thunderstorms.
June 29th

The men of North Harris woke up early 
and paddled to the western end of Attean 
Falls to the Holeb Pond portage trail. We 
spent the late morning and afternoon 
accomplishing the arduous portage to 
Holeb Pond. Colin McNamara-Bordewick 
and Davis Wood did an exceptionally 
good job on this portage, even as 
afternoon storms rolled in with gear still 
on the trail. At the pond, Holeman Pride 
caught �0 carp. After dinner, we retired 
to our tents for a much-needed rest.
June 30th

We spent the morning paddling across 
Holeb Pond towards the Moose River, 
which we reached by early afternoon 
despite headwinds. We had a lazy 
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afternoon paddling to our campsite where 
Collin Rodrigue and Burnham Johnston 
took their turns as cabin angler, catching 
brook trout and more carp. We had a 
delicious meal of Reuben sandwiches 
at the Spencer Rips Campsite before 
tucking in for bed.
July 1st

After a late breakfast, we paddled to 
Holeb Falls. After a false start on the 
wrong portage trail, we set ourselves 
to rights and accomplished this much 
easier portage. Brooks Robinson and 
Will Ferguson each took extra trips on 
the portage, transporting much of our 
group gear. The later afternoon was spent 
paddling the remaining miles to the Camel 
Rips campsite. While the water was flat, 
Will Sullivan and Graycen Hayes-Begley 
were the first to spot beavers, which we 
saw several of before arriving to camp. 
Setting up camp in twilight, I prepared 
a meal of bacon, chicken, pesto pasta for 
our hungry cabin. 
July 2nd

This morning we got up early in order 
to shoot Camel Rips and complete our 
Moose River portion. With a somewhat 
tricky put-in, we had a ton of help getting 
boats drained and ready from Grant 
Hetherington. We paddled down the 
rips without incident and made our way 
to Attean Falls. Thanks to an overnight 
downpour, the water level had risen 
enough to make both sets of Attean Falls 
doable. 

Attean Falls is usually a portage, so 
running the rapid was not only thrilling, 
but made our lives considerably easier. 
Shortly thereafter, we found ourselves 
back where we started, on Attean Lake. 
The headwinds were quite strong on 
the paddle, but slowly and surely we 
followed the western shore to a narrower 
crossing of the lake, letting us reach our 
campsite in time for a delicious supper 
of taco bowls before some much needed 
rest.
July 3rd

Camped at the trailhead, we woke up 
early in order to climb Sally Mountain. 
We hiked the beautiful trail up past the 
spring to the Old Fire Tower Site at the 
summit. We shared a beautiful vista 
spanning our put-in at Attean Landing 

as well as the corner of Holeb Pond, and 
traced the outline of the Moose River. 
After a snack, we returned to camp to 
break down and pack up. 

Around midmorning, we set out for 
Attean Landing to rendezvous with North 
Harrington and obtain vehicles for our 
return. During this paddle, we had strong 
tailwinds allowing us to introduce our 
campers to the practice of sailing canoes. 
We shot across the lake and made it to the 
landing with hours to spare. After a brief 
visit with North Harrington, we piled 
into the van and set out for Adventure 
Bound, our campsite for our Kennebec 
whitewater rafting. We had an awesome 
afternoon playing world cup soccer at 
the campsite. After a dinner of chili and 
rice, we went to bed excited for rafting 
on the 4th of July.
July 4th

Getting up early, we were all thrilled to 
hit some big rapids on the Kennebec. After 
getting a safety briefing from our guides, 
we were on the river as soon as the dam 
opened. The upper set of rapids on the 
Kennebec is non-stop with massive wave 
trains and holes scattered throughout the 
first 4 miles of paddling. The river also 
features Swimmer’s Rapid, a whitewater 
set where rafters are permitted to swim. 
We had an awesome time on these rapids 
and enjoyed reliving the details of the 
morning during the delicious lunch. 

After the paddle we had a relaxing 
afternoon paddling the rest of the river 
before returning to Adventure Bound. 
After watching our hilarious rafting 
video, we piled into the van and returned 
smoothly to Camp Kieve.

 Grahambo Abbey, HBC

North Harrington – 
Tumbledown Mountain

North Harrington’s primer trip is spent 
hiking several mountains in western 
Maine, most notably Tumbledown 
Mountain. The trip is a short two nights 
and three days, where the boys are able 
to readjust to life in the woods, after a 
long school year indoors. Tumbledown 
Mountain is �,0�4 feet high. Although 
it is not the highest mountain in the 
region, it is by far the most interesting. 
It features include the beautiful Crater 
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Pond just below its summit, an epic view 
of Coos Canyon, and several 700 ft. cliffs. 
Tumbledown is surrounded by numerous 
prominent peaks such as, Blueberry 
Mountain, and Mt. Blue, which we also 
explore. 
June 26th – And We’re Off 

Knocking the rust off from the long 
hibernation the school year brings, we 
finished sealing our river duffels with a 
hesitant wave of eagerness. We headed 
into Pasquaney to enjoy the first Sunday 
of the session. Flying pancakes and 
upbeat music greeted us as we sat down 
for our last meal in camp. “The boys of 
North Harrington are off to discover the 
elusive double moose!” Junior Counselor 
Matt Frater announces, The camp erupts 
into a synchronized “peace and a bowl of 
hair grease” chant as the boys take their 
exit. After a late start, the boys load box 
trailers and pile into the van. 

After a three-hour drive around 
mountains and over lakes, we arrive at 
our destination, few miles away from 
the Tumbledown trail head. As our van 
pulled into the Weld campground, we 
made the easy decision to spend a couple 
nights down at the Northern campsite. 
Nothing against the others, but when you 
have the opportunity to snag a site with a 
lean-to and the outhouse has a lake view, 
you take it. 

After carrying our gear down to the 
site, we found the nature lodge. The boys 
looked around the exhibits for a little 
while and had the pleasure of witnessing 
a cannibalistic bullfrog feast on a smaller 
frog delivered by a shocked girl sharing 
the space. After wandering around 
aimlessly for a half hour, we finally 
settled in, erecting hammock city, a task 
some would argue more important than 
setting up tents. For dinner we cooked 
up cheesesteaks; the boys devoured 
them. After our tutorial on proper dish 
sanitation methods, the boys set out to 
explore the campground, where A.J. 
Michalski caught a fish and several frogs, 
which we later fed to the bullfrog. Boys 
will be boys. Anxious to know what the 
rest of days held, we went over our maps 
and literature for the journey ahead. 
After a fire and some s’mores, we settled 
down for the night and rested well in our 

comfy tents, as the bullfrogs sang us to 
sleep. 
June 27th – Tumbledown, Ho!

The next day, with bacon, egg and 
cheeses in our stomachs, we headed to 
Tumbledown Mountain. We were fired 
up to get on the trail and Weld is a launch 
point for treks up Tumbledown. The 
ride to this �,0�4-foot goliath is quite an 
experience. It’s mountain views and dusty 
roads the whole way – dusty, bumpy, dirt 
roads. Our driver Uncle Jack Kenyon was 
on a mission to get the boys safely to the 
trailhead as, he launched over berms and 
around corners, occasionally stopping 
because camper Andrew Naber wanted to 
ensure proper safety regulations and test 
our vigilance as he constantly adjusted 
his seatbelt. Fifteen minutes later we 
pulled up to the Tumbledown Mountain 
trailhead. We couldn’t decide if this 
was a very small parking lot or a large 
trailhead. We discovered the hard way it 
was a very small parking lot, starting up 
what was the wrong way. After realizing 
our mistake, we regrouped and made our 
way up the mountain.

Tumbledown is one of the most famous 
mountains in western Maine, especially 
within wilderness camp circles. 
Infamous may be a better way to describe 
this daunting giant. Imagine a root and 
rock infested spire with routes so steep 
they might require ropes. At our first 
stop up the vertical trail, we encountered 
a group of girls from a British camp, not 
sure what they were doing in Maine. 
Anyway, our friend Finn and the rest 
of his Goldfish posy gave the brothers 
Zander and Andrew DeLuca, Billy 
Marin, Nick Marshall, Ryan Howard, and 
Frazier Dougherty the energy to sprint 
up the trail while the rest of the pack, 
comprised of myself, Coop Warrington, 
Myles Anderson, Owen Brown, A.J. 
Michalski, held down the back with 
a leisurely pace. Vedant Kiyawat and 
Andrew Naber kept consistent in the 
middle. Actually, compared to Junior 
Counselor Will Kaback, the rest of us 
could be considered lightweights, as he 
still clearly possessed the endurance 
only received with completing the Maine 
Trails trip several summers prior. We kept 
moving up the mountain encountering 
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more camps along the way, right is polite! 
Most of our trip notes indicated that the 
Brook Trail linking us to the summit 
would cross over a pond at the summit.

This was great news as we reached 
the top, taking pictures at the supposed 
peak. At the top, the boys swam in the 
pond before enjoying rocket fuel. At the 
summit we ran into a group that kindly 
notified us that we had in fact been short 
of the summit, making us question the 
accuracy of our trip notes yet again. 
We continued along the steep trail and 
crested at a rocky area where the tree line 
cleared. The area was beautiful as the 
view gave way to meadows and the lake 
we had called home the last night. Before 
long, we were at the northern edge of 
Tumbledown. These picturesque views 
really begged for some exploration. As 
the boys ran from each side of the peak 
taking in each view. 

Our descent was swift as the boys 
jumped down the steep trail, no breaks 
needed. At the bottom of the mountain, 
we marveled in our accomplishments by 
spoiling ourselves with Chex mix and 
rice krispy treats. We were impressed by 
the fitness of the boys as we completed 
the hike with the little adversity, a great 
indication of awesome trips to come. 
June 28th – Isn’t This Hike for Grandmas?

With our time amongst the mountains 
drawing to an end, we decided to cap 
off our primer by taking on Mt. Blue. 
Our briefing ensured us this hike would 
be quick and painless as it was a mere 
�.� miles to the summit, the sign said 
you could bring your grandmother up 
it. Foolishly the boys started up the 
mountain with a fierce vengeance. In 
full sprint, the entire cabin ascended 
upon the tricky rock. It wasn’t until half 
way up where we discovered our gung-
ho mentality may have been a little too 
send it… Alas, we, being the men of 
North Harrington, didn’t let the incline 
get the best of us, as we completed the 
mountain in a mere two hours. After all, 
we completed the Moose River in a day, 
but that’s another story…
Primed and Ready for the Next Challenge 

After returning to camp, the cabin broke 
up into groups dedicated to cleaning 
gear, setting up tents, and organizing 
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dishware. The boys displayed a rigorous 
work ethic. As the cleaning concluded 
the now men of North Harrington 
returned to life in camp, ready to take on 
all the Moose River had to offer.

 James Reimer, HBC

North Harrington - Moose River 
North Harrington’s Moose River trip is 

spent canoeing the Jackman-Moose River 
waterways. Along the waterway, the 
boys encounter Attean Pond, the Moose 
River, and Holeb Pond. The trip requires 
two portages, a �.��-mile portage which 
connects Attean and Holeb Pond and a 
�-mile portage over the amazing Holeb 
Falls. The Moose trip spans six nights 
and seven days, this week-long canoe 
trip provides the boys with an excellent 
taste of the remote wilderness, wildlife, 
and true adventure. The trip concludes 
with a �.� mile hike up Sally Mountain 
where one can revel in the glory of 
finishing the Moose as the entire route 
of the journey is visible. As an added 
bonus, the boys are treated to an unreal 
guided whitewater rafting experience 
down Maine’s stunning Kennebec River. 
This trip provides the boys with the 
essentials they use on their bigger trips, 
giving them an upper edge on the rivers 
to come.  
July 3rd – And We’re Off

With only a week spent in camp, 
the young men of North Harrington 
have little time to adjust to the daily 
grind before they’re off on the next 
adventure. Seven days out in the woods 
is a daunting challenge to most; however, 
these thirteen brave souls have spared 
no worry about such things. They’re 
focused on one day, the second day of 
the trip, known by campers as “Mighty 
Moose Portage” a hallowed �.��-mile 
trek through deep woods, marsh, and 
a �00-yard stretch of train tracks. This 
obstacle course has no time for thoughts 
of days to come as it demands one’s full 
strength and concentration. Immersed in 
the shear rawness of this prospect, the 
boys start their day at Kieve devouring 
pancakes before loading into the van. 

After a three and a half hour drive the 
boys arrive at Attean Landing where they 
reconnect with the lads of North Harris, 
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who are fresh from their trip down the 
Moose. As we unload gear, the boys 
exchange war stories of the portage and 
other obstacles for all the news about 
what’s been going on in camp. The boys 
of North Harris fade out, leaving us boats 
and a few other pieces of gear. Boats are 
loaded with provisions for the coming 
days, life-vests are buckled, and canoes 
are mounted. 

The initial paddle is smooth, we coast 
down a boggy river bed and out into a 
channel. To the left lies Attean Pond, 
to the right a flowing river. In a bone-
headed decision, HBC James decides to 
take the river route. A choice he would 
come to regret. After a short way, campers 
Andrew DeLuca and A.J. Michalski 
grow increasingly more skeptical of the 
navigational call which soon results 
in a rechecking of the map and a very 
embarrassed HBC. 

With new coordinates and some wind 
out of our sails, we begin back up the river 
toward Attean Pond. On the great pond, 
which is more of a massive lake, the boys 
are confronted by huge gusts of head 
wind. This unexpected challenge proves 
most devastating for the crew. Boats are 
blown in each direction. Campers Coop 
Warrington and Nick Marshall are blown 
in circles while Myles Anderson and 
Andrew Naber struggle to keep course. 
This is a truly humbling experience as 
the head winds result in counselor Will 
Kaback and camper Zander DeLuca’s 
boat capsizing. An early wakeup for the 
adventure ahead. 

After gaining our composure the eight 
canoes venture face on into the squalls. 
Bold or ignorant we were positive the 
winds subsiding would take all our 
challenges with it. How wrong we 
were. After paddling along the shore for 
several miles, we continued to encounter 
campsites filled with fair weather 
campers enjoying the country’s great 
Independence weekend on the lake. 

After maneuvering across the entire 
lake, something promising lays in 
the distance. Yes! An open campsite, 
camper’s cheer is quickly extinguished 
by gloomy clouds and monsoon force 
winds. JC Matt Frater and I lead a group 
of two boats, paddled by Nick Marshall, 

Frazier Dougherty, Coop Warrington, 
Andrew Naber, and Vedant Kiyawat, 
while the wind separates us from the 
others. The waves have picked up 
and tension grows high as the reality 
of capsizing in the middle of the lake 
becomes prevalent. The campers will to 
stay dry and grit allows them to safely 
paddle to an island while we wait for the 
storm to pass. Soon we are greeted by a 
full rainbow that spans the entirety of the 
lake, a relief. Will Kaback, accompanied 
by campers Billy Kitchel, Andrew 
DeLuca, Billy Marin, Ryan Howard, and 
Myles Anderson, Owen Brown, and A.J. 
Michalski, takes the longer route around 
the lake to meet Wavus on a campsite. 
The cabin reconvenes at the campsite a 
few minutes later.

A long day like that can only be 
rewarded with one meal, double downs. 
We enjoy the girls’ company and soon 
find our way to tents to prepare for the 
portage ahead. 
July 4th – There Lies the Mighty Moose 
Portage 

A quick paddle away lies a sandy 
beach, above that a deep cove which 
conceals the trail of tears. Storming 
the beach like D-Day, the men of North 
Harrington consolidate gear and unload 
canoes with tenacity. Strictly business, 
quickly campers pair up Owen Brown 
and Myles Anderson take the eighty-
pound cooler. A.J. and Ryan head one 
canoe, as Nick Marshall, Billy Kitchel, 
and Billy Marin head another. After an 
epic Bomb the Le-Le, the boys are off. 
The day is long, but anything worth 
doing is worth over doing. 

After five hours and countless trips 
back and forth, all gear is accounted 
for. The boys, proud of their epic feat, 
settle down with cheesesteaks in one of 
the most epic campsite of the trip. Red 
skies make for a hopeful group of weary 
campers.
July 5th – Is This the River? 

No rest for the weary they say. A �:�0 
wake-up assures against nasty headwinds. 
With the sun at our backs we began our 
paddle towards Moosehead River. Islands 
and cliffs surround the lake on each side. 
The head of the Moose River is allusive, 
as it is guarded by dams, foliage, and the 
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exhaustion that follows such a portage. 
After an extensive search of the area, 
the group is welcomed by an old train 
bridge; let the river section begin. Miles 
of stagnant water greet the boys of North 
Harrington, each passing campsite brings 
an air of relief to the boys. After several 
hours of paddling, the sun high in the air, 
we agree on stopping at our next big site, 
Spencer Rips. 

Spencer Rips proved to be lower than 
expected, several boats flipped, not the 
best start. After Spencer, Mosquito Rips 
are next, again claiming several canoes. 
The boys need to work on not grabbing 
the gunnel. We press on to Holeb Falls, a 
completely disorienting part of the river. 
Holeb Falls is located amongst stacked 
tree limbs and a muddy bank. A very 
small, portage sign provided us with 
an indication that we were in the right 
spot. Wans, tents and coolers are brought 
over while we opt to save canoes for the 
following morning. 

Holeb Falls is the best place to swim 
on the Moose River, practically a natural 
waterslide. The boys took turns fighting 
the current’s push before being dragged 
by the water’s force. This campsite 
proved to be the busiest yet, as we split it 
with a group of endurance paddlers and 
one solo kayaker. That night was spent 
swimming, fishing, and eating. What 
more could one ask for. 

Our next morning on the river was 
brief: a quick paddle opened up to Attean 
Falls, the best set of swift water on the 
trip. Each boat took turns sending it down 
the rapid with ease, a first for the cabin, 
all dry boats. With the day coming to a 
close we reached Attean Pond again, the 
group, so fired up by the falls, decided to 
carry on and paddle the entire section, 
incredible Kieve Style. 

As we reached our final campsite, we 
went to bed, knowing all our hard work 
had paid off, and the boys would finally 
be graced by a well-earned rest day.
July 6th – Attean Pond Zs

The majority of the day was spent 
inside tents with a brief hiatus spent 
between spells of rain. Our good weather 
fortune had worn off, thunder and 
downpour reminded us of how lucky 
we were. The day was spent reading, 

playing some games, and catching up 
on reading, no one complained… As 
the rain subsided, the boys took turns 
cooking and gathering wood. All and all 
a great day of relaxation and reflection of 
how far we’d come. 
July 7th – Sally Mountain

The view from the top of Sally Mountain 
was filled with fog; however, this did not 
damper the spirt of North Harrington. 
After a quick vertical hike, the boys 
were able to view half their journey. Our 
time at the top was short lived as the fog 
rolled in. The only thing we could notice 
was the blisters on our hands. After our 
descent we underwent a long paddle to 
the trip’s take-out point where we met 
Bob Linker, who transported us to the 
rafting lodge, talk about luxury.
July 8th – Magic Falls! Again! 

The cabin once eager to participate in 
challenges was now met with a section 
of their trip completely unlike anything 
they had seen before. They had endured 
portages, rapids, and head winds, 
yet whitewater was the last frontier. 
Whitewater, we loaded our rafts and 
began the awesome descent through 
the Kennebec’s many turns and waves. 
Coming up on Magic Falls the boys felt 
confident on their ability to efficiently 
paddle through the rapid. “That was 
nothing!” Andrew Naber shouted. The 
rafting experience proved to be a great 
time which the boys will take with 
them. 
July 9th – Conclusion

A stop to Big G’s concluded our trip, 
what a better way to end. Qual Thursday 
was dominated by NHG, a unit like this 
is rare. Keep your eyes peeled, these boys 
are coming for you, BANK!

 James Reimer, HBC

Bank I – Bigelow Mountain, 
Katahdin Woods & Waters,
East Branch Penobscot River
June 29th

Leaving camp excited and fueled 
up, the men of Bank I set out for our 
�0-day expedition into the wild Maine 
wilderness. Our first stop would be the 
Mt. Bigelow preserve at a campsite on 
the picturesque Flagstaff Lake. When we 
arrived, the sky was looking ominous and 
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it was clear we were about to get socked 
with a thunder storm. So, worried that 
we would be rained on without having 
all gear set and ready, counselor Ben 
initiated “Army Mode” for the cabin 
and we crushed the set-up just in time 
for when the storm hit. After about an 
hour the storm had passed and we began 
cooking our bacon cheeseburger dinner. 
After dinner we settled in for a relaxed 
night before our big hike the next day. 
June 30th

Waking up bright-eyed and bushy-
tailed, the boys were ready for their big 
ascent up Mt. Bigelow. After taking a 
quick detour, we found the correct trail 
and began our climb of the towering 
mountain. We were in no rush, so we 
took our time with the hike. We enjoyed 
the woods and the house-sized boulders 
placed on the slopes by mighty glaciers 
years ago. Charlie, James, and Con led 
the pack all the way up and rarely got 
tired. Having reached the summit, we 
saw an unbelievable view that stretched 
for miles. The weather was perfect so 
we decided to stay at the top for some 
time and have lunch. Accompanying us 
to the top were the Stars and Stripes as 
well as the Kieve flag carried by Grady 
and Henry, respectively. We made a brisk 
descent down and were surprised to see a 
Wavus group in our campsite. It was fun 
having them there as Benny had a sister 
in the cabin. Later on we went for a swim 
and had a great evening with Wavus. 
July 1st

After waking up fairly early, it was 
time to pack up our gear and head out 
for our next section of the trip: mountain 
biking. We left our beautiful campsite on 
Flagstaff Lake and hit the road for The 
Katahdin Woods and Waters Park. It was 
a long day in the car but we finally arrived 
at the Lunksoos campsite. Once arrived, 
we set up our gear and hung out. Not 
long after being there, Alexander caught 
a giant pickerel. It was a good day.
July 2nd

Waking up early, we ate and packed 
up for our first day of mountain biking 
led by our sweet guide, Joe. After a 
short drive to our biking area, we hit the 
trail. The boys had a great time ripping 
down hills and battling back up all the 

way to our destination of Oren Falls. 
We stayed there for a while, had lunch 
and then were taught about how rivers 
work. Joe explained all about hydraulics, 
downstream “V’s”, and eddies. 

After our little lesson we played in 
the water for a while and then were 
challenged to a PBR (person boat race) 
by Joe and to make the boat out of only 
things you can find in the woods. We 
launched them down the rapids and 
unfortunately the river got the best of 
them and none made it down in one 
piece. After relaxing for a while longer 
we decided to head out and bike back to 
the campsite. We were happy to see Bank 
II when we arrived back at Lunksoos and 
had a great time with them for the rest of 
the night. 
July 3rd

On our second day of biking we woke at 
a reasonable hour and set out for another 
great day on the road. Our mission was 
to find a crashed Cold-War-Era jet in 
the woods. This trip turned out to be a 
bit harder than the previous day, as the 
entire first section was uphill. Regardless 
though, the boys crushed it. Around 
noon we paused for a hearty lunch break 
of pep and cheese and then resumed to 
find the right place to be searching for the 
plane. Joe taught us how to grid search 
while looking for the jet that ultimately 
was unsuccessful. 

However, while in the woods we 
played a few games of camouflage, a 
game where everyone hides except for 
one person in the middle of an area and 
all the “hiders” attempt to tag the lone 
person without being seen. It was a lot 
of fun. We hiked out of the woods and 
hopped back on our bikes to send it back 
to camp. We got back and had a great 
dinner and chill night. 
July 4th

The Fourth of July found us waking 
up early and packing up camp quick so 
that we could make it to our resupply on 
time. We stuffed the trailer and headed 
out of The Katahdin Woods and Waters 
Park on our way to Medway. There, 
we met Director Reid and Bank II and 
proceeded to be resupplied with all our 
food and canoes that we needed for the 
next portion of the trip. 
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From there, we were driven to Grand 
Lake Matagamon to begin paddling. We 
unloaded and said goodbye to Reid as 
we pushed off into the lake. About a mile 
into the paddle, we did a quick portage 
around a small dam and continued on 
our way down the river to the Matagamon 
Campground where we would camp for 
the night. We enjoyed the rest of the 4th 
with Long Voyage I and celebrated Alex 
McCall’s birthday. 
July 5th

Excited to hit the river, we woke and 
packed up quickly. After paddling for 
a while we hit our first portage called 
Haskell Rock. Upon completion, we 
hit the river again and shortly after hit 
our second portage at Pond Pitch. We 
crushed that fairly quickly and headed 
to our last portage of the day at Grand 
Pitch, where we would also camp for the 
night. Once we reached Grand Pitch, we 
portaged the canoes and hung out for the 
rest of the day. Looking for something to 
do, we jumped into a frothy eddy next 
to the powerful waterfall. The rest of our 
day was very relaxing and we had a great 
time at the campsite. 
July 6th

On the sixth we had one our biggest 
days on trip so we woke up early, packed 
up and portaged the rest of our gear 
down to our boats. We were in the water 
only a short time until we hit the longest 
portage of the trip, The Hauling Machine. 
At the portage, we switched on Army 
Mode again and crushed the carry. We 
completed it in just under two hours and 
were so relieved when we had finished. 

We loaded up the boats again and sent it 
down the river. The boys had a great time 
with the small rapids and then Bowlin 
Falls. The rest of the paddle that day was 
more of a float and Alexander caught 
6 fish, only to be beaten by counselor 
Greg’s astonishing �� fish. Looking at 
the time and knowing that our next day 
was only � miles, we decided to push for 
the next day. We reached it and hung out 
for the rest of the night with Bank II who 
was also there. 
July 7th

Grounded by a relentless rain storm, 
we had a late sleep in and a slow 
morning. Around mid-day Sue from the 

Lunksoos Camps gave us a great talk 
about the Katahdin Woods and Waters 
Park and its goal to become a National 
Park in the near future. We were also 
treated to fresh baked molasses cookies. 
Unfortunately, the rain continued for 
the rest of the day and we were not able 
to do too much outside. The boys took 
it in stride and were happy to chill in 
their tents napping, reading, and playing 
cards. 
July 8th

Waking up early for our ��-mile day, 
we packed up our wet gear and loaded 
the boats. Thankfully, the rain had 
stopped by now and had actually raised 
the river significantly since the previous 
day. This meant that the rapids we would 
hit would be much higher and more fun. 
We started out by hitting Whetstone 
Falls after having scouted it first to find 
the best line. Whetstone was followed by 
a couple other sets of good rapids that 
we luckily had no one flip on. The river 
calmed down for a while before we came 
upon the mighty Grindstone Rapids. 

We pulled off before them and had 
a quick lunch/scout session to scope 
out the river. After deciding we were 
confident in our lines and where to go 
in the river we sent it. We had a �00% 
no flip rate on the first set of Grindstone 
but that did not last for the second set. 
After having all but two boats through 
the rapid, James and Charlie’s boat hit 
a rock and flipped over before really 
entering the rapid. They floated down 
a bit with their gear and boat to where 
a giant rock in the middle of the river 
pinned the boat and their gear. They 
climbed up on the rock and waited for 
rescue. Greg was quick on the scene and 
shortly followed by Ben. They were all 
fine and were helped off the rock by the 
counselors. Unfortunately, the boat was 
pinned so well that it was unable to be 
saved so we took the gear and put the 
rescued guys in other boats. Not much 
further after the second rapid did we 
reach our final campsite at Pine Grove. 
We had a relaxing night after our ��-mile 
day with a roaring fire. 
July 9th

On our final day we woke up early and 
packed up. We loaded the boats and set 
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out on our quick paddle to our take-out 
spot at Medway. There were a couple of 
little rapids throughout the few miles but 
they proved to be no problem for us. We 
reached the take-out and congratulated 
each other on a successful trip. Our 
driver showed up, we loaded up and 
headed home, but not without a quick 
lunch stop at Chipotle!

 Ben Wheeler, HBC

Bank II – Bigelow Mountain, 
Katahdin Woods & Waters, 
East Branch Penobscot River
June 29th 

The boys of Bank II woke this morning 
excited to begin our ��-day trip in the 
Maine wilderness. After having breakfast 
in camp and saying our goodbyes, we 
loading into the orange bus and began our 
drive towards Matagamon. We stopped 
at Walmart in Newport on our way for 
some extra supplies and had a lunch of 
cold cuts in the parking lot. Due to the 
rainy weather and getting to Matagamon 
slightly later than planned, Reid dropped 
us off at our campsite around 4:�0 p.m. 
and we set up our tents. The weather 
started to clear after our wonderful 
dinner of Philly cheesesteaks, so we 
got some firewood and started a nice 
campfire. By the time the sun set the sky 
was clear which granted us a great night 
for stargazing. The boys of Bank II went 
to bed eager for the next day’s adventures 
and ready to face its challenges.
June 30th 

Today we woke up and had a quick 
breakfast of bagels and cream cheese, 
wanting to get on the water quickly, 
knowing we had a big day ahead of us. 
We were on the water by 8:�0 a.m. and 
even though it was a little cloudy and 
overcast, we didn’t let that dampen our 
spirits. Shortly into our paddle a couple 
of the boys spotted a pair of bald eagles 
flying above the river. 

Today we had our first real rapid on 
the river, Stair Falls. We pulled over at 
the campsite just above the rapids and 
used the portage trail next to the river 
to scout our best route down the rapids. 
After talking awhile about how to read a 
river, what to do if you can’t avoid rocks 
and other obstacles, and selecting our 

routes, the boys walked back up to the 
boats, excited to head down river. The 
boys did a wonderful job with no flips 
or pins, and only a couple boats getting 
briefly tied up on some rocks. Not long 
after Stair Falls we came to the first of our 
� ½ portages of the day, Haskell Rock. 

Without complaint the boys picked up 
their gear and canoes and we set off down 
the trail, determined to complete all the 
portages efficiently. About half the cabin 
used this time to attempt to solo carry one 
of the canoes, a few more tried at our next 
portage around Pond Pitch. Most who 
attempted to solo were successful, and 
we even had a few campers who soloed 
every portage. Shortly after Pond Pitch 
was our last portage of the day and also 
our campsite at Grand Pitch. The group 
gear was brought to the campsite while 
we portaged the canoes to the end of the 
trail and we were settled in by �:�0 p.m. 
Some boys went to swim at the bottom 
of the falls after dinner, and when they 
came back, we celebrated Alex Naber’s 
birthday with some brownies that were 
made for us. Afterwards we all headed 
to our tents to get a well earned night’s 
rest.
July 1st

Another quick breakfast this morning 
because not only did we have �½ 
portages today, we also had a lot of 
distance to cover on the river after. Tents 
were quickly broken down and group 
gear brought to the canoes so we could 
load them and be on our way. Less than 
a mile down river we came to the last 
of our portages, the infamous Hulling 
Machine. The boys of Bank II, however, 
were not easily intimidated, and set off to 
conquer the last portage of our trip. Just 
about � hours later we had finished, with 
Alex M, Will, and Cam having soloed all 
4 portages. 

Shortly after the portage we came 
across Bowlin Falls, a short but fun 
rapid that we made it through with little 
difficulty and no problems. Just past 
the falls and Bowlin Camps, we pulled 
off on a sandbar and spent some time 
swimming in the river and enjoyed the 
beautiful sunshine. After our break 
we hopped back into our canoes and 
enjoyed a sunny day’s paddle down the 
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river, through one of my favorite spots 
in Maine, and ended at our campsite Big 
Seboeis for the night.
July 2nd

Since the day’s paddle was a short one, 
and we had some big rain storms overnight 
and into the morning, we decided to 
have a sleep in this morning. When the 
rain had stopped, we made a nice hot 
breakfast of breakfast sandwiches. 

After breakfast we broke down camp 
and made our short �-mile paddle down 
river where we had a surprise waiting for 
us at our campsite in the form of Bank I. 
The campsite they were supposed to be 
staying at was occupied by another group 
so we shared a site for the night. The boys 
enjoyed seeing some familiar faces and 
spent afternoon into the evening chatting 
and running around. 

It was an early night for the boys of Bank 
II, however, since we had our biggest day 
of the trip coming up the next day. �� 
miles of paddling including some sweet 
rapids to conclude our river portion of 
our trip. Sleep wasn’t easy for us to find, 
however, with the excitement levels so 
high. Eventually the boys drifted off to 
sleep and got some rest for the next day’s 
adventures.
July 3rd

Today was the big day. �� miles of river 
with some major rapids in it promised to 
make things exciting for us. It was also 
Will Scott and my birthday. A quick 
breakfast of cereal bars and we were off 
and running. A few miles down river 
we ran into a first big rapid of the day, 
Whetstone Falls. We pulled off to the 
side of the river so we could do a quick 
scout and the boys picked their routes. 
After an exciting run we pulled off again 
so we could take a group picture with the 
falls behind us, then carried on our way 
for the next �0 miles before Grindstone. 
The sun was out and shining all day and 
spirits were high. We sang songs and had 
many conversations as we paddled along 
the East Branch of the Penobscot. 

When we rounded a bend in the river 
and saw an old train bridge in front of 
us, we knew that Grindstone was just 
up ahead. We stopped at the parking 
area for a well deserved lunch of Rocket 
Fuel and discussed our plans for running 

this mighty rapid. The water may have 
been lower than usual but that didn’t 
make things any easier. We discussed 
where the boats were to “eddy out” after 
each section, set up proper safety boats 
and throw ropes, then sent it down 
Grindstone. The water was moving fast 
so it was a lot of fun and even though one 
boat flipped,we had taken all the proper 
precautions beforehand so it was more 
exciting than scary or dangerous for 
those involved. When we finally finished 
all the sections of Grindstone and the 
few remaining rips in the river, we had 
a nice casual paddle to our campsite at 
Pinegrove and brought our river portion 
of the trip just about to a close.
July 4th 

Today was the last day we had on the 
river as we had a leisurely �+mile paddle 
to Medway where our resupply/transfer 
was. After giving Bank I our canoes 
and taking their van, we set off for our 
next phase of the trip. After stopping 
at Hannaford for some supplies, we 
surprised the boys with pizza to celebrate 
all the birthdays we had on trip. 

After devouring many large pizzas, 
we drove to our campsite for the next � 
nights at Lunksoos. We managed to set 
up our tents as a small rain shower came 
through and were able to keep ourselves 
and the gear dry. When we were all set up, 
we drove to a beautiful scenic overlook 
of Katahdin where we cooked dinner and 
watched the sunset. On our drive back to 
the campsite, we even got to see a moose 
in the road. It was fairly late by the time 
we got back and we were all pretty tired, 
so we went to sleep excited for the next 
day’s mountain biking.
July 5th 

We were greeted bright and early this 
morning by our guide Joe. He played a 
get to know you game with the cabin 
in the form of a rock skipping contest. 
Alex M won with �7 skips from a single 
rock. Afterwards we loaded into the van 
and followed Joe to where we would be 
biking for the day. 

When we got to the trailhead Joe spent 
time talking about the bikes, how they 
worked, and how to ride effectively 
as a group. We were supposed to ride 
the trail for about 4 miles to Barnard 
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July 7th
Today was a rather uneventful day 

as we spent the day driving from our 
campsite at Lunksoos to Round Barn 
in the Bigelow Preserve. We once again 
stopped at Walmart for some supplies 
and fueled up at a nearby gas station as 
we carried on our way. Just as we were 
arriving at our campsite, a short but very 
heavy rain came in as we were setting up 
our tents. We worked together, holding 
the kitchen tarp over each tent as we set 
up to ensure things stayed dry. When 
the storm had passed we came out of 
our tents to make dinner and talk about 
the previous days on our trip before 
a relatively early bed time. Bigelow 
promised to be a challenging but fun 
day.
July 8th

Today was the most physically 
challenging, but also one of the most 
rewarding, days of our trip. We left our 
campsite at 9:�0 as we began our 4-mile 
hike to the top of Avery Peak on Mount 
Bigelow. There were lots of conversations 
as we hiked which helped to distract us 
from the fatigue and at one point we 
even saw a baby osprey jumping around 
the side of the trail. After getting a few 
quick pictures we left the bird alone, 
not wanting to upset it or its parents 
that were surely close by. The sun was 
not out as we hiked, which was nice as 
it kept us from getting too hot. It wasn’t 
nice however when, � hours after leaving 
our campsite, we reached Avery Peak and 
our view was obstructed by clouds. 

We had a quick lunch of PB&Js and 
SB&Js on top of the mountain, then 
turned around and began our descent. 
After reaching the bottom we put on our 
bathing suits and jumped in the van, 
where we drove to Cathedral Pines public 
beach area to go tubbing after our sweaty 
hike. Upon returning to our campsite, 
things broke into an all out “finger-knife 
war” where Bill and I each had half 
the cabin as a team and we roamed the 
woods hunting the other team. After two 
rounds of this incredibly entertaining 
game, each team had won a round and 
we decided to leave it as a tie. When it 
started to get dark, we showed the boys 
an experiment that gave them partial 

Mountain, which we would then hike 
but unfortunately Kieran had an accident 
with his bike. While Kieran appeared to 
be ok, other than some cuts, scrapes and 
bruises, Joe and I agreed it would be best 
to get him checked out so we wouldn’t 
have anything to worry about. 

While Joe and Bill took Kieran to 
Millinocket, the rest of us hiked to a 
lean-to for lunch, then we spent the 
afternoon swimming at Whetstone Falls, 
the same rapid we ran a few days earlier. 
Later that night, after a nice dinner, Joe, 
Bill, and Kieran returned to the campsite 
and all was well. Kieran, not willing to 
let his accident ruin the trip for him, was 
excited to get back out on the bikes again 
the next day. After discussing our plans 
for the next day, Joe left the campsite and 
we settled in for another beautiful Maine 
night.
July 6th

Today we met Joe on the road and 
headed to a different trail system to bike 
� miles to Orin Falls, a place inaccessible 
by motor vehicle. Along the way we 
stopped a couple times for Joe to teach 
us a bit about the surrounding area. We 
arrived at the falls around �0:�0 a.m. 
When we got there, Joe took time to give 
the boys a hydrology lesson, using rocks 
as a teaching tool. The boys not only 
enjoyed his lesson but got to learn about 
how a river flows, some of the hazards, 
and terminology regarding rivers. 

After the lesson we hopped in the water 
and proceeded to try to swim upstream to 
the base of the falls, pretending we were 
salmon. Almost an hour later we were 
successful and jumped out of the water 
to make some lunch, then packed up and 
hopped back on our bikes. 

On the way back to the van we stopped 
a few more times as Joe talked about how 
to ride on poorly maintained trails, gave 
a foraging lesson, and then had the boys 
just listen to the woods around us for a 
bit. We returned to our campsite where 
we said our farewells to Joe and were later 
surprised yet again by Bank I. Dinner was 
cooked together while some of the boys 
set up a talent show to compete in. Many 
laughs later we went to bed content and 
ready for the final challenge of our trip, 
Mount Bigelow.
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stay for the majority of the trip. Soaking 
up the sun and enjoying the company of 
numerous bald eagles, we reached the 
Mud Pond Portage trailhead around � 
o’clock. 

While preparing ourselves for the 
undisputed king of all Kieve portages 
and the immensely adverse terrain, the 
boys ate some rocket fuel and mentally 
readied themselves. As planned, we 
decided we would take all the canoes 
that afternoon and portage all the group 
and personal gear the very next morning. 
With the first four canoes being soloed 
and the last four being taken by the 
determined partnerships of George 
Mennen and Jack Redfield, Tim O’Brien 
and Jack LaCasse, Emmet McDonnell 
and Jordan Orloff, and Dodge Woloson 
and Bobby Gould who all completed the 
portage in under three hours, no small 
feat. Camper Henry Pohle executed 
an unprecedented accomplishment in 
finishing his canoe in an hour and �� 
minutes, nearly half an hour faster than 
all three of his counselors! After all the 
canoes had been taken, the boys were 
rewarded for their hard work with double 
bacon cheeseburgers and quickly retired 
to the tents shortly thereafter. 
June 28th – Lake Chamberlain

Thrilled at the opportunity to finish 
Mud Pond once and for all, the gentlemen 
of Allagash I enjoyed a sleep in until 
about 7 when we all arose and downed 
some Pop-Tarts before portaging all the 
personal and group gear down to the start 
of the actual Mud Pond body of water. 

After completing the portage in one 
trip, we officially entered the Allagash 
Wilderness Waterway beginning with 
the paddle across Mud Pond. After 
locating the subtle outlet stream, much 
to the chagrin of everyone, lack of rain 
and low water levels forced the boys of 
Gash I to essentially pick up and carry 
the canoes throughout the entirety of 
the stream in order to finally put-in and 
paddle the big bad Lake Chamberlain. 
Thankfully the boys were in high spirits 
after a triumphant end to the Mud Pond 
Portage and saw this as a minor obstacle 
in comparison, allowing them to crush 
the carrying bereft of complaints and low 
morale. 

night vision which we all enjoyed, then 
we headed off to sleep for the last night 
on our fantastic trip.
July 9th 

We woke up after a restless night and 
broke our campsite down quickly, loaded 
the trailer, said goodbye to Bigelow, and 
started heading back towards camp. The 
van ride back was full of laughter, music, 
and stories of a great trip. We stopped 
at Big G’s for lunch on our way back for 
some well-earned sandwiches and took 
our time eating them, savoring each bite. 
Not long after lunch we pulled back into 
camp, unloaded all our gear and began 
cleaning and getting resettled. Overall it 
was a very successful, and memorable 
trip with the fine young men of Bank II. 

 Chris Sanchez, HBC

Allagash I – 
Allagash Wilderness Waterway 
June 26th – Big Island

‘Twas an early wake up call for the 
men of Allagash I, whose collective 
unquenchable thirst to conquer the 
illustrious Allagash Wilderness Waterway 
would finally be filled. After chowing 
down our last Pasquaney meal for two 
weeks, the crew loaded up the canoe 
trailer and orange bus and embarked on 
our six-hour drive to Hannibal’s Crossing. 
Pounds of dust from the Golden Road 
and six hours later, the boys were finally 
ready to hit the ground running. 

After a great lunch of cold cuts we 
started our trip with a nice seven-
mile paddle on the West Branch of the 
Penobscot River to our campsite for the 
night. Upon arrival at our campsite, 
Ouellette’s, we were greeted by the 
jubilant bunch of Long Voyage I, who 
were staying the night a stone’s throw 
away from us at Big Island. After a hearty 
dinner of Philly cheesesteaks, we all hit 
the hay ready for our first full day on the 
Allagash.
June 27th – Mud Pond

Bursting with excitement at the first 
full day and after scarfing down some 
oatmeal, the men of Allagash I were on 
the water before the sun was up. The 
canoe partnership of Jack LaCasse and 
Dodge Woloson sped out towards the 
front of the pack where they managed to 
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Unfortunately Mother Nature decided 
to add another unforeseen twist to 
our day with a thunderstorm hitting 
no less than ten minutes after we had 
started paddling on Chamberlain. After 
deciding to stop at the nearest campsite 
of Mud Brook and setting up camp and 
tents, the rain started to come down and 
did not subside until the next morning. 
Thankfully we all managed to stay dry 
and enjoyed tuna melts for a later lunch 
and Jordan Orloff orchestrated the 
cooking of crunch wraps for dinner to 
put an end to our long and rewarding 
day. In addition, much to the surprise of 
his counselors, Henry Pohle managed to 
start a fire in a torrential downpour. 
June 29th – Gravel Beach

Due to some unforeseen circumstances 
a day before, the boys of Allagash I were 
treated to a breakfast of Pop Tarts on the 
water, as we needed to paddle six miles 
to our Chamberlain Bridge resupply 
by �0 a.m. Like �6 young children on 
Christmas morning, we all paddled 
quickly and effectively through the 
infamous Chamberlain fog and made it 
to the bridge at 9 where we finished the 
rest of the food for the first leg. With a 
red GMC truck as his sleigh, Will Hackett 
showed up and blessed us all with mail, 
some much needed fresh fruit, and a 
cooler stock piled with perfectly frozen 
sodas. Sadly all good things must come 
to an end, and after getting caught up 
with the world beyond Northern Maine 
via the illustrious Bangor Daily News, 
we packed up our canoes and headed 
straight to one of the marquee campsites 
for any Kieve tripper, Gravel Beach. 
After a filling lunch of bacon, egg and 
cheeses and chicken noodle soup, Beau 
Van Aller spotted the likes of Allagash II, 
who would remain with us for the night. 
Despite having a foggy morning, the sun 
cleared and persisted for the majority of 
the afternoon. After some frog catching 
by the cabin’s residential wildman, 
Bobby Gould, the rain came and we all 
retired to our tents for the night after a 
dinner of CBRs. (chicken bacon ranch).
June 30th – Eagle Lake

After a great day prior including a 
much-needed resupply, the men of Gash 
I departed from Gravel Beach amidst an 

immense fog and colder weather. Full of 
cereal bars for breakfast, the boys were 
yearning to complete a larger day in the 
hopes of a shorter one waiting for us 
tomorrow. Like a theme for throughout 
the trip, the day would not end where 
we initially thought it would. Similar 
to the unpredictability of the trip, 
headwinds would be a constant issue we 
would be forced to combat. Bobby Gould 
thankfully helped the rest of the cabin 
with his trademark “check ins,” in which 
Bobby would forcefully insert his paddle 
into the water in search of the bottom and 
then distributing his discovery to the rest 
of the cabin within earshot of his canoe. 

Big bad Eagle Lake proved a tall task, 
but not an insurmountable one as the 
paddle was proven difficult by the winds 
but the boys stood their ground and we 
managed to get into camp around one 
just in time for lunch. Despite not even 
being mentioned in the trip notes as it 
was farther ahead than our intended 
campsite of Farm Island or Priestly 
Point, Pump Handle was received with 
cabinwide approval, no doubt due to its 
awesome �60° view of the massive lake. 

Dinner was orchestrated by Jordan 
Orloff, whose crunch wraps garnered 
enough praise for Emmet McDonnell to 
suggest the counselors transfer cooking 
duties over to Jordan for the remainder of 
the trip. After chowing down the wraps 
we hit the sack in preparation for our 
first July day of the trip.
July 1st - Scofield Point

After what felt like an eternity of a 
sleep-in till around 9, the boys of Gash 
I were treated by the counselors to a 
breakfast of granola and powdered milk 
after feeling refreshed and ready to take 
on the day. A short paddle later and we 
came across a logging bridge where the 
cabin chowed down on some tuna melts 
made by Harris and Bliss. Much to the 
chagrin of Harris, both Bobby and Beau 
Van Aller managed to lose part of their 
lunches, ending up on Harris. 

Not surprisingly, the day was filled 
with headwinds as the boys trudged 
their way up Churchill Lake and to the 
famed Scofield Point campsite. Henry 
Pohle and Tim O’Brien marveled at the 
grandiose campsite and quickly moved 
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to set up their hammocks in prime 
locations overlooking the massive lake. 

For dinner each camper received a 
Kieve staple in a Boboli pizza. Lukas 
Maggos controversially claimed the meal 
to be the best in the entirety of his �4 
years on earth. Quite earth shattering 
stuff as the notion was quickly deemed 
hyperbole until Brooks Bermingham 
chimed in and said best of the trip 
was more adequate. Full of pizza and 
happiness at the coexistence of our cabin 
and Allagash II, who delightfully joined 
us for yet another night on the trip. Before 
bed, ghost stories and a massive campfire 
on the point delighted all and dreams of 
fast moving water and tailwinds filled 
the heads of Gash campers.
July 2nd – Umsaskis Lake

Unfortunately for our neighbors of 
Allagash II, the boys of Gash I were up 
before the sun and out on the water in time 
to paddle through the cool and gloomy 
morning bereft of any directional winds. 
Around 9 a.m. we reached our hallmark 
destination of the famed Churchill Dam 
home of the glorious Chase’s Rapids. 
While two other groups managed to reach 
the dam ahead of us, the cabin took time 
to fill their water bottles at the ranger 
station as well as visit the Churchill Dam 
museum, which just so happened to have 
a picture of a green Old Town canoe with 
a distinct orange K on the bow. George 
Mennen was quick to point out the sweet 
coincidence and managed to share with 
just about everyone in the cabin. 

After finally loading up all of our group 
gear into the ranger’s truck and sending 
it down the rapids, I was shocked to 
see a canoe flip during the very first 
set of rapids. Fortunately no harm, no 
foul as the boat was urgently dragged 
to shore where the water was dumped 
out, continuing our trek down the 
much nice and headwindless Allagash 
River. After stopping for rocket fuel at 
a campsite about five miles down the 
rapids, we made the short paddle into 
Umsaskis Lake, which I remembered, 
for its infamous headwinds when I was 
a camper. 

Sadly for our caboose camper boat of 
Jack Redfield and Brooks Bermingham, 
the infamous headwinds of Umsaskis 

proved all too real as the short sub-� 
mile paddle to our campsite of Ledges 
was a grueling task but done beautifully 
by all with minimal damage. For dinner 
chicken alfredo was mucked and the 
boys enjoyed a pristine red sunset before 
hitting the hay after one of the trip’s 
longest days. 
July 3rd – Long Lake Dam

We woke up at 8 AM with the 
intentions to leave Ledges and beat the 
headwinds on Umsaskis and Long Lake. 
Unfortunately, the winds were already 
whipping, and we decided that they 
were too strong to brave. The boys were 
somewhat relieved with the news as 
they were still sore from the paddle the 
day before. We ate a breakfast of granola 
and powdered milk. After breakfast we 
took some rest time. Bobby and Beau 
made spears and used tree sap to harden 
the tips. The rest of the boys hung out 
sharing stories and making jokes. 

At around �� we saw a lull in the 
winds and decided that we should take 
our chances before the wind picked up 
again. We ate pep and cheese and loaded 
the boats. Just before we shoved off the 
winds picked up slightly, but we decided 
to power through them. We battled our 
way across Umsaskis and made it to the 
ranger station on the north side of the 
lake. We then paddled up Long Lake, 
hugging the west shore where the wind 
was weakest. We stopped at a beach 
opposite of Sam’s Campsite where we 
rested for a bit and ate Rice Krispie treats. 
We skipped some rocks and attempted 
our final push to Long Lake Dam. 

After � more hours of paddling. We got 
off on Long Lake and Harvey Pond and we 
knew that our days of lake paddling were 
behind us. At Long Lake Dam we pulled 
our boats up and set up camp. Three trail 
crewmembers had stayed the past few 
nights at the site and it was immaculate. 
There were new picnic tables, and most 
importantly a clean outhouse. 

We had a dinner of chili and rice and 
before dinner a few boys went fishing 
below the dam. We sat around each 
other and talked about practically every 
movie we had ever seen, before the bugs 
ushered us into our tents. Tim attempted 
to combine two tents so some of the boys 
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could sleep in his so-called “Mega-tent,” 
but the plan failed because of the shape 
of the rain tarps. We fell asleep to the 
sound of the river. A good reminder that 
headwinds would no longer be a problem 
for us. 
July 4th – Pelletier’s Deadwater South

We woke up early and had a breakfast 
of corned beef hash, which was an 
absolute favorite amongst the majority of 
the cabin, Tom Roscoe especially whose 
supposed corned beef hash passion was 
bar none. Once entering Long Lake our 
eyes were set on the finish line in terms of 
finishing lake paddling, a huge milestone 
in the entire trip. Shockingly headwinds 
delayed our progress considerably and 
crosswinds to be exact impeded our swift 
arrival. With our eyes set on camping at 
Allagash Falls, undoubtedly our longest 
and most miles in a day, mostly inspired 
by Tim O’Brien and Dodge Woloson 
whose collective want to camp with 
Wavus on the Fourth of July seemed 
to deem all else irrelevant. Around 
mid afternoon, after finally arriving on 
Allagash River and making significant 
progress up the river, all the while 
doing it in luxury via Gash paddling, we 
finally deciding that our eyes were bigger 
than our muscles and conceded after 
a nevertheless impressive ��-mile day 
to stop at Pelletier’s Deadwater South. 
After a filling dinner of chili con carne 
and rice we retired to our tents, tired and 
ready for a full day of river paddling.
July 5th – Allagash Falls

Thanks to a rare and abnormally long 
sleep in until a whopping 9:�0 a.m. the 
gentlemen of Gash I awoke to the aura of 
breakfast sandwiches, kicking off our first 
full day on the river, or should I say, lazy 
river. Gash paddling was on the menu 
for all canoes as the boys managed to 
incorporate napping during our paddle. 
Henry Pohle had the marvelous idea of 
reading his Stonewall Jackson biography 
while being escorted by his bowman 
Emmet McDonnell. 

Around noon we reached the portage 
trailhead for Allagash Falls and quickly 
portaged our group gear to the campsite 
cell and readied ourselves for the second-
longest portage of our trip. Much to my 
chagrin, as the boys chowed down some 

pep and cheese, I checked the trailhead 
to make sure all the canoes were brought 
up and I found one was m.i.a. Sprinting 
down the portage trail I came to a sudden 
halt as the hair stood up on the back of 
my neck and I saw the canoe empty 
going down the river about twenty yards 
from the waterfall, instinctively I ran 
into the water and waded towards the 
canoe gingerly ushering it back to the 
trailhead. No harm, no foul as the boys 
and especially Lukas Maggos learned an 
important lesson of bringing the canoes 
out of the water. 

Thankfully the portage went 
swimmingly as 7/8 of the canoes were 
soloed with the last being taken by Beau 
and Lukas. For dinner a magnanimous 
pot of Dank was made and chowed down 
by all. Bed followed as the last 48 hours 
of the Allagash Wilderness Waterway 
hung over our heads. 
July 6th – Evelyn’s Field

We once again had a well-deserved 
sleep in and a quick breakfast of cereal 
bars as we prepared to carry our gear 
the rest of the way to the put-in spot 
after Allagash Falls. The weather did 
not look promising but the skies never 
broke and left us dry as we paddled to 
Allagash Village on the river. We decided 
to paddle straight through to the village 
without meandering and Gash paddling. 
The river paddling went by quickly and, 
as soon as we knew, we reached the end 
of the Allagash Wilderness Waterway. 
We pulled off the river to snap a few 
photos. We encountered some shallow 
rapids and before we knew it we started 
passing cabins, and logging trucks were 
flying by us on the road that is adjacent 
to the river. We pulled off at the first 
store we saw to get the campers soda 
and then paddled around the corner to 
Evelyn’s field where we were staying for 
the night. 
July 7th – Pelletier’s Campground

After a snack-filled breakfast of 
absurd quantity, the now men of 
Allagash leisurely made their ways 
over to their canoes and packed up the 
campsite when in a second a torrential 
downpour came down upon our heads 
and wouldn’t subside until the late 
afternoon. Fortunately our paddle down 
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the St. John River was a 9-mile trek down 
to Pelletier’s Campground and our take-
out spot. Despite paddling through a 
consistent rain and a cold bitter day for 
July, the boys kept their heads held high 
while Jack LaCasse and Dodge Woloson 
led the front of the pack along with my 
boat. When we finally ended our paddle 
and made it to the take-out spot, everyone 
rejoiced at being completely done with 
paddling. For lunch we ate grilled cheese 
and tomato soup and everyone warmed 
up and readied themselves for a night of 
pizza and reflection. Around � our driver 
George came with 8 pizza boxes and �6 
sodas for everyone, it was a magnificent 
sight. After tearing apart all the pizza, 
we sat and reflected by the Henry Pohle 
and Brooks Bermingham made fire. Tired 
and happy everyone retired to their tents 
with dreams of Big G’s and pizza in their 
heads.
July 8th – Southover

We woke up at 6:4� eager to get on the 
road. George rolled in at 7 and the trailer 
was ready to go. We quickly got into 
the bus and took off. A few hours in we 
stopped for gas and a bathroom break. 
The next stop was at Big G’s Sandwich 
Shop where we filled their stomachs with 
sandwiches, mac and cheese (courtesy of 
Tim), cinnamon rolls (courtesy of Tom 
and Emmet), soda, and above all else, 
Slushies. We left with full stomachs, in 
some cases too full, and departed with 
only an hour to get back to camp. 

Because Junior Kieve was still in session 
we had to spend one more night out. We 
made our way to Southover, a property 
of Kieve, and were greeted with a fresh 
cooler of burgers, breakfast sandwiches, 
and snacks galore. Thankful for the nice 
weather we cherished our last �4 hours 
with each other in the wilderness. 

 James Stites, HBC

Allagash II – 
Allagash Wilderness Waterway
June 27th – Big Island

After spending the previous night 
preparing for the trip, Allagash II was 
up early in the morning in order to hop 
on the 6 a.m. bus to northern Maine. 
While most of the boys slept, we passed 
through the final signs of civilization 

and entered the Maine wilderness. The 
smooth pavement turned to bumpy 
gravel, and everyone was woken up by 
the passing log trucks. We continued 
down the secluded roadway until we 
reached our put-in location, Hannibal’s 
Crossing. The canoes were brought down 
to the river and the gear was loaded up 
while we watched the bus leave us in the 
dust. Everyone knew the next two weeks 
were going to be tough, but we were all 
mentally and physical prepared for the 
challenge. Logging trucks continued 
to fly by as we ate a quick lunch under 
the bridge, and shortly after, the wildlife 
came out to greet us. A large moose 
wandered out of the woods to enjoy a 
drink from the river, and one of the first 
casts of the trip hooked a good looking 
fish. The trip was officially underway! 

The sun was still high in the sky when 
we pushed our canoes into the West 
Branch of the Penobscot River. The first 
day’s paddle was an easy one. The half 
day of paddling was focused on getting 
into a good rhythm with perfect form until 
we reached our first campsite, Big Island. 
The campsite could not have been better. 
It was in the middle of the river, high up 
on the bank overlooking the water. After 
an hour or two, we saw some familiar 
faces paddling our way, and it was the 
boys of Long Voyage II who stayed at the 
campsite next to us. The remainder of 
the day was relaxing. Some of the boys 
continued to reel in fish while the rest 
of soaked up some sun. Chicken, bacon, 
ranch sandwiches were served around a 
fire for dinner, and when the sun went 
down, we were all ready for bed. 
June 28th- Mud Pond

We rose from our tents as the sunrise lit 
up the sky to start the second day of our 
trip. This was the infamous day that we 
have been hearing about for years, and 
the boys of Gash II couldn’t have been 
more excited. There were two lakes, a 
small portage, and the strenuous Mud 
Pond portage between us and our next 
campsite. Although the original plan 
split this work into two days, everyone 
was determined to exceed expectations 
and complete Mud Pond in one day. 

Just after � a.m., we left the banks of Big 
Island and set off to complete the biggest 
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day of our trip. The two lakes were slow 
moving, but we paddled continuously 
so that we could stay on schedule. The 
connection between lakes is usually 
a small river that winds through the 
marshes. However, in the weeks prior to 
our trip, the area had not received much 
rain, and the river was almost dry. As 
we worked our way through the small 
unexpected portage, some dark storm 
clouds formed overhead. 

Therefore, we hurried across the next 
lake to begin one of the toughest sections 
of all Kieve trips, the Mud Pond portage. 
We all knew that there was a good reason 
why the area was called Mud Pond, but 
we truly learned why when we started 
carrying canoes along the �.� mile long 
mud pit. As if on cue, the dark rain 
clouds drifted over the portage trail and 
drenched us in rain while we slowly 
worked our way along the flooded 
trail. The mud was thick, the rain was 
relentless, and the gear was heavy, but 
after a couple of hours, we were done! 

At our campsite the boys were all tired 
and covered in mud, but we celebrated 
our accomplishment with double 
cheeseburgers and unlimited bacon. We 
were able to crawl into our tents before 
the sun went down, so that everyone 
could get dry clothes on and rest for the 
next day.

Quote of the day: “I feel like Rambo!”-
Paul Sullivan
June 29th – Gravel Beach

On day three, we woke up to the sound 
of rain, so we decided to sleep a little 
longer to avoid the downpour. After the 
extended tent time, everyone enjoyed 
an oatmeal breakfast, and we set off to 
complete the easy day of lake paddling. 
Soreness made the day harder than it 
should have been, but we were mentally 
stronger after completing the tough 
portage the previous day. Although it 
had rained a lot during our trip, it was 
not enough to fill the small connecting 
river between the two lakes in our path. 
Therefore we had another unexpected 
portage along the trickling creek, 
hopping over beaver dams as we went. 
There was a resounding sigh of relief 
as we finished the connecting portage 
from Mud Pond to Chamberlain Lake, 

because we all knew the toughest part of 
our trip was behind us. Once we made it 
to Chamberlain Lake, we could see some 
familiar boats and tents on the shore in 
the distance. As we paddled closer, the 
boys of Allagash I came out of the woods 
and onto the rocky beach to greet us. The 
campsite was one of the best on the trip, 
aptly named Gravel Beach due to the 
beautiful pebbled shore.

We were able to set up our tents in our 
own section of the campsite, and cook 
another delicious meal. Massive burritos 
were on the menu for the night, which 
could not have tasted any better after a 
couple of hard days in the wilderness. The 
remainder of sunlight was spent skipping 
rocks, fishing, and telling stories. At this 
point, everyone was beginning to settle 
down and accept the hardship of life 
in the wilderness. The simple aspects 
of life were cherished, while all of the 
challenges were completed with no 
complaints. 
June 30th – Chamberlain Lake

All of us enjoyed some extra sleep in 
the morning, because we only had a short 
paddle down to Chamberlain Bridge in 
order to meet our resupply driver, Tyler 
Pace. The day began with the relaxed 
paddle down Chamberlain Lake with the 
wind at our backs. Once we arrived to 
the resupply location, a hefty breakfast of 
sausage, bacon, egg, and cheese English 
muffins was served while we waited for 
the Kieve van to appear. After spending 
some time chatting and cleaning up 
breakfast, we saw T. Pace pull up with 
all of the supplies we needed. All of 
the boys received their letters and 
packages, which were filled with all of 
the interesting information that we have 
been missing out on, and some extra 
snacks to share with everyone as well. 

The second half of the day was spent 
paddling back to the Gravel Beach 
campsite through some light headwinds. 
We made it back to the campsite with 
plenty of time to relax and swim on the 
beach. A few hours went by, and we 
saw another familiar crew paddling our 
way. It was the boys of Allagash III who 
were covered in mud and happy to see 
us. The dinner of the night was thick 
cheesesteaks that were devoured around 
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a roaring campfire. The two cabins were 
able to share their best Mud Pond stories 
while they swam and rinsed off the 
remaining dried mud.
July 1st – Scofield Point

Since we experienced some light 
headwinds while returning from our 
resupply the previous day, we decided 
to get an early start in an attempt to 
avoid the midday wind. However, to 
our surprise, the winds had reversed 
direction and were now tailwinds 
that aided us in paddling the length of 
Chamberlain Lake. With the extra help 
from the wind, we were able to set up a 
sail above our canoes, which was more 
fun than effective. Although we did not 
cover much distance with the sail, we 
were ahead of schedule for the day and 
had some time to spend relaxing.

We had heard from the older cabins in 
camp that there were some abandoned 
trains in the woods, so we decided to 
check them out. It ended up being one of 
the best decisions that we made all trip. 
The trains were huge! They were old and 
covered in rust, but had been converted 
into a small tourist spot that was safe 
to explore. The engines were in good 
condition for being from the past century, 
and the boys were able to see how they 
operated during their time. We also spent 
time eating lunch by the locomotives, 
and decided that we wanted to spend 
the rest of the day pushing forward and 
getting ahead of the schedule. 

We were able to relax and slowly paddle 
to the next campsite, Scofield Point, 
which allowed us to spend two days at 
the unbelievable campsite. Allagash I 
was at the campsite when we arrived, so 
we joined them around a big fire and told 
scary stories by the beach. Our cabin ate 
chicken alfredo for dinner, which was 
another great meal that everyone loved. 
July 2nd

Since we decided to work hard and 
push forward to Scofield Point to get 
ahead of the schedule, this was a full day 
of rest. Everyone slept in and listened to 
the sound of light rain on the tents. It was 
an unusually windy day as well. Once 
everyone woke up and the rain stopped, 
it was time to enjoy a nice brunch with 
breakfast burritos and snacks. The lazy 

day was much needed after spending the 
previous five days paddling, so we did 
not do anything but hangout by the fire 
and talk to each other. 

Eventually an older couple paddled up 
to the campsite and set up for the night 
near our tents. The boys were excited to 
ask them about their trip so far, and the 
couple was very impressed when we told 
them how far we had come. We cooked 
some grilled cheeses and tomato soup to 
end our peaceful day. 
July 3rd – Churchill Dam

In the morning we left Scofield Point, 
dealing with some heavy crosswinds 
across Churchill Lake which made the 
beginning of the day not easy. However, 
we escaped the winds for a bit while we 
reached Churchill Dam and paddled the 
first big rapids of Allagash River. We 
stopped at the dam and talked to the 
ranger who showed us a small museum 
filled with old pictures of the area. We 
even found a �9�� picture of a Kieve trip 
paddling in front of the dam. 

Once we made it through the rapids 
with no one flipping their canoe, the 
winds returned and made the second half 
of the day extremely difficult. Although it 
was devastating when we would paddle 
hard and barely make any progress, the 
boys never gave up and were able to 
make it to a beautiful campsite called 
Ledges. The campsite was high up on 
the banks of Long Lake overlooking the 
beautiful lake. We were able to build a 
big campfire once again and enjoy a meal 
of beef stew, bread, and oatmeal.
July 4th – Long Lake

The beginning of the day consisted 
of chanting USA and singing the Star 
Spangled Banner followed by an easy 
paddle through Long Lake. As we were 
paddling, we heard a rustle in the woods 
as a huge moose ran out and jumped in 
the lake right in front of us! The moose 
was on a mission, and managed to swim 
all the way across the lake with ease. 

After we finished Long Lake, we 
relaxed and ate lunch at our campsite 
next to the dam. We went swimming and 
celebrated Independence Day while we 
relaxed at camp. The meal for the night 
was chicken curry, which was cooked 
over the campfire to perfection. The 
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rest of the night consisted of more of the 
usual, enjoying each other’s company, 
and story time.
July 5th – Five Fingers West

We left Long Lake Dam with a great set 
of rapids in front of us. The beginning 
of the day was fun because of the fast 
water along the Allagash River, but the 
rest of the day was spent floating along 
and enjoying the scenery. Everyone 
got excited to see bald eagles make 
appearances in the sky above while we 
cruised along. We were able to hang out 
and connect our boats into a barge in 
order to float next to each other and talk, 
which was always a highlight. 

The campsite was high up on the banks 
again and was named Five Fingers West. 
The fire for the night was a good one due 
to the abundance of wood in the area. 
For dinner we cooked pesto pasta with 
chicken over a roaring fire.
July 6th – Allagash River

The start of the day consisted of another 
chill paddle along the Allagash River 
down to the ranger station. The ranger, 
Trevor O’Leary, was waiting for us on the 
banks of the river and asked if we would 
like to help with a service project. Of 
course the boys were happy to help, so 
we moved some logs to build a boardwalk 
on the portage trail for Allagash Falls. We 
also helped two groups of older trippers 
portage their gear to the other side of the 
trail. One group were the same people we 
met at Scofield Point and they were very 
grateful for our help. They even wrote a 
letter of appreciation to Camp Kieve! The 
boys were eager to help out, which was 
great to see how enthused they were to 
help others. 

After helping out, we went for a 
swim in the river below Allagash Falls. 
While we swam, we were able to jump 
off of the side of the river, and everyone 
appreciated the cold water and thrill of 
hopping off the rocks. The night ended 
with loaded quesadillas and small pizzas. 
The boys were stuffed. 

Quote of the day: “It feels good to help 
others.”- Jackson Eisen
July 7th – Evelyn’s Field

We woke up to the sound of rain on our 
tents once again. However, the rain never 
stopped. We cooked chocolate pancakes 

to brighten up the day. The paddle was 
difficult because of the relentless cold 
rain. The boys pushed forward all day 
until we passed the sign that marks the 
end of the Allagash Waterway. There we 
ate a quick snack and moved on to see 
the first signs of civilization in a while. 
Allagash Village came into view and 
everyone was excited to have battled 
through the wilderness. However, we 
were cold and wet, so getting dry was 
the first thing on our minds. The tents 
were set up in a campsite called Evelyn’s 
Field, and soon after, we ate Mexican 
rice and sunbutter and jelly sandwiches 
for dinner. 
July 8th – Pelletier’s Campground

After a great breakfast of granola and 
almond milk, we left Evelyn’s Field and 
immediately went through some of the 
biggest rapids on the trip. The Allagash 
River merged into the St. Johns River, and 
the waves that we paddled through were 
a lot of fun. We knew this was the last 
day that we were going to be in canoes, 
so we made the most of it by finding the 
best sections of rapids to go through. 

Once we finished up on the river, we 
pulled our boats to stay at Pelletier’s 
Campground. Our tripping director, Reid 
Anderson, dropped off some pizza and 
soda to celebrate our success while we 
enjoyed being back in civilization. The 
rest of the day we threw around the 
Frisbee and set up the tents to sleep in 
for the last time on our great trip.
July 9th – Allagash II Cabin

The trailer and van were loaded up 
with gear in the morning and we were 
on our way back to camp. The trip was 
a great experience for everyone, and we 
all learned a lot. Since we had paddled 
so far, we were only a half mile from the 
Canadian border. Therefore, we had a 
long drive ahead of us. Thankfully we 
were able to stop at Chipotle for lunch, 
and listen to some good music on the ride 
home. Once we made it back to Kieve, 
we all said hi to our friends and cleaned 
up from the trip. The terrible smells of 
the trip stuck with us until everyone 
showered and did laundry, but we were 
all excited to be back in camp. 

 Duncan Morris, HBC
 Griffin Hall, Counselor
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Allagash III – 
Allagash Wilderness Waterway
Preamble:

Today is a day of acceptance—
heartbreaking acceptance. In 48 hours I 
am going to wake up to an empty cabin. 
Every vacant and bare mattress I look at is 
going to remind me of the amazing young 
men I have come to know and love these 
past three and a half weeks. I am going to 
miss a kid who drinks ranch directly from 
the packet, a kid who nearly chopped 
off his own thumb and could still laugh 
about it, a kid who is always smiling and 
still believes there is a literal high school 
behind Allagash Falls, and a kid who 
threw up 8 times and never let go of his 
cereal bar. I am going to miss a strudel, 
a young man who did everything I told 
him to do and lost a tooth at the ripe age 
of ��, the one-liners from the oldest kid 
in the cabin who has his learner’s permit, 
a cologne connoisseur who pulled trigger 
and called it the best moment of his 
trip, an innovative redhead who made 
a makeshift fishing rod out of rope and 
a zip lock bag, and I already miss a kid 
who sat in the front of my boat for the 
� straight weeks, in whom I saw my �� 
year-old self everyday and constantly 
reminded me how the future of Kieve will 
be in great hands. Most of all, I am going 
to miss the laughter and the company of 
my �0 new friends. 

This acceptance of our time together 
coming to a close crushes me, but it gives 
me a place where I can thank you boys. 
Thank you for willingly accepting me as 
one of your own, for making me laugh 
every day, making me feel �� again, and 
letting me learn so much more about 
myself in the matter of �6 days. I hope 
the words in this Annual will forever be 
parts of your lives as well as the memories 
of our time together. These words won’t 
do our trip justice, but here are the tales 
of dat boi, watch him roll. 
June 28th – Hannibal’s Crossing to 
Ouellette’s

As tradition, the boys of Allagash III 
awoke at a wonderful 4:�0 a.m. to sleepily 
pile into Reid’s van. Pop Tarts were 
demolished as soon as everything was 
loaded up and we hit the road! Everyone 
got one last sleep with air conditioning 

in during our 4-hour trek up North, but 
the energy level dramatically increased 
on several occasions: especially the 
purchase of the two #� Dad shirts and 
arriving on our final dirt road (with the 
help of one of our many anthems “Don’t 
Let Me Down”). We finally arrived at 
Hannibal’s Crossing, unloaded, gave 
Reid our best and made our way down 
the West Branch. 

As ideal as the paddling conditions 
were at first, we couldn’t ignore the 
massive black wall of clouds looming 
in the distance. Regardless, we whipped 
out the cold cuts and did not waste any 
time taking them down. Right when 
we finished, the skies opened for about 
twenty minutes of some of the hardest 
rains I have ever witnessed. It was 
absolutely surreal. Continuing down the 
river, I clearly remember thinking about 
which canoe had the K-wan. Before that 
thought even finished, I turned to see 
a standing Patrick Howard fly into the 
river and take his boat, his friend Luke, 
and the precious K-wan into the water 
with him. We arrived to our campsite 
soaked but excited to see Pietro and boys 
of Long Voyage III across the river. Pietro 
told us in broken English that he baked a 
cake as we set up camp. Then we quickly 
made chicken, bacon, ranch sandwiches 
and watched in awe as Nick Scully drank 
directly from a ranch packet… something 
that would happen countless times on 
trip. After I tended to Aidan’s mangled 
thumb, we all crashed for the night with 
dreams of Mud Pond dancing around in 
each one of our heads. 
June 29th – Ouellette’s to Mud Pond

Matt and I declared that we would be 
getting up at �:00 a.m. on the dot this 
morning, but instead, we woke up to 
Pietro telling us that we needed to get 
up… at 6:�0 a.m. A little flustered and 
behind schedule, we pushed off with 
Pop Tarts in hand and began a monstrous 
day. The day started slow, until Big Blue 
Moon was introduced to the group and 
occupied about � hours on the river. Phil 
Kaplan deciphered the pattern in about 
�0 minutes while I’m pretty sure Patty is 
still trying to figure it out. 

We crossed Chesuncook and entered 
Umbazooksus “Stream” in search for 
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Mud Pond. Scully went for a little swim 
on accident, which left everyone laughing 
until our arrival at the dreaded portage 
trail. The image of the brown stream 
trickling towards us from the thick green 
woods still sends shivers down my spine. 
The weather had been in our favor all 
morning, but being cautious and thinking 
ahead, we decided to completely set 
up camp before beginning our �.8 mile 
journey of pain. That decision proved 
to be one of the best decisions our cabin 
made on our trip. 

Once camp was situated, it was game 
time. Arthur led the charge by housing 
his “Rocket Fuel,” running up to a canoe 
in only his underwear, throwing it over 
his head and disappearing into the 
woods. It took us only � hours to get all of 
the canoes to the end of the trail. Portage 
highlights included Strudel carrying 4 
paddles in total and trying to avoid going 
in the mud, a savage solo performance by 
Phil Kaplan, and the selfie that was taken 
at the end of the portage trail. I think the 
most surreal part of the portage was at 
the end, when the skies opened up to an 
absolute soaker. The thunderstorm was 
right above me as these �� men crawled 
through a brown river to come out clean 
on the other side. It was straight out of 
the Shawshank Redemption. 

We all trudged back to our campsite 
(some of us down a shoe) and got into 
our warm dry tents. We marveled at our 
most recent accomplishment and filled 
our stomachs with victory cheesesteaks. 
Sleep was on everybody’s mind once we 
filled up on fuel and hibernation was 
well deserved. 
June 30th – Mud Pond to Gravel Beach

There is always the day of the trip’s 
turning point, and more often than not, 
Gravel Beach is to thank. We awoke this 
morning to our first rays of sunshine 
since we got on the water, which was 
incredibly refreshing. We fueled up with 
breakfast sandwiches, knowing that we 
still had to get to the end of Mud Pond 
with the rest of our belongings and group 
gear. The boys packed up camp and 
decided to do an Indian Sprint-like carry 
with all of the group gear. The �0 of them 
did everything. Matt and I gave them a 
�0-minute head start and did not carry a 

single group item. We got to the end, took 
some legendary pictures, watched Matt 
face-plant into the deepest section of 
mud on the portage trail. In total, the Mud 
Pond portage (both the canoes and gear) 
took our group right around � hours—an 
extremely impressive accomplishment. 

After we cheered and loaded the boats 
up, we crawled through more mud to get 
on the actual Mud Pond. Once everyone 
was situated, we snacked on some Gold 
Fish, and started our crossing, en route 
to Gravel Beach for lunch. That plan was 
foiled after I thought I sniped the outlet 
into Chamberlain. I second guessed myself 
and made the whole group back out of 
the outlet I found and search for another 
one. We basically circumnavigated the 
entirety of Mud Pond, only to return 
to the same outlet and discover it had 
been completely dried up. And so began 
portage #� of the day. 

That �-hour detour made Gravel Beach 
our desired stopping point for the night. 
We arrived at beautiful Gravel Beach and 
were greeted by Duncan and Allagash II. 
Cabin morale shot up when they saw the 
beauty of Gravel Beach and the presence 
of another Kieve group. Everyone went 
swimming, let wet clothes dry on the hot 
gravel, and we commenced the dinner 
making process. Patty led the hammock 
city project and a few brave individuals 
decided to sleep under the stars. Before 
we crashed, Matt made incredible 
chicken curry that was perfect after our 
extremely long day. We relaxed on the 
beach and talked about the plan for the 
next day. We all slept a lot less restlessly 
than the previous night.
July 1st – Gravel Beach Resupply

Today could easily be marked as the 
most stressful day of the entire trip. The 
beach sleepers awoke coated in morning 
dew, and I woke up ready to eat some 
fresh fruit from the resupply. As we were 
pushing off, we realized that we were 
missing a lifejacket. My heart dropped. 
In a split second decision, I decided to 
let half the cabin stay on the beach all 
day with Matt while Ludwig, Graham, 
Arthur, Bo, Phil, and I paddled the 6 
miles to the resupply and back. These � 
crushed the paddle. In complete silence, 
we paddled on a glass Chamberlain Lake. 



�6�



�64

The sun was beaming down on us and 
wind was non-existent. These were some 
of the most ideal paddling conditions 
and we took full advantage of it. 

It took us about an hour and 4� 
minutes to get to Chamberlain Bridge. 
Cheery Walter and Tyler Pace soon met 
us and delivered �� sodas and about � 
pounds of fresh fruit. We got back on 
the lake and took our time getting back. 
Luckily, we ran into Long Voyage I on 
the way back to Gravel Beach and Chris 
Yeatman saved our trip. In exchange for 
a few strawberries, I was able to barter 
for another lifejacket. After encountering 
a Wavus group, we arrived back at 
Gravel Beach a few shades tanner and 
wielding new goods. The sodas were 
enjoyed and fresh bacon cheeseburgers 
were demolished for dinner. We decided 
to crash early for we had to beat the 
infamous headwinds on Chamberlain 
the next day. 
July 2nd – Gravel Beach to Pump Handle

Chamberlain Lake is enormous. With 
that in mind, the kids still were dying 
to do a double day (approximately �8 
miles) in order to get a day of rest. I 
doubted it in the back of mind but acted 
like it was attainable. Regardless, the 
boys were committed and had packed 
up all the boats the previous night in 
order to get a quicker start to the day. 
We were on the lake by 6:�0 and did 
not mess around. We moved so quickly 
we actually overshot our exit via Lock 
Dam and had to back track. Everyone got 
out of their boats, greeted a group of �� 
year-olds from Greenville, Maine (who 
for some unknown reason knew Aidan’s 
name). We carried around the dam, 
entered a windy Eagle Lake and cruised 
across with a lunch spot in mind. I saw 
a campsite that looked like Gravel Beach 
�.0 and decided to stop there for lunch 
at about �:00 p.m. When the kids got 
out of the boats and started taking down 
Rocket Fuel, we realized we had just 
found a hidden treasure. This campsite 
was beautiful! Matt and I made the 
executive order to stay at this campsite 
(called Pump Handle) just because of the 
windy conditions and because Andy was 
falling victim to the stomach bug. When 
we announced it to the group, I clearly 

remember Aidan and Phil hitting “the 
whip” in complete synchronization. 

We set up camp and before we knew 
it, we were looking at the most beautiful 
rainbow my eyes have ever seen. I got a 
cabin picture that is currently my cell 
phone background and then started 
making dinner. Chicken, bacon, and 
(Scully’s favorite) ranch were on the 
menu tonight. It was the first night that 
we started our nightly ritual of Moon-Up, 
where � guys would ask one question 
each for each cabin member to answer. 
Our ritual took on many different names 
such as Moon-moon, Loodlevig, and 
other ridiculous titles. However, the 
most important part about Pump Handle 
was that it gave birth to this tradition that 
made our trip what it was. After talking 
for quite awhile, we went to bed with the 
idea that we would sleep in and relax the 
entirety of the following day. 
July 3rd – Pump Handle to Zeigler

We woke up on our own schedules this 
morning and everybody made their own 
breakfast quesadillas. I clearly remember 
sitting on the beach for about � hours 
until leaving our campsite around � 
p.m. We relaxed, tanned, sang Christmas 
music and Taylor Swift, and swam a 
ton. I made everyone do a team tub and 
everybody felt a lot cleaner than before. 
We ate grilled cheese and tomato soup 
before hitting the water. We were in for a 
treat. Once we came around the corner to 
an open Eagle Lake, we were greeted by 
�0 mph winds and 4-foot swells. These 
waves pushed every single one of us into 
the shore and forced us to climb out of 
our boats and drag along the shore until 
we got to the first campsite. 

We arrived and waited to see if the 
wind would die down, which it didn’t. 
Deciding to play it safe, I ordered the 
squad to set up camp and promptly got 
hit in the face with the worst fever and 
nausea I have ever felt. I was completely 
out of commission for next �� hours. 
However, I must say the boys rallied 
behind Matt and had everything ready to 
go while I was down for the count. They 
had chicken alfredo which I am sure was 
nothing shy of perfection and went to 
bed with the knowledge that we had a 
monster day the next day. 
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July 4th – Zeigler to Ledges
The 4th of July began with our team’s 

earliest wake up of the trip – 4:4� a.m. 
I felt �00% yet again and had all the 
confidence that these boys were going 
to crush this �8-mile day, which they 
did. We were back on Eagle Lake at �:�0 
a.m. and never looked back. We crushed 
Eagle Lake, Round Pond, and Churchill 
Lake by 8:�0 a.m. 

By that point in the morning, we were 
ready for some rapids and river paddling. 
Today was the day. We met the ranger at 
Churchill Dam, got our gear portaged, 
took a pit stop at the museum, and then 
sent it down 6 miles of rapids in about an 
hour. We were officially on the Allagash 
River!! 

Once we were done with rapids, we 
literally floated down the rest of the 
river until it emptied into Umsaskis 
Lake. The headwinds on Umsaskis were 
some of the hardest paddling conditions 
we encountered on the trip, and it took 
us about � hours to go about � miles. 
All the while though, Patty, Phil, and I 
sang Bohemian Rhapsody, Red Hot Chili 
Peppers, and other songs that many would 
classify as a “banger”. We finally got to 
the Ledges campsite that was situated on 
these ��-foot cliffs… absolutely stunning. 
That exhausting lake paddling pushed us 
all into our tents for power naps before 
Matt and I celebrated the 4th of July by 
making everybody M&M Pancakes. The 
night ended with an amazing fire and a 
light rain pushing us into tents for the 
rest of the night.
July 5th – Ledges to Long Lake Dam

After our experience on Umsaskis Lake 
yesterday, the boys wanted to be up and 
out as soon as it was humanly possible. 
We got up and the water was super calm. 
The boys took care of business on the 
remainder of Umsaskis Lake and flew 
down Long Lake. This whole morning, 
Patty took some of the most artsy pictures 
of the glassy water, none of which made 
it on the website. I honestly think they’ll 
end up on a postcard in the near future. 

It was an extremely overcast day but it 
was wicked hot. We moved right along, 
getting to our campsite at ��:�0 a.m. Tents 
were set up, beef stew was made, and 
Graham discovered a massive surplus 

of fish near the dam. Scully famously 
screamed “We eating fish tonight!!” while 
Graham constructed the most outrageous 
fishing rods I’ve ever seen. Composed 
of sticks, string, and zip lock bags. 
Somehow, they worked and many fish 
were caught and released. Once dinner 
finally rolled around, Scully, Graham, 
and Arthur made bacon pasta, which was 
absolutely phenomenal. We ate around 
a fire (made by fire master Patrick) and 
had an extremely deep Moon-Up, talking 
about the best and worst moments of 
our lives. When all was said and done, 
we looked over to see Ludwig literally 
drinking pasta sauce from the can. Soon 
we all fell back into our tents with the 
end of the trip in sight.
July 6th – Long Lake Dam to 
Five Finger North

“Hey, how are ya?!” were the first 
words out of my mouth this morning. 
Matt woke up before me to get started 
on breakfast and ran into a “go-getter” 
Wavus group that was portaging through 
our campsite at 8:�0 a.m. This put a little 
kick in our steps so we ate our bagels and 
cream cheese with haste and got on the 
river. We ate lunch at Henderson Bridge, 
Gash paddled, and celebrated Patty 
Appreciation Day. 

While we Gash paddled, I watched 
Phil’s health decline before my very eyes. 
In slow motion, I watched his hands grab 
the gunnels, his body lean over the edge, 
and the recently consumed PB+J make 
another appearance in the waters of the 
Allagash River. Immediately after this 
incident, Phil was in a much better place 
when we encountered a mama moose and 
her baby. Patty took 9,000 pictures and 
then we were on our way. We pulled into 
a buggy Five Finger North campsite and 
watched Patty, Ludwig and Luke cook 
up the most delicious quesadillas I have 
ever consumed on a Kieve trip. Stomachs 
full and happy, we retreated to our tents 
without knowing the most dreadful day 
of the trip was soon to follow. 
July 7th – Five Finger North to 
Allagash Falls

We woke up this morning and made 
our way to a ranger station in cold, 
wet, rainy conditions. We hoped to get 
a weather report and some good news. 
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However, the first thing the ranger said 
crushed me to the core. The Michaud 
Farm Ranger Station was the place that 
we learned rain was guaranteed for the 
remainder of our trip. I remember my 
heart sinking as I watched �0 soaked ��-
year-olds running with their knees locked 
in place in an open field in an effort to 
keep warm. Ludwig’s expression at this 
point was something I have never seen 
before—pure misery. I felt completely 
helpless and just wanted everybody to 
be happy. 

We paddled to the Allagash Falls 
portage as Phil sat in complete silence. 
His hands were almost white and I 
couldn’t do anything to help him. We 
sprinted to the campsite, set up our tents 
in puddles and tried desperately to stay 
warm. Every single person felt like they 
had hypothermia and we talked for hours 
about the things we would do to be home 
in a warm bed. We made piping hot chili 
and watched as the rain finally stopped. 
Spirits rose up once the kids saw the 
stunning beauty of the falls and once we 
realized that Patty thought that there was 
a random high school in the middle of 
the woods next to the falls. Matt and I 
crawled into our tent to get warm and we 
heard Luke, Nick, and Patrick run back 
and take all 6 of the canoes by themselves 
for the entire portage. We endured a 
pretty brutal 6 hours, but we could see 
the light at the end of the tunnel. 
July 8th – Allagash Falls to 
Evelyn’s Field

Waking up to no rain was the biggest 
relief after yesterday’s episode. We ate 
oatmeal, Patty and I did a little photo 
shoot down by the falls, and then we 
finished the portage. At the end of the 
trail, we accidently took an earlier 
path and got to hit some of the biggest 
rapids on the trip. Ludwig and Graham 
found the best route after Phil and I 
were quite audacious going after the big 
wave train. Once we got moving, Matt 
sniped the famous “Leaving the Allagash 
Wilderness Waterway” sign and we had 
another photo shoot. 

Arthur and Bo proceeded to go down the 
next rapid entirely sideways and not flip. 
I gave the classic “entering civilization” 
speech as we rolled into Allagash Village 

and pulled our boats onto Evelyn’s Field. 
Matt and I ventured into the ghost town 
and managed to buy sodas for the crew 
as a reward for their grit during the past 
48 hours and we relaxed, wrestled, and 
prepared for a feast of DANK. Arthur and 
Scully nearly broke a spatula stirring 
the noodles and cheese because we put 
about �0 pounds of cheese in the pot. We 
devoured the dank and applauded Phil, 
Aidan, and Bo for cleaning one of the 
hardest meals on trip. The bugs in the 
field were awful, but we stayed outside 
for our Moon-moon and looked forward 
to our last day of paddling. 
July 9th – Evelyn’s Field to Pelletier’s

Everyone woke up excited to finish 
the trip and get back for a shower. We 
ate Lorna-Doones for breakfast and 
crushed some of the best rapids on the 
trip. The water level had increased from 
�,000cfs to 4,000cfs in the matter of 4 
days, so these rapids were not something 
to mess around on. We cruised along to 
the Pelletier’s campsite, checked in with 
Norman, drank a ton of faucet water, and 
cooked up some super greasy corn beef 
hash—a cabin favorite. Arthur cleaned 
the pot like an absolute pro and then we 
sat and waited for our driver and pizza. 

Terry soon arrived with 6 large pizzas 
(the sausage being the most popular) 
and Cokes, left the trailer, and told us he 
would meet us the next morning. We ate 
the pizza at a scary speed, crushed the 
Cokes, and reminisced about the last � 
weeks in the woods. The night concluded 
with mafia and the boys talking about all 
of the food they planned on eating upon 
arrival. We had spent � weeks in the 
wood; we went in just a group of friends, 
but we came out a family. Flight! Flight! 
Flight! John Devine, HBC

Long Voyage I—The Long Voyage
June 24th – The Birches

Our crew of ten embarked from Kieve 
on June �4, finally, after two days of pent 
up anticipation and long hours spent 
packing. I had a good feeling about this 
group leaving camp—a dynamic group 
of personalities that fed off one another 
rather than clashing. This was a group 
ripe for tripping. Swanson chauffeured 
us to our launching point in the north 
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woods at The Birches Campsites on the 
western shore of Moosehead Lake in 
classic fashion, regularly interrupting our 
obnoxiously loud music to chime in with 
a tidbit of space exploration news. There 
was a certain air of tension as we drove, 
leaving our creature comforts behind. 
It’s an odd transition. Eighteen days of 
paddling and hard work laid ahead of us, 
and with that plenty of time for thought 
and leisure.

We arrived to our campsite in the late 
afternoon. Gathering the group to discuss 
proper procedure in setting up camp was 
almost a formality, as they all seemed 
knowledgeable and eager to do their 
share. First meal on the docket was Philly 
cheese steaks, which almost became a 
stew after following the “Hackett special” 
recipe: full bottles of A�, Tabasco, and 
Worcestershire. We ate what we could 
with hoagies as vassals, but then came 
Yum-Yum. Eli Mundy, freshly wounded, 
and Finn McConaughy were the heroes 
of this chore, shoveling in one heroic 
spoonful after another. Fueled by a 
beautiful sunset over Mt. Kineo, a great 
fire, and boat planes landing right in 
front of us, good conversation overtook 
the evening as Miles and I became better 
acquainted with the guys, and them with 
us. We retired relatively early, and drifted 
off to a cacophony of hushed, excitable 
chatter. We were setting off.
June 25th – Seboomook Point

It was a sunrise wakeup call on this 
first day of paddling in order to beat 
potentially problematic headwinds on 
Moosehead Lake. We broke camp in 
approximately an hour and a half, not 
bad for the first day, after eating bagels 
with cream cheese and fresh berries, a 
treat soon to be forgotten until the next 
resupply. We paddled the �0+ miles to 
the northern reach of the lake in great 
time thanks to gracious tailwinds and 
fresh shoulders. Time was passed listing 
off movies, with the final letter of one 
film dictating the next. Max Ludington 
and I kept getting stuck with the E’s… 
We arrived in time for a reasonable 
lunch hour, and treated ourselves to the 
first of many 7�-strip bacon packages 
complementing tuna melts on pita 
cooked over the fire.

A full afternoon at the campsite 
showed that we sure knew how to relax. 
A little bit of swimming, canoe tilt, and 
a swamped boat of six captained by Ben 
Joslin in full décor, followed by a hefty 
nap or a good book ushered our way into 
a clear evening with another breathtaking 
sunset. Our dinner of cheeseburgers and 
home fries followed by s’mores was 
spent over laughter, particularly about a 
lake homeowner referring to his huskies 
as ‘moose dogs.’ Some anticipation 
floated about as tomorrow would bring 
the fabled Northeast Carry, something 
these boys had heard of since their first 
years at Kieve.
June 26th – Big Island

Our group woke up at the crack of 
dawn with a sense of determination to 
complete the Northeast Carry in time to 
beat Allagash I to Big Island. A heavy dose 
of rocket fuel for breakfast got us going 
as we hopped in our canoes to reach the 
NE terminus of Moosehead Lake with the 
sun glowing on the surrounding peaks. A 
quick motivational speech and team rally 
marked the start of our �.�-mile portage. 
Eli Mundy and Ben Joslin outfitted their 
canoe with a swimming noodle and duct 
tape, but quickly realized there was no 
easy way to ease the pain on your neck. 

I was absolutely blown away with the 
work ethic these boys displayed as they 
finished the carry in two trips, a mere 
two hours total. It was a sticky morning 
and the final section was infested with 
mosquitoes, which made finishing all the 
more sweet. Max Ludington, Christiaan 
Smith, and Ksavek Danilowicz embraced 
after the first run, you could see their 
eyes beaming with pride in their 
accomplishment. We celebrated with ten 
ice-cold Gatorades, but hurried to get back 
on the water to escape the bugs. We had 
arrived to a new watershed, beginning 
with the W. Branch of the Penobscot.

Today was the day I realized the nature 
of my bowman, resident conversationalist, 
Dan Schechter. Eager to prove himself, 
he paddled hard with me as we paddled 
to Hannibal’s Crossing, the landmark 
that would determine if we beat the 
younger Kieve group. Once we made it, 
we finally relaxed and ‘gash paddled the 
remainder of the river, scaring up the first 
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bald eagles of the trip as they lit up only 
ten feet away from Max Ludington and 
Jack Hall’s boat, flying upstream directly 
above us. It turns out our hard work was 
rewarded with the Big Island campsite, 
a hemlock grove situated on a twenty 
foot bank overlooking a split in the river. 
Another lazy afternoon, a dinner of stir-
fry with Sriracha (a bottle that would 
serve us well), and birthday ballads with 
fire baked cinnamon rolls for Ben Joslin 
made for a wonderful stay at Big Island.
June 27th – Caucomgomoc Dam

We started today at a more reasonable 
hour thinking it would be a shorter day; 
little did we know that it would prove to 
be the most challenging of the trip. Miles 
(JC & Kieve camper) stated that it was, in 
fact, the hardest day of his Kieve career. It 
all started with heavy tailwinds pushing 
us out of the W. Branch of the Penobscot 
onto Chesuncook Lake. We stopped 
briefly at a small, marshy inlet thinking 
it could be our shoot to Black Pond, but 
after reviewing the map decided it was 
too small, and began to sail north with 
Dan Schechter and Eli Mundy elevating 
our tarp to catch the wind. Christiaan 
Smith’s sailing experience proved 
valuable. 

After tearing through the water for 
a short three miles, I peeked at my 
compass and found, to my horror, a NE 
course rather than NW. We’d sailed to 
Umbazooksus Stream, and had some 
serious headwinds and whitecaps to 
fight to get back on course. I turned to the 
group to apologize, and they responded 
with grit, paddling hard and with 
determination. There was still a desire 
to get to our planned campsite beyond 
Horserace Rapids, but I was skeptical. 
We began up the beautiful wetland in 
earnest.

By the time we reached the end 
of Black Pond, you could tell how 
exhausted we were by the dullness of 
our jokes and the fact that they somehow 
still entertained, even Jack Hall’s, totally 
lacking a punch line. Before we knew 
it, we were out of our canoes, dragging 
upstream. The Horseraces had begun at 
about 6 p.m. This is not an errand for an 
exhausted body, but we had to make it as 
we could find no other campsite. For two 

miles, there were scowls on our faces 
as we tromped up the gravel river bed, 
slipping constantly. The boys kept their 
composure nevertheless, encouraging 
one another to make it through this 
“beyond Type � fun.” And we did make 
it at 9 p.m. after a .� mile portage pushed 
us to the limit. Finn McConaughy soloed 
a canoe for the first time here and was 
rewarded with the best sunset we’d had 
thus far.

We broke camp as quick as possible, 
whipped up some calorie dense crunch 
wrap supremes, and collapsed into our 
sleeping bags, some of the boys outside 
by the fire as the stars were shining 
bright. These are the days that transform 
a trip into an adventure.
June 28th – Round Pond

Sleeping in this morning was necessary 
for both our bodies and morale; for the 
first time, we woke up leisurely, leaving 
tents up as we cooked hot breakfast 
sandwiches over a fire. This was to be 
a short day technically. We packed our 
canoes in the muggy sun and pushed off 
at about �0:�0 a.m.

As we entered Ciss Stream, distant 
thunder rumbled through the sky and the 
front seemed to be moving east which was 
a relief. We killed some time combing the 
marsh as the water was low, and we were 
delighted to find a fully intact moose 
skull, which just so happens to weigh 
about �0 pounds with teeth and all. Dan 
Schechter found several other parts of 
the moose skeleton scattered about the 
swamp.

After a half hour of watching the storm 
pass, we strapped up and started through 
the swampy stream, many times having to 
drag our canoes through �” water and �’ 
deep mud. Thirty minutes later a massive 
thunderhead came out of nowhere, and 
we very swiftly got off the water into an 
island grove of spruce spreading out into 
proper lightning position. For two hours 
we sat, the hair of our arms rising up due 
to ambient electricity. We emerged from 
the dark grove of trees to sunny skies, 
and quickly ate PBJs, admitting how 
scared we were. The clear skies were a 
mere tease, however, as thirty minutes 
later another lightning bolt flashed across 
the sky, sending us into the woods once 
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again. Drawn out stories were told to get 
us through the tedious, cold wait.

A lull in the storm gave us the 
opportunity to book it to our campsite 
across Round Pond. We arrived, soggy 
gear and all, to a friendly greeting by our 
neighbor Ned Flanders, “Howdidilydoo 
neighborinos.” The duration of the 
evening was spent attempting to dry gear, 
which proved to be a futile effort despite 
getting a fire going in the rain.
June 29th – Allagash Carry Trail

The sun broke through the clouds this 
morning, but we felt that same muggy 
feeling in the air and were skeptical 
of Mother Nature after our experience 
the day before. Today was to bring 
excitement, as Hackett would be pulling 
in for our first resupply, and with it 
news of the outside world, loving words 
from family, and, of course, the highly 
anticipated care packages. He pulled up 
in the red truck around noon with a giant 
smile and cold Cokes for everyone.

Man, music never sounded so good 
as we drove with a fully loaded truck, 
campers in the bed, across dirt roads to 
our carry trail about � mile from camp. 
Allagash Lake was to be a highlight 
of the trip, as the waters are pristine, 
protected by a �-mile buffer from all 
roads, including those for logging. Still 
quite exhausted from the prior days, 
we began the portage and established 
camp just in time, beating a torrential 
downpour by about thirty minutes. We 
huddled together under our small tarp 
playing all the card games and reading 
up on the news. Given our sorry state, 
tired and wet, I expected the cabin to be a 
bit down, but was proved wrong. Morale 
was high during these few hours of rain, 
a testament to the close knit, optimistic 
nature of the boys. I felt so lucky to be 
their HBC as this day could have easily 
turned sour.
June 30th – Little Allagash Falls

We woke at 4 a.m. to sunrise hike 
Allagash Mountain, a classic part of 
the Long Voyage legacy. Bright spots 
dotted the sky, making us hopeful for a 
dramatic sunrise. We started our hike, 
passing the ranger station and began the 
rise up, but quickly realized that clouds 
were to sock us in. Once at the top, we 

were literally in the clouds, even more so 
once we climbed up the fire tower. There 
was only white. It was almost comical; 
key word there is almost… Nonetheless, 
we hiked a mountain. Christiaan Smith 
toughed it out on the hike up as his ankle 
was feeling very sore.

Once we got back to camp, we savored 
a breakfast of parfaits, then broke 
camp and were on the water by 8 a.m. 
aiming for the notorious Ice Caves. As 
we paddled by ducks and kingfishers 
herding their chicks, we could sense the 
clouds beginning to break, but didn’t 
want to say anything as we’d become a 
superstitious bunch when it came to the 
weather.

We explored the Ice Caves together, 
going relatively deep in them and finding 
a fixed rope for the truly bold: a reason 
to go back, perhaps. Jack and Finn were 
particularly fascinated with the cave, 
the excursion seemed to really spark an 
interest. When we emerged, we were 
saturated by sunshine, the most amazing 
feel after days of rain and then going into 
the subterranean world of darkness. With 
tailwinds we paddled to Little Allagash 
Stream, our first river paddling of the 
trip, which brought a couple of swift 
sections but nothing the boys couldn’t 
handle.

I challenged the cabin to be responsible 
for every detail of setting up camp 
when we arrived to Little Allagash 
Falls, an absolutely beautiful campsite 
and swimming hole, perhaps the best 
of the trip, and they followed through 
brilliantly with Eli Mundy taking a 
strong leadership role. Max took the 
reigns as head cook of the evening with 
a dinner of gado-gado: pasta with peanut 
butter and soy sauce. It received mixed 
reviews, but everyone complimented our 
reliable bottle of Sriracha once again.
July 1st – Boy Scout

It was tough to emerge from our 
sleeping bags this frigid morning, but 
we needed a quick start for today we 
had to make it across the entirety of 
Chamberlain Lake, infamous for brutal 
winds. We finished ‘gash stream, which 
had some surprisingly big ledges on it, 
in style, a great warmup for our paddle 
down Webster Brook in a mere two days. 
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Vapor rose off the stream in the strong 
sunshine, which, though beautiful, made 
it tough to see the river’s obstructions. 
Crossing under an old, derelict railroad 
bridge marked the marathon that is 
Chamberlain Lake.

The lake turned out to give us no major 
problems, only some minor headwinds 
that made for a tiring paddle but nothing 
we couldn’t handle. While stopping for 
lunch, we saw a Wavus cabin paddling 
past us, likely towards Boy Scout, widely 
regarded as Kieve campers’ favorite 
campsite. I’d never seen us mobilize so 
quickly. We ran into an Allagash cabin 
from Kieve as well close to the end of 
Chamberlain, helping them out with 
a life jacket they’d lost. Once at Boy 
Scout we had the bad luck of a large Boy 
Scout troop establishing camp next to 
us, a group that considered their paddle 
from Gravel Beach to Boy Scout a “hard 
day.” Max Ludington had the interesting 
observation that the adult to kid ratio of 
their crew was �:�. Evening marked the 
genesis of Christiaan Smith’s brainchild, 
D&D, a remix of Dungeons and Dragons.
July 2nd – Little Coffeeloss

Today we met our guide through 
Webster Brook Beach at Chamberlain 
Bridge on Telos Lake. Strong crosswinds 
tried to slow the way, but our group 
had become very strong paddlers over 
the previous week and was able to slice 
through the water at a great pace. After 
carrying around a very stoic old dam 
built by loggers, we paddled Webster 
Stream with style and emerged onto 
Webster Lake, a narrow shoot of water 
running E-W. Once at Little Coffeeloss 
the boys instantly warmed up to Beach’s 
jokes and extensive knowledge of the 
Maine wilderness. It felt great to inject a 
dynamic personality into the group for a 
short period.

We stocked up firewood for the fire 
evening by cutting down a large snag, 
and reveled in the fact that we had no 
rain. Dinner was a great batch of stir-fry 
with Dan Schechter as sous chef. Dessert 
followed: ice cream cones densely 
packed with your choice of candies 
and marshmallows then wrapped in 
aluminum foil to melt. The clouds passed 
overhead at a rapid pace, decorating the 

beautiful blue sky which transitioned 
to gold as the sun dipped under the 
horizon.
July 3rd – Little East

Sunny skies graced this morning, a 
site we’d learned to appreciate at this 
point in the trip. Beach screamed like a 
banshee to get the boys moving. We went 
over the maps for a while, explaining the 
Class II, III rapids of Webster Brook, and 
the most technical section of whitewater 
that Kieve runs. There was a minor pin 
in the first third of the river, but from 
then on it was a smooth ride filled with 
perfectly executed cross-draws and 
strong sterning. We even sent Indian 
Carry with all gear kept in the canoe to 
avoid an optional portage after scouting 
over a lunch of peps and cheese (scraped 
free of mold) and an oh so delectable 
Snickers bar. 

After a few more sets, we reached 
Grand Pitch and sadly pulled off the 
river for our portage; everyone was sad 
the great section of challenging paddling 
was over. Beach was picked up once 
we reached Little East, our campsite in 
Baxter State Park. The boys decided to 
sleep in the lean-to that night for some 
good old-fashioned cabin bonding. In 
fact, the whole group squeezed together 
under the roof at one point.

You could detect newfound confidence 
from the boys in their paddling ability, 
and with good reason. Webster Brook is 
no joke. Only three weeks prior during 
a staff trip, every single boat dumped at 
one point or another. We had zero.
July 4th – Matagamon Wilderness 
Campground

The Fourth. More so than our nation’s 
birthday, our arrival to the Matagamon 
Wilderness Store was the source of much 
excitement. After �0 days in the woods, 
with every day needing to cook, clean, 
and maintain camp on top of covering 
the assigned distance, the boys (and 
myself) needed a day of rest. We were 
most excited for a full day of meals 
being provided to us – no preparation, 
no cleaning, just a truly clean plate filled 
with comfort food. They boys wanted to 
be up and going at 4 a.m., a request we 
didn’t follow through with.

We exited Baxter State Park on this 
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sunny morning with American flags 
strapped to the bows of our canoes 
and a bald eagle flying overhead. Max, 
Jack, and Dan all quickly began singing 
the national anthem with a heavy, 
heavy emphasis on, “…the land of the 
FREEEEE…” We arrived to the store at 
about �0:�0 a.m. and immediately felt 
the warmth of the family who lives in 
and owns the store. Ben Joslin was also 
feeling lucky this day, as he found $�0 
that he, without hesitation, spent on all 
sorts of junk food in the store. Some was 
shared, most horded.

After checking in, we took in a hot 
lunch of tomato soup and grilled cheeses. 
From this point on, the day brought 
pure, unadulterated relaxation as the sun 
shone down on the riverside. We bought 
lemonade from a young girl’s stand as it 
seemed un-American not to. Eli Mundy 
challenged me to a game of �v� on the 
gravel basketball court down the road, 
which additionally had an �� ft. basket. 
I’m proud to say that I took him down 
this day, but it seemed only a product of 
my size advantage.

We took in a dinner of pesto pasta, only 
half tasting it as our taste buds dreamed 
of thick pancakes with Maine maple 
syrup complemented by crispy bacon 
that the morning would bring.
July 5th – Matagamon Wilderness 
Campground

The time had finally come. With pep in 
our step, we waved goodbye to the Bank 
cabin pushing off across the river as we 
headed to a good ‘ole country breakfast. 
I heard the boys talking about their time 
only two years prior on that same trip 
and how they remember looking up to 
the Voyagers. The trip was filled with 
nostalgic reflections such as these, and 
you could sense the responsibility they 
took as role models for younger cabins.

We earnestly awaited our meal sitting 
down at the polished wood tables, excited 
about such novelties as glasses for our OJ, 
the morning news on in the background, 
and napkins in laps. Everyone ate more 
than his fill as the motherly presence of 
our cook insisted that we do so.

Almost an afterthought to the food, it 
was time for our day of guided fly fishing 
which our boys were also excited to try 

out, particularly Ksavek. After a brief 
overview of knots and basic knowledge, 
we took to the E. Branch of the Penobscot 
with a �:� camper to guide ratio to hone 
our casting technique and hopefully catch 
some Atlantic salmon and brook trout in 
the process. The guides were very eager 
to spread their love of the sport.

The afternoon was spent in three 
different fishing holes for our best chance 
to catch some trophies; we ended up 
catching countless fish, just so happens 
they were all less than 6” long… Tired 
and hungry, we returned to the campsite 
to rest before our steak dinner that 
evening and Long Voyage II had set up 
camp next to us by then. It was fun to 
compare trips with the other boys, and 
also boast of our dinner to come, which 
did not disappoint. The steaks, salad, 
corn on the cob, baked potatoes, and 
blueberry cake induced more happiness 
than I’d ever seen out of the boys. We felt 
like a family sitting around the table.
July 6th – Grand Pitch

Our vacation within a vacation ended 
today as we set off from Matagamon, 
heading down the E. Branch of the 
Penobscot, a world-class river for 
canoeing. We slowly got our gear together, 
said goodbye to LVII, and paddled 
downstream with the mountains of Baxter 
towering above us. The river meandered 
along mostly, to the point where we were 
able to take a quick shortcut to avoid a 
large horseshoe bend until we reached 
Stair Falls, a classic pitch that is equally 
aesthetically pleasing as fun to run.

We reached Haskell Rock for our first 
portage of the day and hypothetically 
scouted the Class IV rapids here, climbing 
atop the rapids’ namesake landmark for 
a wonderful view. We’d become very 
accustomed to portages at this point and 
the ¾ mile portage was a breeze. Back on 
the river we went, as we paddled down 
to our next equidistant portage at Pond 
Pitch.

We made it to Grand Pitch in the 
early afternoon, and quickly portaged 
our canoes below the falls. This was 
not without fault, however, as we lost a 
paddle in the process. I’m proud to say 
it was the only gear difficulty, if you can 
call it that, as we had an extra that we had 
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had all trip. It was a fantastic campsite. 
The rain held off for one more evening 
as we looked upon the fire, talking about 
everything under the sun.
July 7th – Big Seboeis

Today we were to paddle about �6 
river miles plus a rugged portage around 
the Hulling Machine, massive rapids that 
lay only about a ½ mile downriver. We 
left camp at about �0 a.m. in cold and 
misty conditions. The final portage of 
the boys’ Kieve experience marked a 
huge moment for them; to be honest, it 
was less of an emotional moment then a 
prevailing sentiment of ‘good riddance.’ 
The theme of the portages throughout 
the trip was a hard ethic to get the chore 
done, with your only rest being the walk 
back to get more gear. Not many ��-year-
olds could be charged with such a hefty 
workload, but there was never a single 
complaint.

The rest of the day after Bowlin 
Falls, a fun pitch including some Class 
II whitewater and � ft. ledge, was a 
hypothermia-inducing haul down river. 
All hell broke loose as we paddled to 
stay warm, our boats taking on gallon 
after gallon of rainwater. We had to pull 
off the river momentarily after seeing a 
single flash of lightning, a huge blow as 
we were all shivering and just ready to 
get into our sleeping bags, no matter the 
hour. Dan Schechter took the opportunity 
to pass out some beef jerky, an incredibly 
charitable moment as jerky is worth its 
weight in gold on trip.

This may have been the toughest day of 
the trip mentally, but it only led to laughs 
in the end as we reached Big Seboeis. We 
quickly broke camp with tents retaining 
small puddles of water. Being dry and 
warm seemed unattainable. The boys 
each took their blocks of cheese, large 
enough to use as paperweights, back 
to the tent to stow away as the rain 
continued to fall.
July 8th – Whetstone Falls

Everything was moist when we woke 
in the morning. Everything: the feathers 
of our down sleeping bags, the tents, the 
food… We did have one thing going for 
us, a slightly less misty day. The sun 
seemed to be a myth this morning. For 
this reason, in addition to our less than 

successful, almost comic, “sunrise” 
hike up Allagash Mountain, we opted 
against making the trek up Little Seboeis 
Mountain, instead deciding to have a 
slightly longer day paddling.

We continued the trend of singing our 
way down stream, some classics such 
as “Bohemian Rhapsody,” and some 
ridiculous tunes of our own creation 
i.e. “Tarantulas” and “Cows.” These are 
ballads you don’t want to get stuck in 
your head, but when your soul is totally 
saturated you get a little loony when 
passing the time. 

We arrived to Whetstone Falls, a simple 
rapid after our experience on Webster 
Brook, early in the day and had a long 
day lying around the fire. We would 
have paddled farther, but this was the 
final campsite on the E. Branch before 
Pine Grove another �� miles down river. 
We downed yet another round of PB&Js 
for lunch and had burritos cooked by our 
top chef, Max Ludington, for dinner. I’ll 
never forget Christiaan Smith with the 
savage RKO out of nowhere on Jack Hall’s 
oh so precious pet stick. It’s wild what 
will bring tears to your eyes on trip.
July 9th – Pine Grove

We had an early wake up call for 
the final time this morning, and the 
sun was still nowhere to be found. It 
was going to be a relatively full day of 
paddling to Pine Grove, with mostly flat 
water leading up to the much-hyped 
Grindstone. After the previous day’s 
storm, we were expecting bigger rapids 
than the boys had experienced during 
their Bank year where it was, according 
to them, overhyped.

The landmark bridge before Grindstone 
offered a chance for bridge jumping that 
Max Ludington, Finn McConaughy, and 
Eli Mundy were quick to take advantage 
of, despite grey conditions that kept the 
more faint of heart out of the water. It’s 
hard to regret a swim.

After scouting Grindstone from the 
roadside pullover, we made our way 
down, ready to send it. The wave train 
grew increasingly large until we were 
on top of it, some skirting just to the left 
to avoid the meat and others T’ing up 
without hesitation. Eli Mundy and Ben 
Joslin had some slight difficulties, leading 
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Ben to solo guide Eli down the second 
pitch. Everyone took on just enough 
water to release a bit of adrenaline, but 
all in all it was a great run that, with the 
increased water level, proved to be the 
biggest whitewater on the trip.

We arrived to Pine Grove in the early 
afternoon; the campsite for us was a 
sort of interface between our time in 
the Maine wilderness and our return 
to civilization. The end was in sight, 
a bittersweet feeling that led to many 
discussions about our journey, and what 
we looked forward to upon returning to 
Kieve.
July 10th – New England Outdoors Center

The boys decided to complete our 
last few miles in style, switching up 
the sacred designation as bowman and 
sternman. We ‘gash paddled our way 
down some ripples, then began to sense 
how close we were and paddled hard 
until we reached our put-out, a raggedy 
roadside playground in Medway. It sure 
didn’t feel raggedy as we exclaimed our 
relief that the days of rain were finally 
behind us and we could be DRY. It was 
a proud moment as well as these boys 
had looked up to Long Voyage cabins 
before them, and they’d completed the 
journey, hardships and all. The first sight 
happened to be a police officer followed 
by a game warden, both curious to see 
the nature of our trip. I was proud to 
comment on a trip free of snafus, one that 
represented Kieve-Wavus in the best way 
possible.

We drove the one hour through 
Millinocket to the NEOC for our final 
night of camping and a scheduled day 
of whitewater rafting. The boys were 
relieved to have a large lodge with pool 
tables, a fireplace, ice hockey, and a 
Wavus cabin doing the same trip available 
to escape the moist air. We slowly 
unwound, reflecting on the highlights of 
the journey, in addition to the hardships 
that proved to be the most memorable 
moments of the trip. Our meal that night 
consisted of our remaining food supplies 
for the trip, including a dessert of apple 
cobbler cooked in the fire. It felt odd 
sleeping in the woods for the last time 
together. Our voyage was really coming 
to a close.

July 11th – Kieve Bound
Our time spent paddling hard through 

Maine’s pristine waterways was rewarded 
with a major adrenaline release on the W. 
Branch of the Penobscot. Our cabin split 
into two boats, one sharing the boat with 
the Wavus Long Voyage cabin. Finally 
the sun came out for us after hiding for 
the previous five days, and we relished 
every moment of it. Our guides kept 
us entertained with real knee slappers 
and made the paddling easy on us 
after hearing about our adventure. Dan 
Schechter narrowly escaped a �� ft. drop, 
snatching his glasses out of midair.

After watching our highlight videos, 
filled with the most hilarious faces I’d 
ever seen, our time had come for the van 
drive back to Kieve. A playlist had been 
in motion for the past few days as the boys 
realized how much they missed music, 
and it lasted for the entire drive home. 
We ate like kings at Chipotle, and then 
continued on, arriving to Kieve at about 
9 p.m. with a long list of chores needing 
to be completed before the much-needed 
showers could take place.

Time seemed to really be distorted on 
our Long Voyage; some days dragged on 
forever, while the entire trip flew by. It’s 
hard to pinpoint any single emotion as 
we nestled into clean sheets this first 
night back, perhaps a feeling triumph. 
I witnessed serious growth from these 
young men compared to when they 
first arrived, a bit wide-eyed at the task 
set before them. Now, the cabin exuded 
confidence as a whole. I am truly lucky 
to play a small role in all of their stories.

 Chris Yeatman - HBC

Long Voyage II – The Long Voyage
June 25th 

Greetings to all the lucky eyes that 
are about to dive into the epic of an �8-
day journey that was Long Voyage II’s 
trip. The north woods of Maine are a 
spectacular place and we made sure to 
soak it all in. Our days in camp were few 
and we knew waking up on Saturday 
that we had a day of plush van seats and 
air conditioned vans. A hearty breakfast 
of French toast where the Baigorris sent 
me into a semi-panic about the quantities 
of food I packed. Fortunately, after some 
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June 27th 
CORN BEEF HASH BABYYYY!!! A 

filling breakfast of MEAT and STARCH 
was our fuel for the morning. We made 
an effort to wake up at six to beat some of 
the winds but they prevailed throughout 
the night into the morning which made 
for an interesting paddle to the northeast 
corner of Moosehead. We made it to the 
carry at 8:�0 and starting lugging boats 
along the virtually straight �¾-mile road. 
We were on our solo game and everyone 
got help from their canoe partners 
bridging boats. The next lap was wans 
and it was well executed and one of our 
most efficient portages. 

The boys were treated to some 
Gatorade at the bank of the west branch 
of the Penobscot and we were off for Big 
Island. The paddle took a little longer 
than expected but we made it just after 
Allagash II so we happily settled at 
Ouelette’s campsite. Chicken fights 
from Nate, Spencer, Aidan and Jack and 
some tubbing. Chicken crunch wraps for 
dinner (said by many at the end of the 
trip to be their favorite meal) and s’mores 
for dessert.  -Spencer Sapir
June 28th

We woke up around nine after a double 
bacon, egg and cheese breakfast and set 
off down the Penobscot. Immediately we 
ran into a set of “rapids” that were really 
shallow. A few more rips and a mile or 
two later we entered Chesuncook Lake 
and shortly thereafter Caucomgomoc 
Stream. Noticing some ominous clouds 
nearing we pulled onto shore. After 
examining some clouds and lightning in 
the far distance we made a mad dash to 
the nearest campsite ~�,000 feet away. 
That site was Canvas Dam where we set 
camp, had a pep and cheese lunch, and 
settled for the night. Rain didn’t put a 
damper on our �-star dinner: steamboats, 
where we slice potato, add onion, 
broccoli and cheese with some water 
and wrap it all in tinfoil and place it on a 
hot bed of coals to steam and bake. It was 
a great meal that kept everyone’s spirits 
high. -Jack Gallagher
June 29th 

Because of our premature stop at 
Canvas Dam we had quite the day ahead 
of us. We had to paddle all of Black 

last minute pasta quantity adjustments, 
we did just fine. A simple send-off that 
was really just a rant of nonsense from 
HBC Cole Phillips and we were off. We 
departed at the leisurely time of ten, 
setting course for the Birches campsite 
on the west side of Moosehead Lake. We 
enjoyed cold cuts once we arrived at �:�0 
p.m, unloaded boats, group gear, the likes 
and said farewell to our tripping director 
driver Reid Anderson. Meat was on the 
menu for dinner, Phillies were enjoyed 
and we watched the sun fade and night 
come. We slept knowing tomorrow 
would be our earliest day of the trip until 
Allagash Lake on the seventh morning. 

 -Cole Phillips
June 26th 

Rise and shine at 4:4�, bagels and 
cream cheese for a quick breakfast and 
we were in the boats at �:4�. The day was 
fifteen miles of skirting the western shore 
with the goal being Seboomook campsite 
on the northwest corner of the giant lake. 
We sailed after getting a heads-up from a 
landowner to not poop on his property. 
We kindly assured him that we would 
never poop on his land and continued 
on our merry way. The canoe groups 
were set as follows: Drew & Nate, Henry 
& Spencer, Aidan & George, Gabe & Cole, 
Jack & Julio, Javi & Emmet. These groups 
would hold true all the way to our take-
out at Medway sixteen days later. 

We rolled into Seboomook at noon 
which was amazing as this site proved 
to be the most favorable of swimming 
spots. Double grilled cheese and tomato 
soup for lunch and the afternoon was 
dedicated to hanging out in hammocks 
and in the water. Cole guided the group 
through the coming day’s maps and an 
extensive whitewater conversation with 
acronyms like W.O.R.Ms and detailed 
instruction for using throwbags and lead/
sweep boats. The winds started picking 
up over fifteen miles per hour so Jack & 
Julio, Emmet & Javi took empty boats out 
to try to catch some swells. Both boats 
flipped so Spence & Cole came to the T 
rescue ;) get it*. Chicken bacon ranches 
on the fire for dinner and we enjoyed an 
epic sunset and were off to bed knowing 
the Northeast Carry was in our immediate 
future.  -Drew Brigham
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Pond into Horseraces and then do Ciss 
Stream into Round Pond. We knew a 
long day was ahead of us so we left the 
site swiftly with granola and powdered 
milk. We were on the water at seven and 
graced with many golden eagles eating 
fish on the side of the pond. Horseraces 
was uphill, or river I should say, with 
slippery rocks and bugs a plenty, but we 
persevered through low water to get to 
Caucomgomoc dam. 

We ate tuna and then pushed on to 
what some call the Elephant Graveyard 
because of all the dead trees. The thunder 
started to boom and we caught the wind 
and sailed swiftly to our site at Round 
Pond north. Tomorrow’s a resupply and a 
hefty portage so we got in the tents to stay 
sheltered from the rain and it poured for 
three hours. Everyone slept through the 
storm and woke to grey skies and a nice 
meal of Dank with peppers, onions and 
loads of cheese. Dessert, the American 
gut bomb crepe, Nutella on tortilla. 
June 30th 

RESUPPLY DAY, HooooRA. Pancakes 
for breakfast and hanging out waiting for 
our drive on the Carry Trail Road to the 
gate. In the meantime we did a thorough 
cleaning and sanitizing of all our cooking 
and group gear. We mulled around playing 
Frisbee and other games until LVIII 
showed up and we had fun reminiscing 
over the experiences from the last six 
days. Our resupply arrived shortly after 
one o’clock and we started running boats 
to a half mile before the gate. The rain 
made for some puddles around two feet 
deep so we had to stop early making our 
total portage length around a mile and 
a half. The boys crushed after having 
more experience from Northeast Carry 
and used a makeshift dolly for the heavy 
resupply wannigans. 

We got into the site at Allagash Lake to 
a stellar unobstructed view on one of the 
most remote and protected lakes in the 
great state of Maine. Jack soloed his boat, 
amongst many others who did the same, 
and dove into the lake fully clothed in 
relief. It was sight to see. We enjoyed cold 
cuts for lunch and then double bacon 
cheeseburgers for dinner. Cole and Javi 
fished and caught some chubbs. Early 
to bed for a sunrise hike on the seventh 

morning of Allagash Mountain. 
 -Henry Kenney

July 1st
Happy July from LVII, we were up at 

�:4� to catch the morning glow on the lake 
and start our hike. Allagash Mountain is 
located at almost the northernmost point 
of our trip so from the fire tower at the 
top we could see the entire course of the 
trip. Two members of our team valued 
the sleep in and that was all right but the 
rest of us, even Henry, who was sick as a 
dog, trudged up to see the morning sun 
and what a sight it was. 

We enjoyed the sun until we started 
to get tired and slipped and slid on the 
moist mud and got back to our tents and 
proceeded to sleep for another three 
hours. We woke up and ate yogurt parfait 
with granola and fresh berries. It was a 
solid treat. We packed up and departed 
from the site and set course for the ice 
caves on the west side of the lake. 

The caves were cool and, to be frank, 
a little eerie and constricting. We 
left and got to the beautiful Allagash 
Stream where we met our first technical 
whitewater, beautiful ledges and one 
four-foot waterfall that made things 
interesting. We used our bail buckets and 
continued on to our campsite at Little 
Allagash Falls. The site was amazing and 
we found a love letter from the boys of 
LVI who were o so affectionate towards 
us. Henry, Jack, Drew, Henry, Spencer, 
and Julio tubbed and then we ate double 
downs for dinner. Yum. -Henry Kenney
July 2nd 

Six-thirty wake up this morning and 
some quick bagels and cream cheese and 
we paddled the rest of Allagash Stream 
to get onto the mighty Chamberlain Lake. 
We had swirling winds as we paddled 
past the old rail car tracks. From a 
distance we could see an Allagash cabin 
making its way to Lock Dam. 

We stopped at Gravel Beach to eat 
some PB&J and then, oh then, did the 
winds pick up in our favor. We sailed 
all the way to Thoroughfare campsite 
with some boats separating and the tarp 
getting sucked under. When Aidan heard 
“SWAMP,” he made the right choice to 
let go and, boy, was it a show. Boy Scout 
was taken by... you guessed it Boy Scouts 
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so we made do. Philly cheesesteak for 
dinner and the trip keeps on keepin’ on.

 -Javi Baigorri
July 3rd 

Bacon, egg and a lotta cheese for us this 
morning and we made an early departure 
to meet our “guide” Dave at Chamberlain 
Bridge. The winds from yesterday held 
true for this morning and the white caps 
were ripping on Telos (pronounced Tee-
Las with a heavy Maine accent) just shy 
of five feet. We sailed and showed Dave 
a rippin’ good time bub. We scouted the 
Telos cut after the dam and sent it. Emmet 
was our only casualty as he flipped out 
trying to save the boat (gunnels maybe?) 
but they were great and technical to 
make our way to Webster Lake. Sailed 
some more and were in camp with PB&J 
for lunch and chili con carne for dessert. 
Emmet, Javi, Drew and Aidan slept in the 
luxurious lean to with little disturbance 
from the pesky skeeeters. 

 -Emmet McNamara
July 4th 

Independence Day and Webster Brook, 
we’re a pretty lucky bunch to get this 
treat. Woke up at 6:�0 with some warm 
silk and milk. We paddled smaller rapids 
before the log jam where Drew and Nate 
flipped while going down backwards. 
We got to scope the log jam and it makes 
sense that it ate two boats a couple years 
ago but for us it was cool to scope. No 
flips on the first couple ledges. 

We scouted Indian Carry and George 
& Aidan paddled the second half in true 
gash style. No flips either! We’re so good 
at paddling it’s insane, and it’s all because 
of Cole. He’s the best, like honestly the 
best. He was a stiff in the beginning but 
he’s just the real deal. Back to the trip 
though… Went down the next three sets 
no problemo and scouted the fourth, no 
flips again. Are you surprised? 

Portaged Grand Pitch only after some 
serious rocket fuel on English muffins. 
Emmet fell down whilst portaging, glad 
nothing broke. Jack and Aidan went 
swimming down the last little set and 
then Javi and Jack dragged a boat up and 
ran the class three in an open boat. Got 
to Little East at �:�0 had Dank and then 
Dave dipped out. Peace and Bowl…

 -Nate Bartlett

July 5th 
Today we woke up at �:�0 to the most 

delectable pop tarts. We left to get the 
glass water of Matagamon before the 
mid-morning winds picked up. Made it 
to Matagamon Dam for a quick portage 
in two hours, passing eagles and fished 
LEGALLY below the dam. Smiles were 
had and everyone paddled down to 
Matagamon Campground where we ran 
into Long Voyage I for the first time 
all trip. Hammocks were chilled in 
and conversations were had, some of 
us fished. We had beef stew (STEEFY 
BEWW) for dinner and cleaned our plates 
with hoagie rolls. Tomorrow we feast!

 -Aidan Tierney
July 6th 

Woke up at 7:�0 ready for a day living 
in the lap of luxury in the northwoods. 
Eight o’clock rolls around and we enter 
a room of taxidermied bears and other 
Maine creatures. Breakfast was fluffy, 
bottomless pancakes, bacon, and orange 
juice. It was nothing short of amazing. 

After this we met our guides outside, 
Paul, Alan, Joe, and Tim. They showed 
us how to tie the improved fisherman’s 
knot and the basics of flyfishing before 
getting on the water. We separated into 
small groups of three and were out 
there hooking brook trout and small 
landlocked salmon. Lunch came quickly, 
fresh bread and cold cuts, fluffy cookies, 
chips and soda. 

In the afternoon our guides brought 
us to more remote locations for the 
opportunity to catch bigger and different 
species. Spencer was huckin’ a Christmas 
tree streamer for massive small mouths 
on the Grand Pitch of the Seboeis River 
while others stayed on the east branch. 

We all reconvened around six to get 
our acts cleaned up for a dinner we 
would never forget. Did someone say 
steak! Oh yeah, big piece of steak, baked 
potato, corn on the cob, and a dessert of 
blueberry crumble. We lived large, all 
caught fish, and may have some serious 
fisherman in the making here. After 
dinner Aidan, Spencer and Javi went for 
more and Aidan got into three more fish! 
To bed at 9:�0. -Aidan Tierney 
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July 7th 
We woke up not knowing that yesterday 

would be the last day we would see the 
sun until the morning of the �0th. Rose to 
cloudy skies at seven-thirty with oatmeal 
for breakfast. We were determined to get 
as far as we could without getting too 
swamped by the impending rain. We 
passed a Chewonki group of CITs at Stair 
Falls which we slayed. Then the rain 
picked up and things got a little tougher. 
Portages were at Haskell Rock, Pond 
Pitch, and Grand Pitch. 

The rain picked up and Gabe and Cole 
swamped before the Pond Pitch portage 
and the K-Won filled up with water. The 
rain got even heavier and we got to Grand 
Pitch and everyone got in their tents 
and the counselors made Rubens with 
homemade thousand islands dressing for 
the guys and delivered them to each tent. 
We finagled a fire and had gato gato for 
dinner.  -Jack Gallagher
July 8th 

We woke up a little late considering 
the rain and unfortunately the group we 
passed yesterday had an earlier start and 
walked through our campsite. We had a 
feeling they were going to get to our site 
first, but I digress. We got our wet gear 
on and hit the river mixed with slower 
water typical of the East branch and some 
swift water. Saw plenty of eagles and the 
beautifully lush banks but when we got 
to Big Seboeis it was full so we pushed 
on to Lunksoos. 

Still we made our ways to our tents to 
dry them with our body heat. Pizza for 
dinner and everyone was getting a little 
tired of wearing wet clothes, but all efforts 
to dry them proved to be futile. Pizza 
for dinner with some pep and bacon. 
Tomorrow another day at Lunksoos.

 -Julio Baigorri
July 9th 

Good morning, or should I say almost 
afternoon. We really slept in this 
morning. The first half of our trip was 
dominated by early wake ups so getting 
to sleep in until nine was a treat. The 
boys made pancakes and delivered them 
to the counselor tent, what nice guys. We 
met with the head of Lunksoos Camp 
and she shuttled us up the logging road 
to check out an old F86 fighter jet crash 

site where the pilot’s oxygenator failed 
and he fainted, leading to the �9�8 crash. 
It was cool to see the history and then we 
walked the two miles back to camp. 

We were treated to molasses cookies 
and a history lesson on the area and the 
prospect of a national monument that 
would hopefully lead to a national park. 
The boys got a little trivia to get another 
cookie and Jack, Emmet, Henry were 
fast to the draw. We had a late lunch 
of chicken noodle soup and then went 
straight to Jack and Drew’s signature 
burnt linguine alfredo. Mixed opinions 
but food is food. We went to sleep ready 
for a long day tomorrow.  -Henry Kenney
July 10th 

We woke up at six to a quick sweet 
and salty bar breakfast and were on the 
water in forty-five minutes. We had a 
twenty-mile day ahead and we wanted 
to get an early start considering more 
rain. Today we got to do the Hulling 
Machine portage, which we crushed, 
and then ride the lazy river after Gash 
paddling. We were throwing a soccer ball 
we found and the highlight was George 
threw one deep, almost hit Cole in the 
head and Aidan fell out the back from 
laughing. Everyone erupted in laughter. 
We also started singing the Count song 
from Sesame Street after a much needed 
break from Bohemian Rhapsody. Tuna at 
Grindstone and we were fueled for some 
9�0 cubic feet / second water flowage. 

Our experience spoke for itself as no 
one flipped and we were through after 
some scouting. We rolled into Pine Grove 
and played some broomstick and just 
hung out. Beef stew and rice for dinner 
and we were asleep as the sun was going 
down. -George Johnston
July 11th 

We pleasantly woke up after a sleep 
in at Pine Grove to find that there were 
almost no clouds in sight. We had an 
easy breakfast consisting of oatmeal and 
peanut butter and then went on to pack 
up camp so we could do our last paddle 
of the trip leading to our takeout point at 
Medway. The four-mile paddle was very 
relaxed and easy, consisting of mostly 
gash paddling and one simple rapid, 
Ledge Falls, where Jack and Henry took 
hilarious swims. 
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After we took out at Medway, we 
proceeded to get our stuff ready for pick-
up so we could make our way to the New 
England Outdoors Center (NEOC) where 
we would go rafting the next day. Jack 
Marston picked us up within an hour of 
takeout, after a PB&J lunch, and we were 
on our way to the rafting center. Got 
some ice cream bars at the gas station 
as a treat and we made our way. At the 
rafting center we said our goodbyes to 
LV�, who had just finished their trip, 
and proceeded to play poker and pool 
for a few hours. The night ended with 
a dinner of Gato Gato and a great sunset 
shared by the Wavus LVII group. Rafting 
and Kieve tomorrow. -George Johnston
July 12th 

It’s our last day. Bittersweet, but we 
celebrated with rafting. Exterminator, 
Bone Crusher, Cribworks, Big Poc, 
Nesowadnehunk Falls, an epic river 
lunch of river rice, steak, coleslaw, and 
cookies. No one got sunburnt, which 
was fantastic, and the day came to an 
end with Jack falling out of the raft a 
miraculous two times with Julio nearly 
getting sucked in but rescued by his 
boatmates, and Henry took a swim that 
made us all a little nervous. No scars, no 
problems. 

We enjoyed our video but were all 
ready to hit the road and get to HAPPPY 
CHICKETY CHINA! We gorged. Julio 
had twenty-two dumplings, and all left 
feeling borderline sick but glad to roll 
into camp. We got in at eight, unloaded 
boats, did a thorough clean of all of our 
gear and were in the cabin ready to sleep 
at ten. 

What a trip. I was sublime, sitting in 
the van on the way back thinking back 
on what we did. I’m proud of you boys. 
You stepped up and tripped hard and 
well even though George and I ragged on 
you for little things. You’re all a bunch of 
studs who will make amazing counselors 
and people some day. Cheers and I can’t 
wait to see you all when you get back 
from trails. Peace and Bowl LVII. 

 -Cole Phillips
 HBC - Cole Phillips
 JC - George Johnston

Long Voyage III – The Long Voyage 
Long Voyage is one of the most 

incredible trips that Kieve can offer, is 
not a easy one, and most of the days are 
challenging, early morning, long paddle 
on rivers and lakes, most of the time the 
weather could be your worst friend, and 
also �0 portages. What this trip is made 
for is to learn by doing and also know 
that nothing is impossible. This is the 
story that I would love to talk about.
Day 1 Birches 06/26 

Special day for the boys of Long Voyage 
III. Today is the day where the real 
adventure starts. After saying good bye 
for the last time to our comfortable cabin, 
we had the last “Kieve” breakfast. As a 
tradition we did an exit, marching and 
reading a speech from �94� Roosevelt’s 
D-Day letters. 

Right after breakfast all the boys 
helped to load the van and the trailer, 
Ben Swanson was our gentleman driver 
who took us all way up to the Moosehead 
Lake. Right after �0 minutes sitting in the 
car we all fell asleep. Got to the campsite 
easily; easier was setting up the kitchen 
area and all the tents, we had some 
preparation on setting up the canoes for 
the trip, making rope for tying gear into 
the canoes, and other equipment for the 
trip. After that we all enjoyed a delicious 
dinner with Philly cheesesteak, and pasta 
alla carbonara during dinner. We had a 
great sunset that we all enjoyed.
Day 2 Seboomook 06/27

Early wake up for the counselors and 
the cabin �:�0, It was very hard to get 
out of the tent, pack all the gear in the 
canoes, and get ready for the paddle. 
Breakfast was rich and yummy, jam, 
nutella, hot tea, coffee. Few minutes later 
we were in the canoes paddling north to 
our far destination. Even if it was early 
in the morning, the wind was getting 
stronger and waves were getting bigger, 
but luckily for us, we were in the right 
direction. So we had tail winds all the 
way to the campsite. The morning was 
going smoothly and the morale was hype 
and all the boys were singing as one 
singular voice. 

The paddle took only few hours and 
gave us the time to prepare the campsite 
for the night. 
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Firewood was chopped by Henry and 
Quentin, the boys helped me to bake 
sweet bread for the breakfast, and dinner 
was made on the fire by the campers; we 
made burgers and grilled cheese.

Wavus was there at the campsite. It 
was good to have our sister cabin around 
us. After dinner we all crushed in ours 
tents, falling asleep and getting ready for 
other great day. 
Day 3 Big Island 06/28 

It was still dark and the wind was 
blowing hard, when we woke up at �:�0 
a.m. Today was one of the biggest days 
of trip, paddling �.� miles to the North 
East Carry, �.8 miles portage, and then 
�4 more miles to paddle to the next 
campsite. The sun was rising slowly 
and we were going to end our breakfast, 
homemade sweet yeast bread, nutella, 
jam, honey, tea, coffee.

We jumped in our canoes, ready to 
start a new exiting long day, it took only 
�0 minutes to get at the beginning of the 
North East, the sunrise was something 
incredible. Paddling on the water with 
your cabin and see the sun rising is 
something incredible. When we got tothe 
beginning of the portage, we unloaded 
the canoes, and sent them to the end the 
long, long portage, I have to say that the 
boys, were amazing, Paul, Haze, Chris, 
Quent, Nick, Henry and Parker, everyone 
helped to carry and portage all the gear.
Also on the second trip we got driven 
by an old gentleman driver who picked 
us up plus all the gear, giving us a great 
push on the trip.

The last part of the paddle was long 
and tiring. We were awake for more than 
�0 hours, and after all the hard work, the 
energy level was going lower and lower, 
but nobody complained. We all paddled 
hard to get to the campsite as soon as 
possible, to tub and have few hours’ rest. 
For dinner we had chicken, bacon ranch, 
and hot chocolate to restore ours souls, 
and we fell all asleep right after dinner. 
Day 4 Caucomgomoc Dam 06/29 

Early wake up again, today is another 
long day, the weather wasn’t that great 
and late in the morning we had some 
rain and late in in the afternoon a huge 
thunderstorm hit us. For breakfast we 
had oatmeal and dry fruits (apples, 

strawberries, bananas). Different day 
more challenging than the day before, 
today we have ahead more than �7 miles 
of dead water - two lakes and one stream. 
The portion of the stream that we have 
to cover is �.� to � miles dragging and 
carrying canoes up streams and also up 
to a little ledge. The first part of paddle 
was extremely easy and relaxing, the 
only bad thing was bad weather, rain and 
cold wind. On the way up to Long Pond 
we had to deal with big waves, but after 
getting into Long Pond we had tail winds 
pushing us, so less stress for us.

Half of the day was almost gone, and far 
in the distance a storm was coming. We 
decided to skip lunch and push forward, 
and end as soon as possible the Horse 
Race. Nick and Henry were the most 
efficient and faster kids of the group. 
Quent and Chris were right behind of 
them, then myself and Paul, Parker and 
Haze were closing the line. It was hard, 
tiring plus it was hot, horseflies were 
angry and hungry, plus at the end of the 
Horse Race, we had also a huge thunder 
storm, what a day. What can I say, the 
boys were amazing, even after all of that 
the group was so tight and we had fun.

Dinner was rice with beans and tomato 
sauce.
Day 5 Round Pond North 06/30 

Super easy day, only 8 miles of dead 
water, the first part was a little swamp, 
where we saw a big moose resting in the 
water, then the other half was crossing 
Round Pond and took us less than �� 
minutes. We slept thru to7 a.m. straight, 
breakfast was granola and powdered 
milk. 

On the way to the campsite, we 
stopped for some bridge cliff jumping. 
Myself, Parker, Henry, Quentin, and Paul 
all jumped more than twice. When we 
got to our campsite, LVII was there for 
their resupply, and we had some time so 
see our brother cabin. Dinner was made 
by the help of Nick, Chris and Haze, who 
learned to make pizzas by using the base 
ingredients (yeast, flour, salt, water). Also 
all the boys learned how to make their 
own pizzas in the best way ever. Dinner 
was amazing, and for dessert we all had 
some s’mores before going sleep 
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Day 6 Carry Trail 07/01
Back in the hard game, today we have 

to deal with the second longest portage 
of the trip with fully loaded gear at least 
more than �.� miles portage. The first 
part of the portage was made by Walter 
who drove in two sets, cabin gear, canoes 
and equipment. Even if it was heavy and 
hard, we made it in less than � hours.

Can’t say anything else, all the cabin 
was great, at this point the boys were 
so into the trip that telling them what 
to do wasn’t necessary. Paul was one 
of them who wanted to solo and prove 
himself that, even though it was hard 
and painful, he could it make it. Haze 
too was the boy that step-by-step started 
trying new hard stuff. Finally done with 
the portage, we were able to have lunch, 
sodas, and fresh delicious food. Dinner 
was Philly cheesesteaks, and pasta alla 
carbonara, for dessert some fresh fruit as 
apples and oranges.
Day 7 Little Allagash Falls 07/02 

We tried to sunrise Allagash Mountain, 
but the weather was extremely bad severe 
thunderstorms. Today we had to paddle 
�0 miles, the first part was crossing 
Allagash Lake, and that was extremely 
easy, tail wind and big waves pushed 
us to the beginning of Allagash Stream, 
but before that, we enjoyed a delicious 
breakfast, that give us a lot of energy, 
English breakfast muffins, with hot tea, 
coffee and fresh fruit. 

As I said the paddle was extremely 
easy, and the boys did extremely well. 
We had a different senario when we got 
into Allagash Stream, first rapids of the 
trip not hard but extremely technical, 
and also there are few drops that if you 
didn’t keep an eye on it, you could flip 
or sink your canoes. Nobody flipped or 
sank, Paul and Chris almost pinned their 
canoes but, as a great team, they made it 
safely. 

At the campsite at this point the boys 
were able to run the entire show, so Henry 
and I we chopped firewood; Paul turned 
on the fire and cooked dinner for the 
entire cabin, chicken bacon ranch;Nick 
and Henry helped to clean. The rest of 
the day was passed in peace and rest.
Day 8 Boy Scout, 07/03 

From Little Allagash Falls to Boy 

Scout, there are �8 miles the first part, 
at least �.� miles are the end of Allagash 
Stream, technical in shallow water, and 
hard for dead trees, that could be hazards 
down the river. Breakfast was quick but 
good and reach, jam, Nutella, honey, hot 
tea and coffee. Haze was my bowman for 
all day long, and he did great, even also 
when he had to take the stern for a lake 
crossing. To get at the campsite, we had 
the opportunity to sail for most of the part 
of Chamberlain, and also we reached the 
max speed, 6.� miles per hours. 

We had to stop halfway down, because 
the wind was too strong and the waves 
too big, so we stopped for rest and lunch. 
We had an open window, so we could 
kept going to Boy Scout campsite. The 
boys had a blast day, sailing, surfing on 
the waves, and finally resting and having 
a great and delicious dinner cooked by 
Henry and Nick. 
Day 9 Coffeelos 07/04 

Boy Scout to Coffeelos is less than �0 
miles, the first miles are super easy, then 
there is a short carry around Telos Dam, 
and the few technical rapids and at the 
end another short paddle.

Today and the day after we were guided 
by an experienced and good friend of 
mine Beach.

Beach taught us how to scout a river 
and a few different strokes. At the 
campsite, he transformed himself in a 
great professor of nature, wood curving, 
and bushwalking.

The day was amazing, and the weather 
was perfect too. Breakfast, was oatmeal 
and dry fruits, then lunch was PB and 
jelly, dinner was made by Chris and 
Haze who cooked a delicious chicken 
rice curry, and fried cookies. Talking 
about the day in the river was extremely 
fun and relaxing, Henry did great on the 
rapids, we ran most of them hitting the 
water with back of the canoe rather than 
the front of it.
Day 10 Webster Outlet 07/05

Coffeelos to Webster �0 miles, one 
portage at Grand Pitch Waterfalls, � 
mile.

I say one of the most interesting and 
fun days, the weather was perfect windy, 
sunny and hot. 

For breakfast we had granola and 
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powder milk plus hot tea, coffee. Beach 
guided us down to Webster Brook where 
we had to deal with class II and III rapids. 
Between the first set and the second set, 
we had the great opportunity to learn 
how to unpin a canoe from the water, 
and also how to make an eddy using 
our body against the water. Nick was my 
bowman today, and the way he faced the 
rapid was amazing. I loved looking at 
the boys going down the river, paddling 
hard, and getting crazy on the water. 
Nobody flipped or pinned their canoes, 
we all get safe to the campsite.

We had only one little problem with 
Paul, that he fell during the canoe 
portage, nothing serious, but he couldn’t 
walk very well for next few days. What I 
admire most was Chris who took care of 
Paul all way down to the end of the trail, 
carrying him on his shoulders. When we 
got to the campsite, we were exhausted. 
Dinner was ready at 7 p.m., rice with 
lentil chili. Most of the kids had �-4 
servings each.
Day 11 Matagamon 07/06

Webster Outlet to Matagamon 8 miles. 
One Short portage less than �00 yards. 
We woke up at 4, and we decided to have 
breakfast at Matagamon. The weather 
wasn’t that bad, few clouds in the sky, 
and smooth wind coming from South-
East. Quentin was my bowman today, 
and we had time to talk to each others, 
and share some stories together. On the 
way to Matagamon campsite, we had to 
stop to wait for the boys to come closer to 
us, and myself and Quentin saw a baby 
deer struggling for his life in the water. 
It took less than a few seconds and all 
the boys turned rescuers, the deer was 
taken in my canoe and carried all way 
down to Matagamon. It wasn’t easy to 
keep the wild animal relaxed, but Paul 
managed that situation brilliantly. The 
animal was dropped of at the campsite, 
and was moved by the ranger into a game 
preserve. At Matagamon we met again 
our brothers from LVII. Dinner was yeast 
baked pizza, and we all enjoyed it sitting 
around the fire with the boys of Long 
Voyage II.
Day 12 Matagamon 07/07 

Flyfishing. Today was an unusual day 
where we had the opportunity, to learn 

from flyfishing guide how to flyfish. 
The boys loved that. The first part of the 
morning turned into a lesson in how to 
use the flyfishing gear, then after that 
show time. We had a lot of rain, but, it 
was fun, nobody complained at all, and 
all the boys had so much fun. Meals 
were made by the Matagamon store, and 
we had for breakfast pancakes, sausages, 
bacon, tea, hot chocolate, and coffee. 
Lunch was a hot soups with veggie beans 
corns. Dinner was steaks, corn, potatoes 
and a huge salad. Haze was the boy who 
caught more fish than the rest of the 
cabin.
Day 13 Grand Pitch 07/08

Matagamon to Grand Pitch �0 miles in 
moving and whitewater. � portages, first 
�/� mile, second �/4 mile, third �/4 mile. 
Paddling in whitewater at this point was 
extremely easy, and took only less than 
two hours to get to the first portage. Stair 
Falls were fun and all the boys loved 
them. Haze tried for the first time soloing 
a canoe for the entire length of all three 
portages. He had a hard time, but with 
the great and enthusiastic help of Parker 
he made it all the way. We got to the 
campsite before ��, so we had a great 
time to chill and rest. Quentin,Chris went 
down with me for fishing and having a 
good time together. For dinner, which 
was made by Paul and Quentin, we had 
also � big trout cooked on the fire. 
Day 14 Big Seboeis 07/09

Grand Pitch to Big Seboeis �4 miles. 
Hulling Machine portage � mile. Early 
wake up at �. We jumped out of the tents 
and we portaged the rest of the gear to the 
end of the trail. Then we had breakfast, 
Nutella, jam, honey. We paddled for a 
few minutes and after that, we got into 
our last portage. The boys crushed it, 
finishing in less than one hour. Haze 
and Nick were soloing together, Paul 
helped me to carry gear and equipment, 
Chris was soloing too. After the portage 
we had to paddle for two more hours 
before getting to Big Sebois campsite. 
We spent the rest of the day, chilling and 
napping.Dinner was homemade bread 
and chicken, bacon, ranch. 
Day 15 Lunksoos 07/10

The weather was too bad for hiking 
Deasy Mountain, so we decide to paddle 
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� miles and get to our campsite. The 
boys set up the kitchen area, and their 
personal tents, and spent most of the 
rest of day, resting and recharging their 
battery. Also it rained all day and we 
couldn’t do more.

Late in the afternoon the weather 
changed for the better, so we got some 
firewood, with the help of Henry and 
Paul. Dinner was chicken curry rice. After 
dinner, we played a game of Pirates, with 
Paul, Chris, Henry, Quentin, and me. 
Nick and Haze made for us a delicious 
dessert of grilled cheese and nutella in 
grilled tortillas.
Day 16 Pine Grove 07/11

Lunksoos to Pine Grove �9 miles in 
moving water and Class II-III rapids.

The last longest day of the trip, early 
wake up, � a.m., a delicious breakfast 
with Nutella, jam, hone, tea, and coffee. 
The first half of the paddle was extremely 
easy, we had to deal with rapids at 
Whetstone and it was a great warm up 
for Grindstone. Quentin and Henry, 
instead of taking the easiest line, were 
alway looking for the biggest and hardest 
line, succeeding every time without any 
problem. 

We got to Grindstone at �0:�0, so we 
had time to scout them and chill for 4� 
minutes, then “show time”. Nobody 
flipped, we eddied in � times so we could 
make sure everybody was fine and safe 
and we kept going through Pine Grove. 
The rest of the day was passed having 
lunch and relaxing. All the boys had the 
last tub in the river, and for dinner we 
enjoyed the last pizza cooked on the fire 
all together.
Day 17 New England Outdoor Center 
07/12 

Super easy day – we paddled the last 
� miles of the trip to Medway. We had 
some dead time before the driver could 
come to pick us up so all the boys went 
for a swim and then they played a game of 
volleyball. On the way to NEOC, I made 
a stop at Hannaford where I bought some 
delicious dinners for the boys. At dinner 
time we made a family dinner of steaks, 
corn, potatoes, bruschetta, root beer, and 
tons of bread. It was great sitting in front 
of all the boys and having a great time all 
together.

Day 18 Kieve 07/13
Breakfast of champions: fresh eggs, real 

bacon, tea and coffee. Then whitewater 
rafting all day. It was a great day passed 
all together laughing and getting crazy. 
Hackett drove us back to camp and in less 
than � minutes all the boys fell asleep all 
way to camp.

I love to thank this amazing group of 
solid kids for making this trip amazing 
and unreal.

You boys are great and special, what 
you learn from this incredible experience 
is something rare and prestige, I really 
hope that in the future you will the 
“boys” that you were in the incredible 
first session �0�6 of KIEVE. 

Thanks so much again, 
 your HBS Pietro Barbieri

Maine Trails I 
June 23rd 

Today is the beginning of our ��-day 
expedition into the remote wilderness 
of central and northern Maine that will, 
by the end, have taken us by foot over 
nearly �80 miles of the Appalachian 
Trail. Having had this group last year for 
Long Voyage, it took no time at all to hop 
back into our close-knit group dynamics 
that we forged the year before. We were 
dropped off near our first lean-to near 
a beautiful body of water called Pierce 
Pond. 

We immediately understood that we 
were in for something unusual and new 
when the first two people we met on the 
trail gave us their names as ‘Gastank’ and 
‘Numbers’. It didn’t take long for all of 
us to deliberate and decide on the trail 
names we would be using for the next 
three weeks. As the HBC in charge of 
this rag-tag group of champions’ safety 
and daily curriculum, I paid homage 
to a childhood hero: Miss Frizzle, of 
Magic School Bus fame. To quote the 
educational children’s series: “Was this 
going to be a normal field trip? With the 
Frizz? No way.” Our Junior Counselor 
(JC), Jules Cook went by his Maine Trails 
trail name from two years ago when he 
did the trip as a camper – Wonderbread. 
Here’s a list of the trail names we decided 
on for all of us:
Dave Berndtson – Miss Frizzle (The Frizz)
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Jules Cook - Wonderbread
Alden Blue – Escobar
Ian Fay – Claptrap
Matthew Kellett – Rooster
Peter Knowlton – Dogmeat
George Janvier – Blart 
George Maguire – Whale
Jebb Vincent – Django

Once happy with our trail names, we 
cooked up one of our favorite trip meals 
– Philly cheesesteaks – and then headed 
into our tent groups and did our best to 
mentally prepare for the journey ahead. 
June 24th 

Our first full day of hiking proved 
to be what would be one of the most 
difficult for us throughout the entire 
trip. Although there were no formidable 
peaks or valleys, it was nearly 9.7 miles 
of terrain with heavy backpacks, and 
we were yet to be in good hiking shape. 
We left camp very early and reached the 
Kennebec River Ferry where we were 
canoed in pairs across the un-fordable 
Kennebec River. Once we passed the 
river, we made a quick ‘rocket fuel’ lunch 
(bagels, peanut butter, jelly, honey, and a 
Snickers bar) and continued on to finish 
the remaining six miles until we reached 
our next lean-to. 

Upon arrival at the Pleasant Pond lean-
to, we all nearly collapsed into our tents, 
but not before taking care of blisters and 
sore hips and shoulders. George Janvier, 
tasked with carrying a pristine condition 
Paul Blart: Mall Cop DVD throughout 
the course of the whole trip, found a 
great opportunity at the nearby lake 
for a quick photo shoot with the DVD. 
Matthew Kellett began his tenure as the 
Maine Trails I trails cook by cooking 
up our dinner of chicken, bacon, and 
ranch sandwiches. With our first actual 
mountain the next day, we all went to 
bed early and prepared for a challenging 
next day.
June 25th 

Pleasant Pond Mountain – our first 
mountain – really gave us an idea of 
what we were in for in both the beauty 
and the challenge that lay ahead. Even 
though this was not nearly our most 
difficult mountain, it did nothing to 
diminish the breathtaking view that 
we were graced with upon the summit. 

Peter Knowlton would go on to mention 
the peak of this first mountain as one of 
his most memorable moments, because it 
allowed him to see just how far we had to 
hike in front of us. The immensity of the 
task before us came nearer to focus as we 
looked to the distance and saw nothing 
but more mountains and valleys between 
us and the hazy horizon which, at this 
early point in the trip, still hid Katahdin 
from view. For lunch we had sticks of 
pepperoni and string cheese, an energy 
boosting and controversial trip snack. 
As we began our descent down Pleasant 
Pond Mountain to Bald Mountain Brook 
lean-to, we had our first real taste of how 
downhill hiking feels on the knees. For 
dinner we had a meal of no controversial 
discussion, as it was one of the all-time 
favorites of every camper: Dank. 
June 26th 

With only four miles of hiking today 
we had the option of waking up early 
and attempting a sunrise hike, or letting 
our bodies recuperate during a long sleep 
in. With more opportunities ahead of us 
to sunrise hike, we decided to give our 
bodies a bit of recovery time. We took 
our time hiking up the mountain and 
enjoyed many view breaks. The top of 
Moxie Bald Mountain was bald-faced 
granite and provided us with a near �60-
degree view of the beautiful wilderness 
surrounding us. 

For lunch we had tuna melts at our 
end destination – Moxie Bald lean-to, 
and then practiced fire starting and 
began our long and epic Dungeons 
and Dragons adventure, led by the 
irreplaceable dungeon master Ian Fay. 
For dinner we cooked up some delicious 
rice, kidney beans, summer sausage, and 
cheese. George Maguire and Matthew 
Kellett generously offered up the leftover 
sautéed summer sausage to hungry thru-
hikers with whom we shared the lean-
to campsite. Cleaned and somewhat 
recovered, we went to sleep under the 
setting sun to prepare for our nine-mile 
hike the next day.
June 27th 

Today was a bit of an unexpectedly 
difficult day. We expected flatter ground 
than what it actually ended up being, 
and nine miles proved again to be 
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physically exhausting for our yet-to-be-
in-hiking-shape bodies. We left later in 
the morning after a visit from some kind 
gentleman who gave us a bag of apples 
and oranges. 

Today we also had our first ‘river ford’. 
The water levels were very low, so we 
didn’t need to use the suspended line 
above the river and instead just walked 
across. Before the ford, we filled up with 
the tortilla version of rocket fuel, and 
then trudged onward until we reached 
Horseshoe Canyon lean-to. This lean-to 
was about �00 yards above a beautiful 
gorge (which was also our water supply). 
Tent sites were scarce as widowmakers 
spotted the campsite. With potential 
rain, Jebb and Alden helped set up the 
rain tarp (which Jebb carried on his pack 
for the duration of the trip), and we 
talked about everything and anything 
unpacking for dinner. Once we had our 
tents in safe spots, we cooked rice, pasta, 
bacon, cheese, and seasoned the dinner 
with various spices. 

At night, we were lullabied to sleep 
by the annoying and obnoxious banter 
and harmonica playing of trace-leaving, 
egotistical section hikers who, through 
their ignorance of camping etiquette, 
made us much more confident and 
proud of our own skills. In the middle 
of the night, one of the widowmakers in 
the campsite did end up crashing to the 
ground.
June 28th 

Resupply day! To get to our pick-up 
spot 9 miles away at �0 a.m., we left 
Horseshoe Canyon at five in the morning. 
We ran into Maine Trails III at the Chalet 
Motel we were staying at and were able 
to completely relax for a few hours before 
going on a moose safari. Sodas and treats 
did wonders to boost our spirits the day 
before we would begin the �00-mile 
wilderness. 

Our moose safari was an utterly surreal 
and nearly indescribable adventure. 
With our guide, Ashley (who said we 
were the best group of paddlers she’d 
ever taken out on a safari before), we 
turned stealthily into a cove with the 
four peaks of our impending four-peak 
day looming over us in sight and mind. 
Dark grey clouds, punctured with spots 

of swirling light, hung low above us as 
the creeping thunder rumbled gently in 
the distance. We rafted together and with 
Ashley’s silent and steady maneuvering, 
we glided through the calm water closer 
to our targets – two skittish cows and 
a calm bull with massive antlers. The 
only sound accompanying the thunder, 
was the high-pitched sporadic, scattered 
whine of continuous light rain on 
the water with the occasional sudden 
burst of harder, louder rain as bullfrogs 
fervently bellowed at our intrusion. 
We crept even closer, pretending to be 
a moose ourselves (as moose have very 
poor vision) but the shy cows weren’t 
tricked. The bull moose raised its head 
from underwater and a cascade of water 
poured from its velvet crown. The bull 
snorted and followed the cows to cover 
– but not before we all got close enough 
to witness their unforgettable beauty. 
Remarkable excursion.
June 29th 

Today we began the �00-mile 
wilderness. We were able to sleep late 
in our motel beds and were treated with 
Auntie M’s for breakfast, a local breakfast 
diner in Greenville that hit the spot. We 
only had three miles to hike today, and felt 
fully recharged from the previous night, 
even though we were graced with a soft 
rain and slippery trails. We met some ex-
marines at the lean-to who were hiking for 
charity and trying to promote awareness 
of the problem of veteran suicide. Being 
the first day after our resupply, we made 
delicious feasts all day, and we had extra 
chicken crunch wrap supremes to give to 
the hungry veterans. Just before the sun 
completely set, Chewonki showed up to 
our same lean-to and managed to keep us 
up at night and again in the morning, but 
we were pleased to realize that we were 
hiking much further, and much faster 
than the other group and wouldn’t have 
to continue sharing campsites in the 
future. The dinner was a huge hit with 
everyone.
June 30th 

Today the weather was cloudy and 
cool in the morning, but gave way 
during our hike to sun. The going was 
slow, however, because slippery roots, 
rocks, and muddy trails required each 
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warnings we gave or how slowly we 
went. One wrong step meant a fall over 
dangerous terrain and unfortunately Ian 
ended up slipping down the backside of 
Fourth Mountain. The boys in the cabin 
demonstrated how close-knit they were 
when Jebb and Matthew leapt into action 
in helping me with Ian. Ian demonstrated 
his incredible fighting spirit and his 
toughness when the mention of an evac 
upset him greatly. He didn’t want to go 
anywhere. We contacted Kieve after 
making sure Ian wasn’t in any danger, 
and managed to hike Ian out to a nearby 
road. He got stitches and returned to 
the group bravely in less than �4 hours. 
He was a true inspiration to everyone 
in the cabin. Especially since he was 
returning for what could arguably be our 
most difficult day. Even with the lack of 
Ian for a night, Janvier and Alden were 
able to keep the mood lighthearted and 
positive with their witty and seriously 
entertaining banter.
July 3rd 

We got Ian back! In less than �4 hours, 
Ian’s shin wound was properly taken 
care of and he was sent back out to join 
his brothers for the remainder of the trip. 
It was a ten-mile day to Carl A. Newhall 
lean-to (which had a grade A privy). 
While waiting to pick Ian up, Matthew 
made us all tuna melts while Peter, 
Alden, Jebb, and George Maguire played 
cards and Janvier and Jules discussed 
basketball. It was a relief to have Ian back 
with us so soon, as we could all see how 
much it meant to him to be a part of this 
group for as long as possible. 
July 4th 

As well as being the Fourth of July, 
today was also our eleven-mile, four-
mountain peak day. I was genuinely 
impressed with the hiking skill of all 
the campers today, especially Ian. He 
valiantly hiked the entire day without 
complaining of his shin after receiving 
stitches only two nights before. The first 
three peaks we reached had views that 
were blocked by trees, but the fourth and 
final peak (the highest one), White Cap, 
provided us with a �60-degree view of 
truly remote wilderness. We were really 
way out in the middle of nowhere, and 
even more exciting, we were now able to 

and every step to be well thought out. 
Halfway through our hike we came to 
this beautiful and large waterfall called 
‘Little Wilson Falls’ where we stopped 
for lunch and took several group pictures 
(including some with Paul Blart). 

When we arrived at our campsite, we 
set up hammocks and used a fire to help 
us dry our still wet boots and socks. We 
played hours of dungeons and dragons 
and were happy that the sun had come 
out to warm us.
July 1st

We woke up and ate oatmeal today to 
give us energy for Barren Mountain – the 
steepest mountain we have to climb next 
to Katahdin. Hearing from previous Trails 
groups, we knew that we were in for a 
very challenging day, but the toughness 
of the climb makes the view that much 
more beautiful. The maps we used for 
this trip showed both horizontal and 
vertical distance and gradients, and the 
first portion of Barren Mountain had a 
near vertical line, indicating a very high 
level of steepness. We stopped and took 
many water breaks and rest breaks, as the 
day was very sunny and very hot. 

About a quarter of the way up the 
mountain we stopped at a lean-to and 
had pep sticks and cheese and conversed 
with a ‘Ridgerunner’ – a maintainer of 
the AT. She wished us good luck and told 
us to make sure we check out the view 
over Barren Slide. The high winds over 
the steep drop thousands of feet down 
was a bit unsettling, but the view was 
worth it all. 

We rewarded ourselves with Dank for 
dinner. With Barren conquered, we all 
knew we could do anything on this trip. 
The lean-to we slept at was called Cloud 
Pond lean-to, as it was a pond almost 
�000 feet up in the air, above the clouds. 
Beautiful campsite that we shared with 
a group of same aged French-Canadian 
female hikers who countered our singing 
of the national anthem with a boisterous 
version of ‘Oh, Canada!’ 
July 2nd 

Today we had an evac. With truly 
treacherous, steep, and technical 
downhill sections filled with large, 
jagged rocks pointing in every which 
direction, it mattered not how many 
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see a faint shadow of Katahdin far off in 
the distance. 

As we descended the backside of the 
mass of Earth that we just hiked, we 
stopped at Logan Brook lean-to and 
enjoyed some of the coldest, clearest, 
cleanest water we saw all trip. We arrived 
at our campsite later that day to find the 
French-Canadians had done a double 
day and were at our same campsite again. 
They must have liked us. There were also 
two thru-hikers from Australia who had 
two Alaskan Malamutes named Huski 
and Flame who provided us with some 
incentive to visit Australia sometime. 
At the end of the day, though, we had a 
perfectly amazing day enjoying America 
and what this land has to offer, on the 
Fourth of July.
July 5th 

Another resupply day. After having 
completed our four-peak day, we had a 
long stretch of flat-ish ground ahead of 
us and it was a nice relief. The lean-to we 
stayed at on this resupply was absolutely 
beautiful and had a spring of ice cold, 
clean water for us to swim in and get 
water from. We spent the night reading 
over some Sports Illustrated magazines 
and catching up on the latest news while 
sharing and devouring uncomfortable 
amounts of candy. For dinner we had 
Philly cheesesteaks again. Cheesesteaks 
were a classic resupply dinner and one 
of our favorites.
July 6th 

Our journey today took us from Cooper 
Brook to Antlers campsite. This campsite 
had been touted by our directors as one 
of the best campsites we would stay at 
and it was indeed beautiful. Towards the 
end of the day, clouds started to arrive 
and a light rain had us in our tents a bit 
early. But not before we had a chance 
to swim in the beautiful lake around us 
and stand around a fire pit and shoot 
the breeze for awhile. The privy at this 
campsite was nicknamed ‘Fort Relief’ 
and it was definitely a relief, especially 
for Janvier. 

With this day being one day after 
a resupply we feasted all day with 
breakfast sandwiches in the morning, 
chicken quesadillas for lunch, and 
double cheeseburgers for dinner. We 

slept well with full stomachs. And we 
needed the rest, because the next day 
was our longest, and wettest.
July 7th 

We woke up to pouring rain that 
didn’t cease at all for the duration of the 
entire day and night ahead. With nearly 
fourteen miles to hike in the pouring 
rain, we knew today was going to be a 
challenge. The trail was treacherous and 
slippery and all of us fell several times. 
When morale was at its lowest, Ian Fay 
began singing and dancing in the rain and 
eventually all nine of us were screaming 
and singing in the pouring rain. It was a 
beautiful moment to see us all allowing 
ourselves to have fun and get wet and 
dirty. 

When we arrived at our campsite, we 
found the lean-to filled with trapped 
hikers and couldn’t dry our things 
efficiently. Jules opened his pack to find 
his sleeping bag completely soaked and 
was nearing hypothermia when George 
Maguire kindly offered his sleeping 
bag to Jules – insisting (with Matthew’s 
unhesitating approval) that Matthew’s 
could be used as a blanket and shared. 
Just another example of the caring and 
kind types of men these guys are. 
July 8th 

Expecting rain again today, we were 
pleased to be greeted in the morning 
with just a light gray cloud covering the 
whole sky with little to no rain. We had 
the option today of hiking 7.� miles, or 
��.� miles and these guys all decided 
that they wanted to pump out the extra 
slippery four miles in order to have a 
shorter day the next day. Towards the 
end of our hike today, we summited the 
Rainbow Ledges, a barefaced ridge that 
is covered in wild blueberry bushes. We 
were able to find some ripe ones, but 
most of the blueberries had yet to ripen. 

When we got to our campsite, we had a 
double dinner (as we skipped dinner the 
previous night for snacks in our tents). 
It was lavish. Rice, pepperoni, angel hair 
pasta, red sauce, and parmesan. A true 
delicacy on the trail. We also found a 
hose at our campsite that was spewing 
filtered, freezing, clean water and it was 
a relief to be able to fill all of our bottles 
quickly. With the end of the �00-mile 
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wilderness in sight, we went to bed, and 
got ready for a special day.
July 9th 

We only had �.6 miles to go to finish 
the daunting �00-mile wilderness and 
we completed it in around one hour 
and ten minutes (a very fast pace). It 
was such a cool feeling for all of us 
to realize what we had just done and 
Alden especially noted this as one of his 
most proud moments on the trip. Upon 
completing the �00-mile wilderness, we 
stopped at the first store we saw and got 
appetizers and sodas and saw ourselves 
in a mirror for the first time in awhile. 
This was such a special moment for all of 
us and we feasted on mozzarella sticks, 
popcorn chicken, poutine, and fried 
chicken. Janvier claimed he could eat 
more mozzarella sticks than I could, but 
he doesn’t understand my childhood. Or 
maybe I don’t understand his. All I know 
is we have a mozzarella stick eating 
competition outstanding in the future. 

The remaining miles of the trip 
brought us along this winding river 
that was unlike many others. It looked 
like a perfect river to kayak in, narrow 
with locks of waterslide effects over 
high rocks. It was beautiful – Rainbow 
Stream.
July 10th 

Another ��+ mile day, but this time 
with our Katahdin campsite as the end 
goal. The rain held off for us another day 
and we had some hope that Katahdin 
would end up being good weather for us. 
It was a very long hike, but we took lots 
of breaks. We passed a waterslide that we 
all slid down last year on the whitewater 
rafting portion of our voyage trip and 
hung out there for a bit while Matthew 
swam around. 

Walking through Baxter State Park 
provided another example of the types 
of guys these campers are as they knew 
immediately to behave and demonstrate 
Kieve’s principle of kindness and 
respect unfalteringly. When we had 
finally finished dinner and gotten ready 
for Katahdin the next day (we took the 
brains off our backpacks and packed 
water, snacks, and rain gear in them for 
the hike) it was 9 p.m. Our wake-up time 
the next day was �:�� a.m.

July 11th 
Katahdin day. Knowing that today 

was a culmination of all their hard work 
over the past 8-�0 years, there were no 
complaints over the �:�� a.m. wake-
up call and we were all ready after a 
breakfast of peanut butter, jelly, snickers, 
honey, and tortillas to begin our ascent 
of the premiere mountain in Maine. By 
�:�0 a.m. we were on Hunt Trail (the 
most difficult portion of the entire AT) 
and were hiking in headlamps. 

With darkness enveloping all around 
us as we moved as one creeping organism, 
we very quickly made our way up the 
mountain. Without packs, these guys 
could have climbed the mountain � times 
in a row. We summited the peak around 
6 a.m. and had the summit to ourselves 
for �0 minutes. Upon arrival at the top 
we were greeted by two massive ravens 
having an aerial altercation just above 
our heads. With the sun barely peaking 
over the mountain, it was a truly glorious 
sight. Humbling and rewarding. 

We realized just how far we had 
hiked in the night when we took on 
the incredibly difficult downhill climb 
back to our campsite. We were picked 
up around �� a.m. and driven to a 
pizza place where we all had a victory 
pig out session – and were then bussed 
down to a beautiful campsite further 
south than where we started, near the 
Bigelow Mountain range. At night we sat 
around the campfire and shared a ‘High, 
low, high’ sandwich about this trip (a 
highlight, a lowlight, and a highlight) and 
then another one regarding our careers at 
Kieve. It was incredible to see these boys 
open up to each other and display their 
vulnerabilities, fears, joys, and sorrows 
with each other. I have no doubt these 
men will share an unbreakable bond for 
the rest of time.
July 12th 

With Katahdin behind us, we spent 
these last few days doing our best to 
enjoy each other’s presence. Doing our 
best to reflect on what Kieve meant to 
all of us. With only two days left, we 
had room in all of our bags to bring a lot 
of food. We were able to lounge at our 
fantastic campsite until �:�0 p.m. and 
took our time on the trail today, as we 
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only had a measly 8 miles – now nothing 
for these guys. We had double breakfast 
sandwiches for breakfast, enjoyed 
multiple-ply privy toilet paper (a huge 
luxury), and finally got on our way over 
Little Bigelow. 

We had quesadillas at one of the three 
peaks on the mountain and arrived at 
Little Bigelow lean-to around dinner 
time. We started up a fire and cooked 
pizzas over the fire pit while laughing 
over memories and experience still to 
come. We had the lean-to all to ourselves 
for the first and only time throughout the 
entire trip and it was a blast to be able 
to let loose a little bit without disturbing 
anyone around us. 
July 13th 

We allowed ourselves another very 
leisurely morning, with only 7.� miles of 
hiking today. We made M & M pancakes 
for breakfast, and ate pastrami reubens 
for lunch before we left the campsite at 
�:�0 p.m. 

The hike went quickly and when we 
arrived at our campsite we were greeted 
with one of the most beautiful sunsets we 
had seen all trip. Peter spent a lot of time 
reflecting over the lake and noted this 
solo time as a favorite moment during the 
expedition. Peter, Janvier, and Matthew 
also left their tents at night to look up at 
the stars and continue to reflect. 

The meal we had was one of the best 
meals any of us had ever had. Alden 
mentioned it as one of the top five meals 
he had ever had in his life – not bad for the 
��st day of a nearly �80-mile hiking trip. 
It was �½ pounds of shell pasta, sautéed 
chicken, onion, sausage, and bacon, and 
a few pounds of mozzarella and cheddar. 
Following that beast of a meal we all were 
near complete incoherence as our bodies 
digested. It was a classic and perfect final 
camper meal for this group of guys.
July 14th 

With only six miles to our take-out, 
the trip ended and the celebration at the 
end of the trail was hearty and jubilant. 
None of us could wait to return to our 
friends and families and share the 
amazing experiences we’d all had on the 
most difficult portion of the Appalachian 
Trail. Dave Berndtson, HBC

Maine Trails II
June 23rd

We began our journey halfway through 
the �00-Mile Wilderness, �� miles North 
of Maine State Route �� on Jo-Mary Road, 
one of only several public access roads in 
the �00-Mile Wilderness. After polishing 
off a lunch of cold cuts, we adjusted our 
packs and walked four miles to Antlers 
Campsite on Jo-Mary Lake. Within the 
first hour of hiking, both of Chase’s boots 
began to fall apart so we did our best 
to repair them with duct tape. It was a 
perfect bluebird day, and we ate some 
chicken double down sandwiches as the 
sunset over the lake.
June 24th 

After a few brief overnight showers, we 
woke up bright and early to start hiking, 
around 7 o’clock, for our first real day 
on the trail. It was nearly �4 miles to our 
next campsite at Wadleigh Stream Lean-
to, so we had to keep up a solid pace all 
day. It was a sunny breezy day over easy 
terrain that consisted mostly of walking 
through the woods and along various 
lakes. 

For lunch we had tuna on pita and 
got into the campsite around 4 p.m. Cal 
went to fill up the gravity water filtration 
bag while the others went to set up their 
tents. Everyone was exhausted after a 
long day and after a dinner of Dank, we 
all went to bed pretty early.
June 25th 

Today we hiked roughly �� miles 
from Wadleigh Stream to Rainbow Lake 
campsite. Within the first hour of hiking, 
we conquered our first real climb of 
the trip - Nesuntabunt Mountain. The 
peak is only ��60 feet, but it comes out 
of nowhere and is a quite difficult and 
steep climb, especially with full packs 
on a hot day. Daniel and our JC Jared got 
to the summit first, where they checked 
out our first clear view of Katahdin while 
they waited for the others. Christian 
nearly threw his water bottle off a cliff, 
and Jared monkeyed down to get it. 

Once everyone was at the top, we took 
a group picture and continued on with 
our hike. Eight miles into the day, we 
stopped at Rainbow Stream Lean-to for a 
lunch of rocket fuel, and Christian got a 
bagel that was in pieces. We were already 
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walking alongside the West Branch of 
the Penobscot River, where we stopped 
at Little Niagara Falls to eat a lunch of 
PB&J. While there, we saw a family of 
otters swimming around in the water 
above the falls. 

From there we hiked a few more miles 
until we reached the Golden Road at Abol 
Bridge, passing Big Niagara Falls along 
the way. Once we got to Abol Bridge, 
Chase was able to pick up his new boots 
from the Abol Pines store and we all got 
Mountain Dew. From there it was only 
a few more miles on flat ground until 
Katahdin, but it felt like forever. Once 
we got to the campground, we found our 
sites, unpacked and set up. We had Gatto 
Gatto for dinner and went to bed early 
because we knew we’d be waking up very 
early to take on the big one: Katahdin.
June 28th 

Today we woke up at �:�0 a.m. and 
began hiking Katahdin with headlamps 
on at 4. Gill had a knee injury and wasn’t 
in any condition to be hiking such a 
demanding mountain so Garrett stayed 
behind with him to pack up the tentsite 
while Jared led us to the top. We only had 
to carry one pack with water and extra 
clothes in it so we were able to take turns 
which was a nice relief from constantly 
having weight on our backs. 

It took about four hours to reach the 
summit from Hunt’s Trail (the AT), and 
the way up was fun but challenging as 
we had to navigate our way through 
precarious boulder fields and were 
deceived by a couple false peaks towards 
the top. It was sunny pretty much all the 
way to the top but once we got to the 
summit, we were shrouded in clouds 
and only had ��-foot visibility at best. 
After we took some pictures at the top, 
we began the equally difficult descent. 
We didn’t pass anyone on the way up; 
we passed a lot of people on the way 
down which meant we were probably the 
first people to summit it that day which 
was a really good feeling. Once we got 
to the bottom we found Garrett and Gill 
waiting for us with Ben Swanson and our 
resupply goods, and then we got pizza in 
Millinocket and got shuttled south down 
to Round Barn campsite at the start of the 
Bigelow range.

pretty tired so we debated staying there 
for the night and having a longer day 
tomorrow, but ultimately decided against 
it. 

A quick four miles later, we were at 
Rainbow Lake and took our first swim 
of the trip. After everyone was cool and 
refreshed, we enjoyed a dinner of chicken 
pesto. As the sun was setting over the 
lake, we were offered some brook trout 
by some fishermen who had caught too 
much. Gill and Christian promptly got 
to gutting and cooking these over the 
fire; and, with a little soy sauce, it was a 
perfect way to end the night. 
June 26th 

Because we had the perseverance to 
push on yesterday, we were rewarded 
with a shorter hike today. Eight miles 
from Rainbow Lake to Hurd Brook Lean-
to. We had the second climb of this leg, 
a brief but sweaty ascent to the top of 
Rainbow Ledges. The summit had open 
faces and offered little protection from 
the sun, so we quickly mucked a lunch of 
tuna & pita, and kept pushing. We arrived 
at Hurd Brook in the early afternoon, and 
everyone set up their hammocks to read 
and relax. 

Not too long after we started making 
our dinner of crunch wraps, an older 
woman and her daughter showed up 
at the lean-to and as soon as the older 
woman took her pack off, she fainted 
and appeared to be having a seizure. Our 
HBC Garrett leapt into action, using his 
WAFA training to help the woman calm 
down and stabilize her breathing once 
she came to. We found out they only slept 
two hours the night before, hadn’t had 
anything for dinner and only had potato 
chips for lunch – so it was probably just 
a matter of low blood sugar. Once we ate, 
the boys started to get ready for bed as 
Chase and Justin took their turn cleaning 
after dinner.
June 27th 

Today was probably our second 
longest day of the trip, a long ��-mile 
slog from Hurd Brook to Katahdin 
Stream campground in Baxter State 
Park. We ate Pop Tarts for breakfast so we 
could get on the trail as fast as possible 
because we knew it was going to be a 
long day. A majority of the day was spent 
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June 29th 
We woke up this morning to a slight 

drizzle coming from the sky but smiles 
on our faces. Waking up and packing 
as fast as we could, the men of Maine 
Trails II enjoyed a toasty meal of bacon, 
egg and cheeses to start our second leg 
of the trip. Following a warm meal, we 
trekked on over Little Bigelow Mountain 
which unfortunately did not have any 
views of Sugarloaf Mountain across the 
valley. Halfway through our 6-mile day 
we peaked Little Bigelow and feasted 
on enormous cold cut sandwiches with 
Christian’s trusty spicy mustard. 

Once lunch was guzzled, we awaited 
the arrival of the Little Bigelow lean-to 
that seemed to hide behind every tree. 
Tents were erected before the downpour 
that would flood Chase, Daniel, and 
Christian’s tent. Once the downpour 
came to a halt, the drying process began 
as Gill and Mac chatted with thru-hikers. 
Crunch wraps were on the menu for 
dinner with an extra helping of overly 
spicy sausage. The boys of Maine Trails 
II crept into their tents as the night came 
to an end.
June 30th 

A 7-mile day of hiking was started 
with a breakfast of cereal bars before 
departing with a brother of ours. After 
our goodbyes were said, the men of Maine 
Trails II continued on to West Carry lean-
to where we consumed an uncomfortable 
amount of tuna. Before reaching the tuna 
to be, the boys had to summit Round 
Top Mountain which was exactly as it 
sounds. The mountain slowly ascends to 
just short of �,000 ft and continues down 
to our campsite. The pitas did not want to 
stay together when Daniel tried to make 
tuna melts but the boys pushed through 
and taught Jared how to play mafia. After 
a few rounds of mafia the boys decided 
to take naps until we woke up at around 
� for a dinner of delicious Dank.
July 1st

Today we woke up at a normal time of 
6:�0 a.m. and quickly packed our stuff 
and said goodbye to West Carry Pond. 
Our day ahead held the passing of both 
Middle and East Carry Pond before 
reaching our final destination of Pierce 
Pond lean-to. We headed out around 8 

a.m. and stopped to get water right off the 
bat. The hike was not so bad and morales 
were high as we trudged through muddy 
bogs along North Carry pond. 

After our lunch break of rocket fuel, 
we continued on to Pierce Pond lean-
to where the boys tubbed and swam 
before making dinner. Pesto, bacon, and 
sausage was the perfect way to finish the 
day with Chase creating a great ensemble 
of calories for the boys to eat.
July 2nd

The second of July was a great day 
for the men of Maine Trails II because 
we got Gill back from his short stint at 
camp due to knee injuries. Our morning 
began at Pierce Pond and descended to 
the Kennebec River crossing which was 
a great time for a snack. After getting Gill 
back in the group, we began our gradual 
uphill battle to Pleasant Pond. Passing 
by the town of Caratunk and briefly 
stopping for a lunch of pep and cheese, 
the boys were fueled and ready for the 4 
miles to come. 

As we hiked, stories of camp poured 
out of Gill’s mouth and we were at the 
campsite in no time. We quickly set up 
the rain tarp and tents and began to nap 
the day away. Waking up periodically 
by the fireworks on Pleasant Pond, the 
boys started a dinner of rice on tortillas. 
The night slowly came to a halt as we 
watched the sky darken as the weekend 
of celebration began. All and all a great 
9-mile day, what would soon become the 
average for this leg of our trip.
July 3rd 

The boys woke up early for another 
9-mile day that began with Pleasant 
Mountain. After fueling up on breakfast 
bars, we began our hike over a beautiful 
section of the Appalachian Trail. Snack 
time was filled with what ifs and stories 
of childhood and we tried our best not 
to sweat out our shirts. The long �-mile 
downhill to Moxie Pond seemed to never 
end, but the boys kept spirits high with 
Justin’s sense of humor at the best times. 

Lunch was enjoyed lakeside as we 
continued to battle what was �� servings 
worth of protein. Refilling water and 
getting back on trail, Bald Mountain 
Brook lean-to was not too far away. After 
napping and stretching our legs through 
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the afternoon, the boys were excited to 
boil our water for Dank over the fire. We 
didn’t use propane all night and the meal 
was made in no time. After the cleaning 
was done and before the rain, we 
indulged in a couple of games of mafia to 
get us back to our South Townsend days. 
Overall an early night as we expected 
weather for that night.
July 4th 

The Fourth of July was an awesome 
day for the men of Maine Trails II. This 
special day was capped off by a sleep-
in and only a 4-mile day of hiking over 
Moxie Bald Mountain. Since we had 
the time for a longer breakfast, oatmeal 
was enjoyed by almost everyone, but 
nonetheless we were ready for the short 
speed bump of Moxie Bald. Our day 
was short but the boys needed it and 
the view at the top made us not want to 
leave. Pictures and jokes were shared at 
the peak and we started our way down 
to Moxie Bald lean-to. Peanut butter 
and jelly topped with honey on tortillas 
were gobbled down as a long rest was 
due for the afternoon. Poker games with 
Christian, Justin, Jared, Mac, Gill, and 
myself were short lived but definitely 
competitive. Dinner was rice and pep as 
the boys ate over the fire and hit the hay 
early.
July 5th 

Today was a great day of the trip as 
we walked slightly downhill for 9 miles. 
A couple of dried up stream crossings 
from Moxie Bald to Horseshoe Canyon 
started with another morning of oatmeal. 
A Wavus Trails cabin woke us up at our 
camp site at around 6:�0 a.m. and we 
began our day. The boys cruised their 
way through the day and found ourselves 
eating lunch at the lean-to in Horseshoe 
Canyon. 

There were about 8 total hikers at 
the lean-to as we ate rocket fuel but the 
numbers steadily poured in until we had 
about �0 at the same site. As cramped as 
it was, the boys were the first ones there 
and held down the fort as we talked to all 
the thru-hikers. Anyone from Grand Boot 
to Hoot was there and they all had their 
own stories to keep the boys occupied. 
Swimming holes and nap time took up 
the majority of the afternoon but when 

it came time for dinner, gato gato was on 
the menu. After we shoveled the peanut 
butter and soy sauce covered noodles, the 
boys went to bed after brief interaction 
and storytelling with the Wavus cabin 
that was there with us. 
July 6th 

The morning of the 6th began with 
granola and powdered milk which 
brought us back to sitting on Pasquaney 
porch before we hit the trail. It was a big 
day for Maine Trails II because we were 
hitting our 9-mile stride again but at the 
end of the day we were picked up by Tyler 
Pace. The second of two resupplies was 
a great day because we also got to stay in 
a hotel after the moose tour. We shopped 
and pigged out on fresh produce before 
going to an early dinner at Northeast 
Whitewater. Steak and chicken seemed 
to put smiles on the boys face but I think 
it was the clean clothes and the lack of 
rain. 

After our great “river lunch” dinner we 
headed out on our moose tour with one 
of Maine’s best moose guides. We arrived 
at the pond at which we were going to see 
some moose and we could see the four 
peaks that we would soon summit later 
in the trip. White Cap and the other three 
peaks looked unbelievable as we slowly 
paddled off the lake, still looking for our 
first moose of the trip. As we hopped 
into the van, it began to rain and it was 
an ideal time to find some moose on our 
drive back. As we passed old logging 
roads, it seemed that we might not get to 
see one but we got a glimpse of a �-year-
old female as it began to downpour. We 
arrived back at the motel and slept in dry 
beds as the rain hit the roof and the boys 
were smiling ear to ear. 
July 7th 

The 7th of July began our last leg 
of the trip and the last 8 days as Kieve 
trippers. The first day of this grueling 
leg began at our motel but first we got to 
enjoy an amazing breakfast from Auntie 
M’s that we ate in the rain at NEWW. At 
the start of the �00-Mile Wilderness off 
of Route �� in Monson, Gill forgot his 
trekking poles in the transport vehicle. 
That problem was easily surpassed with 
he and I going on a stick hunt for some 
make shift poles. We walked through the 
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rain for � miles and finally got to Leeman 
Brook lean-to and hunkered down after 
eating countless cold cuts. Honorable 
mentions to all the boys for eating all the 
cold cuts after our sandwich lunch. Nap 
time was popular on this leg due to the 
rain but the boys stayed in high spirits 
until a dinner of crunch wraps.
July 8th 

The boys woke up early in the rain 
for this fun day of up and downs from 
Leeman Brook to Wilson Valley. Overall 
a 7.�-mile day went quickly as we started 
the day with some Pop Tarts. Few breaks 
at Little Wilson Falls and a lunch stop 
of rocket fuel at the bottom of the stream 
broke up the day to be manageable for 
the boys. I took a spill at lunch which 
made the boys laugh and Daniel was the 
first to give me the reenactment of my 
fall. We continued on through the day as 
the sun broke through the clouds for the 
afternoon. Reading and tent time were 
the highlights of the day before we had 
Dank for dinner.
July 9th 

Waking up at Wilson Valley and 
expecting one of the toughest days of 
our trip which finished at Cloud Pond, 
we had oatmeal. We set out with high 
spirits to hike Barren Mountain and 
soon realized the difficulty of hiking in 
the rain. Not only did it rain but we had 
to summit Barren and then begin the 
Chairback range. After hiking up Barren 
and describing Christian’s alter ego of Jim 
Huggins, we reached lunch with small 
stints of a view of Lake Onawa. After 
cleaning up lunch we continued to hike 
through the rain up to Cloud Pond where 
sausage and rice awaited us at the top. 
Cloud Pond was beautiful even though 
you could not see the other side. 

The fog rolled in to be so severe that 
we had to go to bed early but only to 
be woken up by Christian, Chase, and 
Daniel screaming at the top of their lungs 
at around � a.m. It turned out to be a 
mouse that needed some convincing to 
get out of Christian’s gorp bag. As the 
rain persisted we went back to sleep for 
the Chairbacks were the next day.
July 10th 

Maine Trails II boys were ready for 
the tough day ahead as we woke up to 

Pop Tarts on top of Cloud Pond. The 
Chairback range awaited us and we 
had no other choice but to take it by the 
horns. Our final destination at the end of 
the day was Chairback Gap lean-to and 
the boys were wishing for sun as we had 
not seen it for a few days. 

The day was tough but we pushed 
through with the help of rocket fuel. 
Shivering teeth were seen throughout 
the cabin so the campsite could not have 
come sooner. The night was topped off 
by a big pot of gato that was finished 
quickly. By this time in the trip the boys 
had passed around the same books twice 
or three times so the majority of the 
conversations involved the plots of these 
numerous novels. With the four peaks 
looming in our future we went to bed 
early and waited for the rain to stop.
July 11th 

After three days of rain going through 
the Chairback Range, we woke up to 
sunshine and warmth. We got to sleep in 
a little and took our time in the morning 
to dry some of our stuff out and have some 
warm milk and granola for breakfast. It 
was an easy downhill and flat �0 miles to 
Carl Newhall lean-to, and it was great to 
have everyone in such high spirits again. 
We had a river crossing about � miles 
into the day and stopped afterwards to 
have tuna for lunch. 

As soon as we got into camp, we all set 
our hammocks up and put our stuff out 
to dry. Gill and Christian got a roaring 
fire going to smoke clean their stuff while 
Chase, Dan, Justin, and Mac helped to 
make Dank with sausage, onions, and 
bacon. It was probably the best meal we 
had on trip.
July 12th 

Today was the four-peak day, and 
arguably the hardest day out of the entire 
trip. We had �� miles and four peaks 
(ranging from �600 to �700 feet) between 
us and the East Branch lean-to where we 
were to spend the night. It was a beautiful 
day but it was hot so we were sweating 
right out of the gate. 

As soon as we started hiking we were 
met with a mile-long, very steep ascent 
to the top of Gulf Hagas Mountain. Once 
everyone had caught up, we pushed on 
to West Peak, then Hay Mountain, then 
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finally summited Whitecap at �700 feet 
around lunchtime. Whitecap was the 
only one of the four that offered any 
kind of view and it actually offered a 
beautiful view of Katahdin and all the 
other mountains around us. 

We stopped for about an hour at the top 
to have lunch (rocket fuel) and from there 
we had a steady �.� miles of downhill to 
our campsite. Everyone crushed it on 
the way up the peaks, and we absolutely 
cruised to our campsite. We had rice and 
pepperoni burrito bowls and quesadillas 
for dinner and then hit the hay. 
July 13th 

It was another hot sunny day and 
only a short eight-mile jaunt to our 
last campsite, Cooper Brook Falls. We 
destroyed our last uphill of the trip, Little 
Boardman Mountain, which seemed 
like nothing compared to the last few 
days. We stopped at a really nice sand 
beach on a pond to eat lunch, and then 
continued on to the campsite. We were 
able to go swimming in a really nice pool 
at the foot of the falls, and it was great to 
see everyone so happy and excited to be 
nearly done. 

We had probably the cheesiest Dank 
that has ever existed for dinner, and 
Gill, Jared, Christian and Garrett played 
extremely heated games of BS and go-
fish. Everyone went to bed excited that 
it was our last night and we had such an 
easy day tomorrow. 
July 14th 

Twenty-two days later we were 
finally here, our very last day. We were 
scheduled to be picked up from Jo-Mary 
Road (exactly where we began) at �0 
a.m., and we only had �.7 miles of flat. 
Gill was kind enough to give his knee 
brace to a woman who had just started 
going southbound six days ago and 
needed it a lot more than he did. We were 
packed and ready to leave at 7:�0 and we 
demolished �.7 miles in an hour and ten 
minutes. Everyone started running when 
they saw the road because they were 
absolutely ecstatic. 

We got picked up by Swanson, stopped 
at Big G’s on the way back for some 
enormous sandwiches, and got back to 
camp around 4 p.m.

 Garrett Phillips, HBC

Maine Trails III 
June 23rd - Kieve - Pleasant Pond

After a respectful exit announcement 
at breakfast, Maine Trails III loaded up 
the remaining gear into the van waiting 
outside Buck. We left a little after �0 to 
Caratunk, but first made a stop at Walmart 
to pick up personal peanut butters and 
honey that were left at camp. We enjoyed 
some cold cuts in the parking lot and 
got to the trailhead around ��. There 
we laid out the next five days’ food on 
the tarp and began divvying it amongst 
ourselves. Everything from the fuel cans 
to the pasta had to go in our bags along 
with all our personal gear. By �:�0, we 
started on our �70-mile journey of the 
Appalachian Trail. After a water fill-up 
three miles in, the group pushed the 
remaining two miles to Pleasant Pond. 
But before we made it to the campsite, 
Tom was hit in the face by a diving hawk. 
This was a frightening experience, but 
Tom acted almost as if nothing actually 
happened. 

We feasted on double bacon 
cheeseburgers for dinner. Afterwards we 
circled up and Tom volunteered to be the 
Leader of the Day for the next day. Every 
night we would circle up to give shout 
outs to each other and answer a question 
that the LD had thought of. We also made 
three groups that rotated throughout the 
trip: the cook, clean, and set up crews. 
Then we retired to our tents for the 9-
mile day ahead of us.  -Carter Gray
June 24th - Pleasant Pond - 
Bald Mountain Brook

The cook crew awoke �0 minutes before 
the rest of us to start preparing bacon, 
egg, cheese on bagel sandwiches. Rested 
and ready we headed up Pleasant Pond 
Mountain. At the peak, we ate rocket 
fuel. This carbolicious meal consists of 
Snickers, peanut butter, honey, and jelly 
on a bagel. 

After a 4-mile descent that felt like 8, 
we arrived at Moxie Pond to refill bottles. 
We then crushed the remaining � miles 
to the campsite. Here we made chicken, 
bacon, ranch on buns to replenish us 
after a long first full day. - Tom Linkas
June 25th - Bald Mountain Brook - 
Moxie Bald

Our cooks for the day got up at 7:�0 
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to prepare M&M pancakes for everyone. 
The rest of the crew woke up at 8 and 
began to pack up for the trail. We took 
our time and were on the trail by 9:40. 
We bombed the two-mile uphill and 
a few of us made it to the summit of 
Moxie Bald Mountain around ��, with 
others arriving within the next hour. We 
arrived at the campsite in time for lunch 
which was spicy tuna melts. There was 
a beautiful view of Bald Mountain Pond 
right by our site. We wrapped up the day 
with bacon beans and rice for dinner. 

 - Carter Feiss
June 26th - Horseshoe Canyon 

With Moxie Mountain in our rear-view 
mirror, the group started off the day with 
a Pop Tart breakfast and headed down 
the trail. We had a good pace and were 
surprised to find ourselves at different 
locations of the map so early on in our 
day. We had overestimated how far we 
had been. All in all, we pushed forth 
and finally triumphed at Horseshoe 
Campsite. A late lunch of PB and honey 
was capped with some down time and a 
swim in the nearby river. 

From the boiling water spilling to the 
extremely cheesy pasta, the cook crew 
had tremendous difficulty cooking our 
dinner which was cheesy pasta with 
bacon and pepperoni (this is known as 
Dank). This proved to be a very filling 
meal that we needed for the next day. 
We hit the hay early as we needed an 
early wake-up for our resupply the next 
morning.  - Alex Valdes
June 27th - Chalet Moosehead 

The group awoke from their hammocks 
at an early time of 4:�0 AM. We quickly 
packed up and headed off to our resupply 
point. With determination and very few 
stops, we managed to hike 9 miles to the 
resupply point at 9:��, 4� minutes before 
we were supposed to. 

After arriving at the motel and 
settling in, we were let on a rather time-
consuming moose safari. Although 
we saw a few moose, the cabin was 
ultimately uninterested and tired after 
the day’s events. We made it back to the 
motel and everyone settled into their 
beds for the night.  -Michael Pilkington
June 28th - Leeman Brook 

Anxious for Auntie M’s the group woke 

at 8 AM. After some confusion, breakfast 
began. Final preparations were made in 
the following hours. Hackett and Maine 
Trails I arrived and unloaded the trailer. 
We then reloaded the trailer and headed 
back to the trailhead. 

We started the �00-Mile and arrived at 
Leeman Brook around 4:�0 after a �-mile 
stroll. We encountered a group of young 
beautiful French girls. The boys had fun 
translating pickup lines that they had left 
in the lean-to log book. Diesel wrote an 
outrageous love note to them that was 
“cute.” We finished the day with spicy 
burritos and an interesting tree with sap 
reservoirs.  - Pascal Tessier 
June 29th - Wilson Valley 

We woke up around 8:�0 today. It was 
drizzling slightly, but the rain mostly 
stopped when we started hiking. The 
hiking in the morning was treacherous 
as many people, including myself, fell 
multiple times. The weather appeared to 
be clearing when we stopped for lunch 
near the summit of a ridge where we had 
chicken wraps for lunch. 

On the way down, we started hearing 
thunder and anticipated the coming 
storm. This prompted me to increase 
the pace along the trail for the group. 
We arrived at a river. The river was too 
deep to cross without getting our boots 
wet, so about half the cabin changed into 
water shoes. We hiked a quick uphill 
and crossed a railroad, then set up camp 
quickly in the rain. We had pizza for 
dinner topped with bacon pepperoni and 
beef jerky.  - Billy Leyden 
June 30th - Cloud Pond 

Today we awoke at 7 and began to pack 
up for our most challenging climb yet. 
Although it rained shortly before we left, 
it did not slow us down too much. As 
we hiked towards Barren Mountain, we 
were accompanied by three French girls 
that talked with Pascal. After Michael 
slipped on the wet rocks three times, 
he earned the trail name ‘Life Alert.’ We 
reached the base of the mountain and the 
terrain got steep. After a long period of 
climbing and bouldering, we reached the 
first flat of the mountain. 

After looking at the incredible view of 
Barren Ledges and eating our lunch of 
pep and cheese, we continued onward. 
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When we reached the summit, we 
realized that we still had a mile to our 
campsite. It was a 9-mile day that took 
us about 6 hours, but the pond at the top 
of the mountain was really neat. After a 
great dinner of Dank, we are about ready 
to call it a day! - Ben Frey
July 1st - Chairback Gap 

All plans of an early wake-up were 
abandoned when we realized what a 
calm, pleasant atmosphere the morning 
had in store. To say the least we woke 
up at 7:�0 and were on the trail by 9:�0. 
After a steep trek up the first mountain, 
we settled in for a nice break. With a 
snack and some water to revive us, we 
descended that first mountain, which 
was named “Fourth Mountain.” 

We seemingly swam up the mountain, 
but the sun nearly drowned us all 
in ocean’s of sweat. After Columbus 
Mountain, the third that day, we let the 
momentum of our packs guide our nearly 
lifeless corpses down the mountain and 
into the campsite. After a �:�0 lunch and 
a 6:�0 dinner we began to wind down, 
in total preparation for the long day 
tomorrow. Over to you Mike.

 - Tom Linkas
July 2nd - Carl Newhall Memorial

We awoke in the morning to a slight 
drizzle around 7 o’clock. After everyone 
quickly packed up and ate breakfast bars. 
We then hiked to the trail to begin our 
day. The opening portion of the hiking 
was taken slowly as we did not want to 
slip on the wet rocks. 

After a long stretch of downhill, we 
reached the river where we would be 
meeting T-Pace for a moral check. After 
a long break, we ate our lunch of snacks, 
forded the river, and then continued 
to our next campsite. We reached our 
campsite at around � after a rather long 
and challenging five-mile uphill. An 
early dinner of chicken noodle soup was 
perfect for the windy campsite. Our gear 
dried out and we took turns visiting the 
beautiful new outhouse. After dinner, 
everyone settled into their tents for the 
night.  - Michael Pilkington
July 3rd - East Branch 

Woke at 6:�� and made it out of 
camp by 7:�� after granola and milk 
for breakfast. We had summitted and 

descended Gulf Hagas Mountain by 9:�0 
and kept this pace for the following three 
mountains. The next two summits, West 
Peak and Hay Mountain had no summit 
view. White Cap had a fantastic view of 
Katahdin. We stopped for Rocket Fuel 
lunch at White Cap’s summit in the 
middle of very cold and fast winds. After 
an hour or so we began our descent and 
arrived at camp �.� miles later at �:�0. 
We wrapped up the day with a variation 
of red beans and rice.  - Carter Feiss
July 4th - Cooper Brook 

Today the cook crew (Michael and 
I) woke up at 6:�0. We made oatmeal. 
The rest of the cabin woke up at 7, and 
the group left camp around 8:�0. We 
proceeded to disgrace the little mountain. 
After a long rest at the top of the mountain 
we hiked to a pond where about half of 
the cabin went for a swim while the rest 
relaxed. After that we disgraced the rest 
of the hike. Gato Gato was prepared for 
dinner after lounging, napping, playing 
with thru hikers’ dogs, and reading at the 
campsite. 
July 5th – Antlers 

After a restful night the cabin awoke 
giddy as ever and eager to get resupplied. 
The truck would arrive at �0 so the group 
packed up camp early and left at 7:�0. 
We made record time, hiking just under 
four miles in an hour, and arrived at Jo 
Mary Road at 9. Hackett, our resupply 
driver, was a little late, so the gang 
played bocce with rocks that we found 
on the road. Hackett arrived close to �� 
and we all scrambled around, grabbing 
food, supplies, and most importantly - 
mail! 

After Hackett left, we had a lunch of 
fruits and struggled to finish the three 
pounds of carrots. The group started 
moving again at �, and finished up our 
day with a �.�-mile hike to the beautiful 
Antlers Campsite. The whole cabin took 
a swim and ate quesadillas as a pre-
dinner snack. We passed the time with 
card wars and napping until only an 
hour later when we fried up some cold 
cuts and wrapped them with tortillas. It 
was getting dark so we circled up and 
made plans quickly for the next day. 

 -Alex Valdes
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July 6th - Sand Beach 
After waking up a little late and enjoying 

a good breakfast of bacon, egg and cheese, 
we set out on a hike that we thought was 
8 total miles for the day. At our first stop, 
we learned that the campsite that we 
were heading to was inhabitable. This 
meant that we had to walk an additional 
� miles to reach our campsite. We finally 
reached Sandy Beach around 4:�0. We 
set up camp quickly because there were 
storm clouds approaching and started on 
our late lunch and dinner. We had chili 
and CBRs followed soon after. Later that 
night, Diesel rugby-tackled Valdes after 
mistakingly thinking he was throwing 
rocks at him. The instigation of these 
thrown rocks was quite purposeful. 

 - Ben Frey
July 7th - (No) Rainbow Stream Campsite 

The tone of the day was really set 
the night before when the rain began to 
fall. Although we had no altitude, we 
virtually woke up in a cloud with some 
light rain. We set off at around 7 after a 
night of bad weather, and expected the 
day to clear with an appearance of the 
sun. That was simply not the case. 

After a harsh beating by Nesuntabunt 
Mountain, the rain continued to attack in 
a relentless downpour of anger. Although 
we were cruising over the never-ending 
flatness, the rain continued to dampen 
our morale. After what seemed like 
years of hiking, torrential downpour, 
and ultimately thunder, we arrived at 
the lean-to. Unfortunately, the lean-to 
had around �0 people packed inside of 
it. Out of alternatives, we set up camp in 
the freezing rain, went into our slacking 
wet tents, crawled into our soaking 
wet sleeping bags, and passed out in 
unfathomable misery.  - Diesel
July 8th - Hurd Brook

Hey yo, it’s yo LoD Bilbo. We woke up 
7ish doh. Oatmeal made by the crew - 
Trashman and Google - shmoogle. �-hour 
wait, still won’t be late. Left camp, met 
some guy in a hat. He wasn’t fat. Hiked 
to rainbow camp. Still kinda damp. Had 
a snack, it wasn’t whack. Hiked some 
more through a war. Ate some food that 
put me in a good mood. Its Wolfy baby, 
Tuna Melts? Maybe. Stopped on Rainbow 
Ledges and picked blueberries from the 

hedges. The long wait turned into great 
fate. Had to bail and we hit the trail 
like air mail. Got � lean �, the outhouse 
smelled like poo. Then we had beef stew 
prepared by the cook crew. Boom Boom. 
We out. - Bibo 
July 9th - Katahdin Stream 

Wake up at 6:�0. M&M pancakes from 
Tom and Ben. Very good. Lots of slop. 
Walk some miles, suddenly road. Small 
rain many times. Soda and chips by 
road, yummy. Walk more miles to natural 
waterslides and had rocket fuel. Walk 
more miles but, oh no! Water too high, 
we use bypass. Short stop at Big Niagara 
Falls for fun. We climb on rock. Almost 
jump. Walk final miles to campsite. Rice, 
cheese, pepperoni, and spices dinner. We 
have big fire. Big Mountain tomorrow.

 - Google
July 10th 

The cabin woke up in their tents at a 
nice time of �:�� AM. It was pitch black 
and the rain was falling pretty hard. We 
packed up all of our stuff, and headed 
up the trail to Katahdin, The first uphill 
portion challenged the group. But by the 
time that we reached tree line, everyone 
was ready to reach the peak. It was nice 
to not have all our belonging on our 
backs though. All we needed was a day 
pack with water, warm clothing, a rain 
jacket, and some snacks. 

After passing through the gateway 
and hiking up a steep rocky portion, we 
crushed one more mile of relatively flat 
ground to the summit. As much as we 
wanted to stay at the top, there was no 
view and the rain was falling hard. We 
took a cabin photo with the sign and 
began our trek back down the mountain at 
around 8:4�. We got back to the bottom at 
��:��, finishing our hike in a fashionable 
7.� hours through harsh weather. 

At the ranger station, we met up with 
T-Pace and headed for pizza. Whether 
our eyes were bigger than our stomachs, 
or some people failed to carry their 
weight, we ended up eating 9 out of �0 
large pizzas. By the time we reached the 
campsite, everyone was still full from the 
pizza, so no dinner. We gathered around 
to hear Collin’s well written letter (he 
really does have a way with words), and 
then went to sleep. - Life Alert
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July 11th - Bee Hive Campsite 
The group awoke very late in the 

morning and made BEC at �0. Still sore 
from the hike of Katahdin from the 
previous day, the group napped and 
lounged around until lunch was made. 
Chicken wraps were prepared by the 
cook crew at noon and still there was no 
sign of a desire to hit the trail. 

Finally at � we left the campsite and 
hiked up the access trail to reach to AT. 
After a cabin vote, we decided to push to 
Little Bigelow Lean-to. The cabin kept a 
good pace and summitted the mountain 
despite the numerous false peaks and 
dips in the terrain. 

Despite our good pace the lean-to was 
full of other groups and we had to find an 
alternative place to spend the night. Bilbo 
found a spot and we set up hammocks for 
the night. However, the cook crew and 
Carter had discovered a bee hive under 
ground. We quickly relocated camp and 
ate the stir-fry just as fast. Everyone fell 
asleep in their hammocks ready for the 
next day.  - Alex Valdes
July 12th - West Carry Pond 

We tried to wake up early but rolled 
over for another hour and started our day 
at 8. We had Pop Tarts for breakfast as 
we broke down camp. Quarter retrieved 
the rain tarp from on top of the bee nest 
while we waited a safe distance down 
the trail. 

After killing the ridge and stopping 
for rocket fuel just before Round Top 
Mountain, we waved at passing logging 
trucks at the �,000 mile mark of the AT. 
We got back on the trail and arrived at 
our campsite at around �. We enjoyed 
a blueberry coffee cake that some trail 
fairies had graciously left us. Then some 
of the cabin went down for a nice swim 
in the pond. We are about to eat a massive 
amount of Gato Gato. That’s all from,

 - Ben Frey
July 13th - Pierce Pond 

We woke up at around 8 to a breakfast 
of oatmeal. We got to the campsite 
around � and had respectful tuna melts. 
Google, Bean, Valdes, and Carter swam 
to a dock a couple hundred yards away 
from the lean-to. It went swimmingly. We 
learned that Diesel will continue to run 
his mouth after losing: half his snacks, 

four games of card wars, and his dignity. 
We also learned that meat lovers’ pizza 
takes a long time to cook. After dinner 
we circled up by the pond and enjoyed a 
great sunset that lit up the sky and water 
in front of us. It was a great spot to end 
the trip.  - Valdez
July 14th - Kieve

Today the cook crew woke at 7:�0 
to prepare M&M pancakes for us. We 
packed up for a final time and hit the 
trail by 9. We arrived at the ferry which 
was three miles down the trail at �0. 
There, an old ranger with a white beard 
took us across the windy Kennebec River 
in groups of two. Bean took advantage 
of the outhouse on the northern side of 
the river. The ferryman’s outhouse was a 
piece of mythological art. 

T-Pace was waiting at the parking lot 
where we started our trip some three 
weeks ago. He swooped around to pick 
us up as Diesel and Mike recklessly 
threw the packs down in the middle 
of the road and gave each other a chest 
bump. We hopped in the van and 
awaited the gigantic sandwiches of Big 
G’s as 40 miles from Denver blared over 
the spaceship speaker. 

Smelly, bloody, broken, and bruised, 
we somehow had grins that traced ear to 
ear and a sense of accomplishment that 
seemed greater than the �70 miles that 
we had just ventured. This said, sense 
was not acquired easily - it was earned 
through tests of our physical limitations, 
and more importantly the immense 
courage, perseverance, and loyalty that 
every man on this trip displayed through 
his actions. The hardships that were 
endured made this group of men closer 
than a bond of brothers because of how 
they built each other up. This trip is 
truly an example of beauty in the chaos, 
a recurrent theme at Kieve. I couldn’t 
be more proud of each of you. See you 
soon, Carter Gray, HBC
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Second Session Trip Reports
Junior Kieve Courage 
Hog Island & Bremen 
August 2nd

After a delicious and full breakfast 
in Pasquaney, the boys of JK Courage 
loaded up the van and sent it away from 
camp for the first time in seven days. 
First stop for the cabin was Pemaquid 
Point, a quintessential Maine lighthouse 
with a rocky shore and pristine view of 
the Atlantic coastline. Will Unetich and 
Will McKeown found plenty of time to 
navigate the treacherous terrain and the 
massive protruding boulders presented 
many Kodak moments for the cabin. 
Content with our lighthouse escapade, 
the boys packed up the van and sent it to 
big bad Bremen. 

Quickly after making our landing and 
organizing group and personal gear, the 
boys ate cold cuts for lunch. Next on the 
agenda was our Snowgoose ride and, 
after dropping off JK Perseverance, our 
time to jump off the roof of the boat and 
pull traps had finally arrived. Much to 
the excitement of Liam Hazeltine and 
Peter Goodyear, who valiantly offered to 
jump off the roof first, we spent a good 
amount of time swimming around in 
the ocean. John Rockefeller from a far 
distance spotted the peaking head of a 
seal coming out of the water and the rest 
of the cabin indulged in watching the 
graceful creature make its way across the 
sea. 

After the cabin felt they had 
experienced all the Snowgoose had to 
offer, we landed back at Hog Island and 
set up camp for the first time in many of 
these boys’ Kieve tripping careers. Brady 
Harwick and Nick Henry were both 
extremely helpful in setting up camp and 
many hands were needed as the majority 
of the cabin was setting up a tent for the 
first time. After finally setting up camp, 
George, Meg, and Nick led the boys on 
a hike circumnavigating a portion of the 
�-mile island. Laird Tansill and Wins 
Winterer led the pack and the boys made 
it all the way to the fort building set up 
where they explored and played around 
in the water. 
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When the boys returned to the 
campsite, bacon cheeseburgers were on 
the menu for dinner, much to the delight 
of Ryan Bancone and Charlie West. After 
dinner the cabin explored the beach 
while trying to collect firewood for a 
campfire, with the Barkley brothers 
spearheading that project, which ended 
sadly without success mostly due to 
weather precautions. Tired out from a 
long but awesome day the boys of JKC 
retired to their tents for the night with 
dreams of what tomorrow holds in 
mind. 
August 3rd

As we got to spend our afternoon on 
the Snowgoose yesterday, the boys of JKC 
were treated to a morning with Tidepool 
Taylor exploring Hog Island. But first 
breakfast and with breakfast sandwiches 
on the menu, the boys were ready for 
the day. After mucking some sausage, 
egg, bacon, and cheese sandwiches with 
English muffins, the boys gathered their 
things and embarked on a hike traversing 
the island. Taking time to stop and enjoy 
the untouched, magical wilderness of 
the island, the cabin stopped once again 
at the fort building station where the 
boys divided themselves into teams, 
each forming an equally awesome 
contraption. 

After the boys felt they had spent 
enough time on their forts, we made 
our way back to the campsite but not 
before stopping at an isolated beach, 
where Tidepool Taylor introduced the 
boys to pop rocks, minuscule insects 
that are completely edible and safe and 
also jump around in your mouth like the 
candy pop rocks. With stomachs full of 
pop rocks and water, the boys returned 
back to the campsite where Taylor 
gave the grand tour of the museum and 
showed the livefeed of the island’s own 
family of ospreys. While exploring all 
the wonders the museum had to offer, 
Brady Harwick found himself in cloud 
nine while around the touch tank full of 
lobsters and crabs. 

Once all the boys felt sufficiently 
knowledgeable about the fauna and flora 
Hog Island has to offer, we had a lunch of 
cold cuts and sent it back to Bremen via 
the Snowgoose. 

After reaching mainland, the boys who 
had now become men loaded up the van 
and sent it to Fort William Henry. While 
at the �8th century pre-Revolutionary era 
fort, the boys explored and read up on all 
the history they could. Ready to return 
to camp and put a bow on the boys’ first 
Kieve tripping experience, we packed 
up the van for the last time and made 
our way back to Kieve, but not before 
stopping for some awesome ice cream at 
Roundtop.  James Stites, HBC

Junior Kieve Loyalty - Hog Island 
and Bremen
August 3rd

Our overnight trip began with a 
tumultuous double, then triple, checking 
of the campers’ bags and gear and loading 
of our vans. While this was somewhat of 
a tedious start, once we closed the van 
doors and had our wheels rolling, all of 
us, campers and counselors alike let go a 
sigh of relief. 

As campers return for ever longer 
and more distant trips, van rides take 
on a ritualistic importance at Kieve. We 
introduced the boys to this custom by 
blasting a classic Kieve playlist, stacked 
with Warren Zevon, Journey, and the 
classic hit “Vamos a la Playa.” Sitting 
in the front row, JD Oster and Brooks 
Thompson eagerly demanded a request 
and we did our best to accommodate. 
Some zoned out, others sang along and 
all enjoyed the ride. 

Before we headed to Kieve’s Bremen 
landing we stopped at the historic 
Pemaquid Point Lighthouse for some 
sightseeing. At the Point the boys were 
let free to scramble over the metamorphic 
rocks at the seashore. Gavin Keelty 
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and Petie bushed the boundaries of the 
counselors’ comfort by mounting an 
obelisk-like pillar of rock. We eagerly 
moved the boys off the rocks and into the 
lighthouse museum. The boys offered all 
sorts of theories pertaining to the name 
and function of the curiosities inside. 

At Bremen landing we had a hearty 
lunch of cold cut sandwiches and made 
our way onto the Snowgoose, a converted 
lobster boat that Kieve uses for cruising. 
We quickly dropped our gear off on our 
destination island, the Audubon Society’s 
Hog Island Conservatory, but then headed 

out for an afternoon on the water. At one 
point during the afternoon, when we had 
pulled into an island cove, the boys were 
given the opportunity to jump into the 
water from the top of the cabin, ten feet 
up. Almost everyone jumped multiple 
times and it was all great fun. Griggs 
Diemar was an especially eager swimmer 
and rotated through a half dozen jumps. 
Once we had soaked up enough sunshine 
and fresh air, we returned to Hog Island. 
The boys quickly scooted off to go hunt 
for crabs on the island’s beach. With the 
boys entertained, a few of the counselors 
slipped away to prepare dinner. The boys 
all had wide smiles on their faces as they 
returned to find a picnic table covered 
with cheeseburgers.

As the light faded, we gathered the 
boys around a campfire on the beach. 
The boys were treated to several rounds 
of s’mores and this kicked any remaining 
appetite. Pumped up with sugar, the 
boys talked amongst themselves, each 
recounting their favorite moment of the 
action-packed day. Wilson Searby and 
Rezin Wiegmann shared laughs with 
their typical goofy banter. As the tide 
slowly rolled in and the stars came out, 
the boys had a rare opportunity for quiet 
reflection. With full bellies and warm 
hearts we all walked up to our tents, 
satisfied by a day well lived. 
August 4th 

Day two began early. During the 
summer in Maine the sun breaks the 
horizon at about five A.M.. With nothing 
but the fabric of their tents to dim the 
light the boys woke up early without 
any prodding by the counselors. As it 
took some time to prepare breakfast, the 
boys returned to the beach for more crab 
hunting as they had done the afternoon 
before. 

We finished breakfast quickly and 
then prepared for the morning ahead. 
Taking down the tents was a bit of a 
challenge and took some time. James 
Counselman was able to command some 
authority in his group but for the rest it 
was a slow process. While the boys were 
understandably unfamiliar with the 
tents, their methods of takedown were 
complicated by the widely differing 
opinions for how it should be done. 
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Fortunately, the counselors were able to 
successfully frame the whole ordeal as 
simply a teamwork learning exercise. 

With water bottles and walking sticks 
in hand we broke camp for a short hike 
around the island. We were guided by 
“Tidepool Taylor,” a Kieve employee 
who lives on Hog Island. Aubie Robbins 
was very happy to find an abundance 
of gnarly sticks to carry. Taylor showed 
the boys several forts made by previous 
campers but their attentions were held 
captive by the thought of a “Red Panda” 
running rampant on the Island. Will 
Kaback, one of the Loyalty JCs, was sure 
he had seen a ten-foot-tall Red Panda 
dart across the trail ahead. In hot pursuit 
of the panda we trudged onwards. The 
boys’ enthusiasm was infectious, and we 
put in a valiant effort, but alas no Red 
Panda was captured that day. 

We returned to the Audubon camp at 
about high tide. With plenty of water 
under the island’s dock we took another 
opportunity to jump and swim. Isaac 
Figini performed a particularly painful 
looking belly-flop but resurfaced with an 
ear-to-ear smile. Even Henry Wirch, who 
had suffered a gnarly sunburn several 
days before, decided a leap of his own 
was necessary. 

Around noon the Snowgoose returned 
to retrieve us from our temporary island 
dwelling. We motored away from Hog 
Island feeling triumphant. We made it, 
we hadn’t devolved into Lord of the Flies, 
and we had been far more fortunate than 
Robinson Crusoe. I distinctly remember 
Peter Beys looking deeply profound 
staring back at the Island. Since leaving 
camp only the day before, the boys 
firmly cemented themselves together as 
a cohesive group and as counselors this 
was deeply satisfying to see. 

There was one last destination on 
our agenda, a stop at the Round Top Ice 
Cream stand. Lapping up our sugary 
treats, we put a sweet end to our already 
sweet adventure.

  Miles Crawford, HBC

Junior Kieve Kindness & Respect - 
Hog Island and Bremen 
August 3rd

We had a delicious breakfast at camp 
of waffles before packing up and hitting 
the road. First we drove to Pemaquid 
Point, where the boys played on the 
rocks, Nick and Charlie were fans for 
exploring the low tide of rocks. We then 
went thru the Pemaquid fishing museum 
before heading to Bremen. At Bremen, 
we had sandwiches and waited for the 
Snowgoose. When the Snowgoose finally 
arrived, the boys loaded up the boat and 
headed for the Hog. 

On Hog Island, Tidal Taylor told us the 
rules, and we set up camp. After that, the 
boys went pier jumping, Luke and Will 
were huge fans of the swimming. Taylor 
then showed us her museum and touch 
tank, and encouraged the boys to look for 
creatures along the shore. George, Davis, 
Connor, and Oscar loved hunting for 
the various sea creatures. Johnny loved 
the osprey nest right near the campsite. 
We then prepped for dinner, and the 
counselors grilled delicious hamburgers. 
The boys then sat around the fire waiting 
for the next day to come.
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August 4th
The boys awoke to breakfast sammies 

already made. They then proceeded 
to pack up camp and head for the 
Snowgoose. The boys had a fun morning 
of lobster hunting and swimming. Grant 
and Siorus thought the lobsters were 
really cool, we even found one keeper. 
John loved jumping off the Snowgoose, 
when we went swimming. Emery had a 
good time looking at the birds all around 
the boat. After lunch we headed to Fort 
William Henry and saw the historical 
marvel of Pemaquid. We then headed 
back to camp, but not before going to 
Round Top for some ice cream. All and 
all a nice little adventure.

 Nat Shenton, HBC

Junior Kieve Perseverance - 
Hog Island and Bremen 
August 2nd

After a hearty breakfast at Kieve the 
men of J.K. Perseverance embarked on 
our journey to Hog Island. We took a 
quick detour to explore Pemaquid Point. 
Luke Renzi and Jackson Hatch seemed 
to really love the Point and they were 
all running around and exploring the 
beautiful oceanfront rocks. After we had 
tired ourselves out a little bit, we drove 
to Bremen and enjoyed a delicious lunch 
of cold cut sandwiches. Holden Prymas 
scarfed down a sandwich and I could tell 
he and the rest of the crew were ready to 
take on the mighty Hog. 

After lunch Jack Ford and Ryan Hayne 
really stepped up and helped me move all 
the gear down the dock to the Snowgoose. 
We steamed over to the landing at Hog 
and began to set up camp. Cato Pennings 
and I ran off to look at the rising tide and 
talk about the beautiful ocean around the 
island. We had a wonderful information 
session with Tidepool Taylor where 
the boys caught crabs and checked out 
all the wildlife the island had to offer. 
Eoin Sullivan was very fascinated with 
the feeding of the crabs and other sea 
creatures in the indoor touch tanks. 

As the day progressed we all grew more 
and more tired. We indulged for dinner 
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with a spread of bacon cheeseburgers 
and chocolate Oreo cake for Jack Ford’s 
birthday. After a bit of revelry we all 
decided it was time to turn in, for we had 
another long day ahead of us. 
August 3rd 

We awoke quite early with the sun 
beaming over our tents. Winnie Wood 
Prince was one of the first to arise and 
quickly stirred the rest of his cabinmates. 
I decided breakfast was in order and made 
some sausage, bacon, egg and cheese 
sandwiches on bagels. Ryan Little loved 
this breakfast and probably could have 
downed multiple sandwiches if given the 
chance. We boarded the Snowgoose after 
breakfast and headed to Bremen to drop 
our gear off. We rebounded the Goose 
and traveled around the coast looking at 
beautiful views. Henry Chadbourne and 
I had a wonderful conversation about 
wildlife on the trip back towards Bremen. 
We started jumping off the roof of the 
boat. Floyd Cabral was apprehensive at 
first but ended up loving jumping off the 
roof into the chilled sea water below. 

As we prepared to end our trip we 
went to one last stop at a colonial fort 
in Pemaquid. Max Donahue had a blast 
wandering around the fort and checking 
out the sweet cannons. Before we could 

end the trip, we had to make one last 
stop at Round Top, Jack Webb had a huge 
smile on his face as he downed an ice 
cream. All in all it was a splendid trip. 

 Elliott Murphy, HB

South Glenayr – Damariscotta Lake
July 27

Leaving the waterfront at mid morning, 
the cabin paddled in six canoes over to 
Cool Island. Immediately, the boys began 
to explore their newfound territory. 
Andrew Beanland, Dawson Handy and 
Henry West immediately set up a club 
house on one end while Ethan Connor 
set about rehabilitating a fort on the 
other side. In the afternoon we explored 
the Southover property and stocked up 
on firewood. We entertained ourselves 
with sniper, manhunt and mafia before 
we had bacon cheeseburgers cooked over 
coals. S’mores were enjoyed later. The 
boys had a raucous night in their tents 
but ostensibly got some sleep.
July 28 

We woke up to the raucous antics of 
the cabin already exploring the island 
once more. I fixed bacon, egg and cheese 
sandwiches for breakfast, and we played 
many games of sniper to pass the time 
before our paddle. We had lunch on the 
island around noon after packing up 
camp. 

The boys were eager to get a move 
on when we piled into our canoes 
shortly after lunch. We paddled down to 
Blueberry Island where the berries were 
ripe and delicious. Then we doubled 
back across the waterfront to Windy 
Island where we had a nice swim. Rowan 
Packard demonstrated some top notch 
skills in the stern of one canoe. Then we 
came back to Kieve, feeling primed for 
our next adventure.

 Grahambo Abbey, HBC

South Glenayr – Sugarloaf Mountain
August 6th 

We departed camp in the morning with 
Ritz staff Lauren Gould along as well. It 
was an easy ride up to Carrabasset Valley. 
We had lunch of PB and J after setting up 
the Cathedral Pines group site. Ian Aarts 
built quite a fort. Whit Smyers, Austin 
Del Col, Dawson Handy and Andrew 
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Beanland invented a Frisbee competition 
that kept the clan entertained through 
dinner time. We grilled cheeseburgers 
over coals and had Lauren’s s’mores 
bars fresh from the Pasquaney oven for 
dessert. We went to bed thinking of the 
challenge the mountain would present.
August 7th 

We woke up early and fixed bacon, egg 
and cheese sandwiches for the cabin. By 
late morning, the boys were prepared for 
the hike and we loaded into the vehicles. 
Halfway up the first trail, having opted 
to hike up the ski slope instead of the 
suggested access road, Ian Aarts skinned 
his wrist and knees, but continued on 
undeterred. Rowan Packard did a great 
job on the early pitches encouraging his 
cabin mates. 

We reached a very steep slope and 
decided to press on and up. Hayden 
Weinstein accidentally loosened a 
boulder which could have turned our 
day very sour, but luckily it missed the 
caboose, careening hundreds of feet 
below. Follow the access road. At the 
summit, the campers found protection 
from the wind on the leeward side of 
the peak, where Ben Kisilywicz and the 
other boys tucked in to packs of Oreos. 

Returning to the campsite, we played 
a game of huckball which Henry West 
dominated and Alex Heike spectated. 
After Philly cheesesteaks, just-for-fun 
skits, and s’mores the cabin returned to 
their tents, and this time retired quietly.
August 8th

The boys woke up early again, eager to 
return to Kieve. After breakfast we had 
a cabin meeting where we shared our 
high and low moments. Zack Rodgers 
delighted the counselors by reporting 
that his high was the laughs and good 
times and that he didn’t have a low. 
His cabinmates reminded him that he 
had been stung by a bee hours earlier, 
but he stuck to his guns. No low. The 
men of South Glenayr had a terrific trip 
and enjoyed much wonderful food and 
ice cream on our return to our beloved 
Kieve. Grahambo Abbey, HBC

North Glenayr – Damariscotta Lake
July 31st 

Today is the big day! North Glenayr 
is all packed up and ready to roll for an 
adventure of a lifetime on Damariscotta 
Lake. Last night we made sure to pack 
for the trip with everything, from large 
items like rain jackets and sleeping pads 
to small items such as a toothbrush and 
cards. Today is a special day as well, it’s 
Sunday! Any other day North Glenayr 
would leave for Cool Island after duties 
but today we were inspection clean and 
then proceeded to chapel. It was a special 
morning for everyone. 

With the help of all of the boys we 
brought all of our group gear to the beach 
and organized it to go into boats. The boat 
pairs were as follows: Will Bonner & Will 
Farkas (The Wills); Xander McTeague & 
Johnny Hoffman; Colin Regan & Banks 
Young; Lorny Goodyear & Grayson 
McNeely; Harry Levy & Logan Henyon; 
Xander Boyle & HBC Cole Phillips; Grant 
Kauffman & Will Bliss; Rodrigo Cisneros 
& Lauren Begley. You read that last pair 
correctly! Our amazing Ritz counselor 
Lauren joined us on the trip and she was 
awesome. 

Our paddle to Cool Island from the 
beach really wasn’t that far but we made 
it fun and enjoyed a snack on the way. 
Upon arriving at the site I reminded 
the boys of what I told them during our 
primer. The first thing you do when 
you get to a campsite is just explore, 
see where you live, and have some fun. 
After a good bit of exploring, the island 
was fully mapped out with places for 
forts and harvesting blueberries. We 
proceeded to set up our tents and then 
enjoy a hardy lunch of ham and cheese. 
Rodrigo was surprisingly the only boy 
who wanted mustard while everyone else 
really, really enjoyed copious helpings 
of mayonnaise. With that we took some 
time to rest, read, and digest. 

After our slight rest we paddled over to 
Southover, just across the beaver bay (as 
we called it), to enjoy some swimming, 
fishing, and wood gathering. Logan got a 
leech on his foot but he wasn’t phased in 
the slightest. 

With our arrival back at the site we 
started making dinner. Chicken, bacon 
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and ranch over the fire, yummmy. Dinner 
was quick and we moved on to Oreos for 
dessert. What a first night, but it’s not 
over yet. Cole narrated a wild game of 
mafia where, to everyone’s surprise, the 
mafia (Will B and Harry) survived to the 
last round and won the game. With that 
we made our way to the tents and called 
it a night. 
August 1st

Today we woke with the sun at 6:4�. 
Or should I just say the boys woke up 
that early. The counselors were awoken 
by laughter and tomfoolery just after 
7:�0. The boys were tested this morning 
with a new food for some, the illustrious 
oatmeal and raisin breakfast. Some really 
enjoyed it and some really were not fond 
but that’s why we try new things, to 
broaden our horizons. I made sure the 
boys knew they had to hydrate and eat 
for we had a paddle ahead of us. 

Our plan was to paddle two and half 
miles down lake to a blueberry laden 
island with a stunning rope swing. We 
departed around ten o’clock and worked 
on our paddling skills, making sure not 
to overcorrect ourselves or argue with our 
bowman or sternman. We paddled and 
as the wind picked up, we decided we 
would have an early lunch so we rafted 
up on shore and Cole started making 
tuna fish on pita with thinly sliced green 
apple. It sounds crazy but many of our 
non-tuna fans were asked to try just a bite 
and some were even converted. Xander 
McTeague just couldn’t hold himself 
back from the blueberries just above his 
head and had to have some, triggering a 
bit of a frenzy for the berries. 

We enjoyed lunch and set a course 
for the rope swing island. Upon arrival 
we had a boat float away in the wind 
and Colin started to swim after it. The 
wind was too strong though and Xander 
McTeague and Logan came to the rescue, 
each of whom handled paddling boats 
on their own back to the island (I was 
on the water to supervise with Will Bliss 
in the bow). It was a very impressive 
maneuver. 

On the island there was a clear divide. 
Some wanted to pick the blueberries 
and some just wanted to swing. Rodrigo, 
Harry, Colin, Johnny, Banks, Will B, and 

Will F were all about the rope swing doing 
tricks off of it and having fun splashing 
around. Lorny, Logan, Grayson, Xander 
M, Xander B, and Grant were mesmerized 
by the plentiful blueberry shrubs. There 
were so many they looked like grapes. It 
was amazing. 

As it got late we dried off and got back 
in the boats because the clouds were 
looking a little dark. We made it about 
halfway back to Cool Island when the 
rain started. It didn’t phase us much 
but it did lead Xander M and Johnny to 
flip when they were switching bow and 
stern. Luckily Xander B and Cole were 
there to T-rescue them. 

We paddled through the rain to get 
to the site and make a fire as the rain 
stopped. Everyone dried off while 
Bliss and Cole made dinner, DANK. In 
our Dank were noodles, lots of cheese, 
peppers, onions, bacon, and pep sticks. 
Any picky eater was tamed because 
this legendary Kieve tripping meal was 
too good to pass up. We enjoyed many 
helpings and then went straight to 
s’mores. What a legendary day and boy 
was everyone tired so we retired to our 
tents just after the sun went down. 
August 2nd

“PANCAKES!!!” That is how the boys 
were woken up this morning. We jumped 
for joy for today would be the day of 
our humble return to camp. Scrambled 
pancakes, many didn’t understand the 
concept, were enjoyed with M&Ms and 
Oreos. More like a dessert but they were 
enjoyed nonetheless. The morning was 
spent playing games and packing up our 
tents. With the leftover batter the boys 
gathered hundreds of blueberries and 
we made an upside down cake. It was 
yummy but we needed a bit more for 
lunch so we had some cold cuts and then 
digested and read until it was time to get 
back to camp. 

We loaded all of our gear, much better 
than our first time I might add, and made 
our way up the coast of Cool Island 
across the no wake zone by Westcott and 
back to the beach where we started. No 
Round Top this time but an amazing trip 
without it makes for a happy cabin. Great 
job boys! Cole Phillips, HBC
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North Glenayr – Mt. Megunticook
July 22nd

Oh what a delightful day to be going on 
a primer! Just when we were getting into a 
rhythm here at camp, we got the boot and 
took to the woods. But we’re no regular 
North Glenayr cabin. We are the next 
generation of studs bred in the summer 
months on Damariscotta Lake! Back to 
our trip, we packed the night before with 
Cole on duty to help everyone with our 
checklist working from head to toe, i.e. 
hat, headland, toothbrush, shirt, rain 
jacket, shorts, long johns, socks, shoes, 
etc. To say the least we were prepared. 

We ate breakfast here at Pasquaney 
and our duty was the traditional “Pack 
and Go.” We pushed out from camp after 
loading our group gear first, of course, 
and enjoyed forty minutes of radio time 
before arriving at Camden Hills. We got 
to site � and set up tents. It was great to 
hear that some of the boys remembered 
how I taught them back when they were 
in JK Courage two summers ago. Our tent 
groups were Lorny, Grayson, & Xander 
Boyle; Logan, Rodrigo, & Grant; Colin, 
Banks & Johnny; Harry, Will F, Will B, 
& Xander McTeague. The sun was still 
high in the sky so we enjoyed a leisurely 
lunch of grilled cheese and tomato soup. 
We all learned to grey water and the boys 
were great sports about it. 

Mt. Megunticook was our hike for day 
one and boy was it amazing. Beautiful 
stone stairs, tree roots creeping like a 
horror movie, and the view from the 
outlook of the bay full of boats was 
sublime. Everyone took a picture and 
then we headed to the summit a short 
distance up the next hill. After relishing 
in our success we made our way down. 
Harry, Cole, Colin and Rodrigo all talked 
about population and global issues which 
surprised Cole quite a bit with how smart 
these fine gentlemen are. Will Farkas was 
our pace setter with Banks and Lorny 
close behind. The Xanders (Mcteague 
and Boyle), Grant, Johnny, Will B, Logan 
and Grayson were the middle pack. 

We took our time getting to the bottom 
and then crossed the street to our 
campsite. We explored the beach where 
Logan and Grayson went swimming in 
the frigid Atlantic and returned to the 

site ready for dinner. Burgers are on the 
menu tonight, boys! And it doesn’t end 
there, s’mores for dessert. Everyone had 
two and then we made our way to tents. 
Little did we know that it would thunder 
and lightning all night with on and off 
rain but our preparedness made it so it 
had no effect on us. Good on ya, boys!
July 23rd

After a night of rain we woke up to 
sun, whoda thunk it. We didn’t dilly 
dally with a long-winded breakfast, we 
enjoyed pop tarts and then hit the field 
next to our site for some two-hand touch 
football and Frisbee. Colin really got to 
figure out how to get his backhand in 
its finest form. Logan wanted to explore 
the coast some more so Will Bliss went 
down and showed him a thing or two 
about tide pools. We played around until 
eleven where we enjoyed some ham and 
cheese sandwiches before our second 
and final hike of the trip, Maiden Cliffs. 

It was a significantly easier hike than 
our day yesterday but nevertheless a 
great one. We enjoyed fig newtons and 
plenty of water. We heard thunder in the 
distance and turned our thirty minute 
descent into a twenty-two minute 
descent, making it to the van just in the 
nick of time. The rumors of Round Top 
were true and after our drive back to 
Damariscotta we enjoyed the splendor 
of ice cream. What a nice primer and I 
know we’re ready for our main trip on 
Damariscotta Lake! Cole Phillips, HBC

North Townsend – Mt. Megunticook 
July 26th

The men of North Townsend were 
ready for their first camping trip of the 
session in Camden Hills. We departed 
from Buck with our bags packed for a 
pair of hikes over the next couple of days. 
Arriving at the campsite just before noon, 
we learned how to set up the perfect 
campsite and had a lunch of turkey and 
cheese sandwiches. Silas, Render, Luke, 
and Thatcher took charge in helping out 
with teaching others how to set tents up. 

After our short lunch we filled water 
bottles and crossed the street to climb 
Mt. Megunticook, the longer of our two 
hikes. The boys did a great job in staying 
together as a group and waiting for those 
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who needed the occasional break. The 
peak was a beautiful view of Camden 
and the ocean that it sits on. We had a 
few minutes to reflect on our location 
and see the sights before descending. 

Once our hike was finished, we crossed 
the street back to our campsite where 
we had a huge game of football before 
dinner. Quarterbacks Brew and Shane 
did a great job of sharing the love with 
beautiful passing. The boys were tired 
until we had double bacon cheeseburgers 
for dinner followed by a night around 
the fire. Almost a half a dozen games of 
mafia were played before the stars came 
out above us. Bed time was delayed 
briefly by some worm wars in sleeping 
bags between Tyler, Andrew, Ezra, and 
Pearce. As it was a hot night some had 
a tough time getting to bed but the stars 
aided them to sleep.
July 27th

We woke to the sun and slowly took 
down tents before breakfast. Bacon, egg, 
and cheese sandwiches were consumed 
quickly as everyone was hungry and we 
packed the car. Mt. Battie was the plan 
for the day and we crossed the street and 
parked before we had a snack. Using the 
same trail head as Mt. Megunticook, Mt. 
Battie is just shy of a mile and a half hike. 
Many tourists drive to its peak to see the 
view over Camden. 

The weather was perfect as we ascended 
the mountain and had trail mix at the 
peak. Hiking and telling stories in the 
back of the pack, Andrew, Peter, Trevor, 
and Parker laughed their way to the top. 
A castle tops the mountain next to a series 
of lookout points. The boys soaked in the 
views for a little while before going back 
down for another sandwich lunch. Once 
we had all gotten into the van, we visited 
Round Top Farm for a nice cool down ice 
cream before returning to camp. 

 Garrett Phillips, HBC

North Townsend – Damariscotta Lake
August 3rd

Our departure from camp was quick 
and easy as we packed and headed down 
to the waterfront with wannagans and a 
cooler. The boys were all sunscreened 
up as we headed out past the rafts and 
directed straight towards Southover, a 
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Kieve-owned piece of land across from 
Cool Island. We arrived at the campsite 
after a short paddle and tutorial on 
how to use maps on lakes. The boys 
set up camp and ate cold cuts for lunch 
followed by some free time of swimming 
and fishing. Categories and cannonballs 
were tried out by Thatcher, Pearce, and 
Tyler. It was time for a brief rest hour 
after a snack of Cheez-its. As we exited 
our tents from rest hour, the sun peeked 
through the clouds as we looked over 
maps for the coming days of our trip. 
After a map session the boys were ready 
for more activities including a football 
game and more swimming. Fishermen 
Silas, Shane, and Tyler caught some fish 
and definitely some sun on the water. 
After football had finished, we ate bacon 
burgers as the sun set over the horizon. 
The skies cleared up perfectly for us as 
the stars began to appear in the darkness. 
Major star gazers included Brew, Render, 
and Luke. The men of North Townsend 
crept into bed one by one as the day 
came to an end.
August 4th

Day two of our trip began with a hot 
breakfast sandwiches. After having this 
meal on the primer, we whipped out a 
quick breakfast to be followed by another 
map session. Today was our big day and 
the boys were ready. Not rushing into 
paddling, we explored the bay around 
us before setting off on our close to four-
mile paddle. Andrew and Trevor led the 
way with getting boats in the water as 
others set up water bottles and towels. 

Head winds greeted us as we paddled 
up Damariscotta Lake. The winds did 
not die down as we found ourselves 
regrouping for snacks at both Blueberry 
Island and another stop. After our snack 
breaks we set off on our last big push to 
our swimming and lunch spot. Once we 
made it to lunch, we ate PB+J’s and set 
back with a hefty head wind. 

Sailing back to camp in record time, 
we had the opportunity to have more 
swimming and fishing. After an afternoon 
snack and a brief rest hour the boys were 
ready for Carly to join us with brownies 
and treats. Once we had the treats, 
chicken quesadillas were on the docket 
for dinner. The boys had a great day and 
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were excited to have a full �4 hours of 
being out of camp under their belts.
August 5th

Our final day of the trip included some 
more paddling to surrounding bays with 
stretches of high wind so we decided to 
have a later start to the day. Breakfast was 
made beautifully and campers enjoyed 
M&M and blueberry pancakes. Ezra, 
Peter, and Parker all gave compliments 
to the chef so they got seconds first but 
realized that the pancakes got better as 
time went on. 

After learning how to break down a 
campsite and pack boats one last time, 
the boys ate a small lunch of cold cuts 
and headed back to Camp Kieve. The 
boys learned a lot about each other and 
also about the beauty of the outdoors and 
was pleasantly surprised at their ability 
to learn quickly. Garrett Phillips, HBC

South Bunkerhill – Hog Island
July 28th

After having packed up everything we 
needed at camp, we left for Bremen Point 
and then eventually to Hog Island. Once 
we reached Bremen, we unloaded our 
gear from the van down to the dock to be 
shuttled over to the island. We jumped 
in our kayaks and headed over to the 
island. 

Once we reached it, we hauled up the 
kayaks to our campsite and stacked them 
sideways. We then retrieved our gear 
from the shuttle and set up camp. After 
having figured out how to properly set up 
tents, the counselors made bacon grilled 
cheeses as we hung out and enjoyed the 
day. 

A little while after lunch, Tidepool 
Taylor took us on a walk around the 
island where we played a great game 
called camouflage. We also took a few 
minutes to be silent in the woods and 
lie on some pretty comfy moss beds. 
We then continued our walk around the 
island and picked up a bunch of trash the 
tide had brought up on shore. 

After returning from our nature walk 
we went for a quick swim off the dock 
and had a little rest hour. About when 
everyone was rested up, it was time for 
dinner which was Philly cheesesteaks. 
They were delicious and everyone 

loved them. After dinner and cleanup 
we played a few games of mafia. Once 
everyone had been tired out again we hit 
the hay for the night. 
July 29th

Waking up wide-eyed and bushy-
tailed, the boys of South Bunkerhill 
ate a great breakfast of sausage, egg and 
cheeses. After cleaning up and breaking 
down camp, we had some down time on 
the island so we filled it with checking 
out the little museum where there were 
cool stuffed animals and birds as well as 
tanks of crabs, lobsters, and snails. Once 
we had our fill in there, we went out 
to the tidal zone in search of crabs and 
other sea life that we could scoop up and 
take a look at. 

After having spent a little while down 
there we decided to head back to the 
mainland. Upon arrival, we grabbed our 
gear from the shuttle, packed up the van, 
and headed out. We stopped at Round 
Top for ice cream on the way back, which 
was great! We all had a great time on out 
primer.  Ben Wheeler, HBC

South Bunkerhill – White Mountains 
August 5th

Our trip started out as we loaded up 
all our gear into the vans and left camp 
for the awe inspiring White Mountains of 
New Hampshire. After a few stops along 
the way to eat and grab some snacks, 
we arrived at our beautiful Dolly Copp 
campsite near the base of the ominous 
Mt. Washington. 

Once we had unpacked and set up camp 
we decided we wanted to cool off so we 
went in search of a swim hole. We found 
one just down the road and relaxed there 
for awhile enjoyed the refreshing water. 
Once we had had enough, we went back 
to camp to cook up some tasty bacon 
cheeseburgers. We spent the rest of the 
night relaxing by the fire and enjoying 
the bright mountain stars. 
August 6th 

The first real day of the trip started 
early as we all woke up around �:�0 with 
one goal in mind: climb Mt. Washington. 
We all gathered our essential hiking gear, 
filled our water bottles, ate a nutritious 
breakfast of pop tarts and breakfast bars, 
and sent it to the trail head. We began our 
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ascent soon after we decided to go up the 
Lions Head trail. 

It was a grueling hike, the hardest 
many of the boys had ever attempted. 
After about an hour and a half of grinding 
up we reached the tree line and emerged 
into a thick cloud bank. There were 
points where you could only see about 
�0 feet around you. We took a quick 
break at the Lions Head rock lookout to 
have a quick snack and then continued 
on. We hiked for a while longer across all 
kinds of strewn rocks and past countless 
cairns. 

Finally, we reached the top and felt 
as though we could be blown off at any 
second. We hustled into the lodge at the 
top, which was filled by all those tourists 
who did not have the tenacity to climb it 
with their own two feet. We relaxed for a 
while in the shelter and ate a rewarding 
lunch. We soon packed up and started 
our descent down the Tuckerman’s 
Ravine trail. For the beginning we were 
still in the clouds, but after a little bit we 
emerged to see the beautiful vista of the 
ravine. The trail down was beautiful and 
everyone thoroughly enjoyed it. 

We were soon at the bottom and 
exhausted from the long day’s hike. We 
hopped back in the van and drive back to 
camp. After a short rest hour, we fired up 
the grills and cook up a much deserved 
Philly cheese steak dinner.
August 7th

We woke much later compared to the 
previous day. We had a very slow morning 
and an extended breakfast where I made 
breakfast sandwiches. After eating and 
cleaning up, we decided a chill day 
was in order after the great job the guys 
did the day before on the mountain. So 
we piled in the van and took a drive to 
Emerald Pool. We got there and hiked 
the 0.7 of a mile to the pool and set aside 
an area for us. 

We all hustled and jumped into the 
borderline frigid water. There was a 
sweet ledge to jump off and so many of 
the boys had a great time sending it off 
that. HBC Ben Wheeler felt ambitious 
and started throwing front flips off which 
were pretty cool. After a while we ate a 
quick lunch and digested for a while. It 
didn’t take long for the guys to hop back 

in and continue their enjoyment of the 
pool. 

At this point there were still a couple of 
guys who hadn’t jumped off the ledge yet 
just out of nervousness. We all cheered 
them on and eventually they all gained 
the confidence to jump. It was especially 
big for Connor who had previously been 
the most reluctant to jump. Around 
three we had had enough of swimming 
and made our way back to camp. We 
enjoyed some tasty chicken sandwiches 
for dinner and relaxed for the remainder 
of the night. 
August 8th

Feeling rested and ready for another 
challenge, we woke on our last day of 
the trip, packed quickly, ate, and sent it 
to the base of South Baldface Mountain. 
After arriving we were anxious to get 
started and challenge ourselves again. 
The beginning of the hike was fairly flat, 
but with an increasing angle. It soon 
became steeper and steeper until we 
made it to a lean-to on the trail where we 
stopped for a snack. 

After the shelter, the trail changed as we 
emerged from the shaded tree line to the 
exposed surface of the granite mountain. 
The rest of the hike was up steep sheets 
of rock that would be considered black 
diamonds if they were to be skied down. 
Once above the tree line though, the 
views were spectacular, much better 
than the views from above the tree line 
on Washington two days before. We 
finally made it to the top with a couple 
of stops along the way to grab some wild 
blueberries growing along the trail. Man, 
the view from the top was unbelievable, 
�60 degree views and a great one of Mt. 
Washington a couple of miles away. We 
all took it in and soon became hungry. 

After making some quick PB & Js we 
began our descent. The way down was 
a little sketchy, but everyone made it 
down safely. After arriving back at the 
van, we decided we could all use a 
swim so we went back to the swim hole 
we went to the day we arrived. After a 
quick refresher we got back to camp and 
enjoyed the rest of the night as well as a 
big dinner of Dank (Mac and cheese with 
lots more). 
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August 9th
We had a slow wake-up on our last 

day, as we were tired from the day before 
and also had no rush to go anywhere. 
After a great meal of breakfast burritos, 
we packed up our gear and put it all back 
in the van. Deciding it was about time 
we said goodbye to the beautiful Whites, 
we filled the van and started out journey 
home. Our drive was only interrupted 
by a stop at the Hibachi Super Buffet 
in Lewiston, where we ate our fill, and 
another stop at Round Top Ice Cream. 
It was a great trip and everyone had a 
blast! Ben Wheeler, HBC

South Cunningham - Hog Island 
July 22nd

The boys of South Cunningham awoke 
to beautiful weather on Damariscotta 
Lake. With camp so overpopulated, we 
knew it was time to get out while the 
going was good. After fueling up on a 
huge breakfast at camp, we piled into 
the vans, blared “Fergalicious” and 
other great jams. Spirits high, we pulled 
into Bremen Landing where we met our 
guide “Tidepool Taylor”. We grabbed 
our lifejackets and funyaks and paddled 
toward our home for the nights. 

When we hit land, Alex and Luke 
led the charge carrying boats up. We 
comfortably set up camp and established 
tent groups, making sure Chris and Tobey 
were not in the same tent. Tidepool Taylor 
then led us on a nature walk, showing us 
some incredible features of the island. 
We even sat in a cathedral forest and just 
listened to nature for �0 minutes. It was 
a truly incredible experience. I’m sure 
�� eleven-year-olds have never been that 
quiet for that long in world history. Let 
me tell you, it happened. 

After our excursion with Taylor, we 
swam in the ocean for about an hour 
until dinner was a must. We cooked up 
bacon burgers and served extras—giving 
Martin the last one. I remember clearly 
saying that all I wanted in life was for 
someone to look at me the way Martin 
looked at that second burger. After 
dinner, we hit the beach for a tidepool 
fire and countless s’mores. Stories were 
told, laughs were shared, and finally, it 
was time for bed.

July 23rd
I awoke this morning at a startling 

7 a.m. The heat was just too much, a 
scalding 9� degrees even on the coast. 
I gathered the troops and we all woke 
our bodies up with a dip in the ocean. 
We had a quick breakfast, hit the ocean, 
and made our way with haste to the 
vans. To buy some time, we stopped at 
the Pemaquid Lighthouse for lunch and 
again at the forts for some exploration. 

With more music blasting, we cruised 
into Round Top Ice Cream where we 
enjoyed some delicious and rewarding 
ice cream in the uncomfortable heat. 
Finally, we arrived back at camp after 
a relaxing time on a beautiful Maine 
Island.  John Devine, HBC

South Cunningham - White Mountains 
July 26th

There is no better way to start off a 
trip than with Dunkin Donuts. With 
that in mind, the first stop for the �� 
young men of South Cunningham was 
in Damariscotta to pick up a little travel 
treat. Once we had properly fueled up 
with our �0 delicious munchkins, we hit 
the road with our eyes set on the White 
Mountain National Forest. Our ears were 
filled with the melodic sounds of Justin 
Bieber’s “Cold Water” and various Taylor 
Swift songs. We danced and sang until 
we eventually stopped for cold cuts at 
Bates College in Lewiston. 

The next few hours flew by and we 
got to our campsite with absolutely no 
problems. We did, however, stop by 
Daniel and Martin’s request countless 
times. Once we entered the beautiful 
green wilderness, we set up camp, 
made a fire, and patiently waited for 
dinner. Luke and Alex helped Tim and 
me assemble one of the greatest kitchen 
tarps I have ever seen. I cooked up some 
mean bacon cheeseburgers to Martin 
and Hallsey’s delight before dismissing 
everyone to their beds in order to get 
some much needed rest. 
July 27th

Waking up on trips was evidently still 
a much-needed practice for these guys, 
but regardless, our first real day of the 
trip was underway a lot earlier than we 
would have liked. We ate M&M pancakes 
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around 7, chilled for a few hours, got into 
to the vans and drove to the Bald Face 
Loop Trail. 

Today was an extremely hot and sunny 
day, so we knew it would be a perfect day 
for chilling out by a waterhole. When we 
got out of the vans, we made our cold 
cut sandwiches and fueled up before 
making the hike to Emerald Pool. The 
water was literally emerald colored and 
we swam in some of the most refreshing 
water ever. Hallsey, Chris, and Tobey all 
swam to the bottom of the swimming 
hole and grabbed rocks from the bottom 
while Kerem, Alex, and Eli jumped 
continuously for the entire time we were 
there. 

We finally had enough and trudged 
back to the vans. I told some stories about 
the older trips at camp with Tobey and 
Hallsey, which really got our appetites 
going. We drove back to the campsite and 
I began preparing my favorite trip meal 
of all-time: Philly cheesesteaks. Kerem 
was my sous chef, helping me season 
the steaks properly and cutting the buns. 
They came out just like we wanted them 
to and filled us up the perfect amount 
before the monstrous day around the 
corner. 
July 28th

Today was our big day. We got up 
early, the weather was on our side, we 
crushed our pop tart breakfast, filled up 
on water and snacks and drove to the 
Mount Washington trailhead. Then, we 
began our ascent of the highest peak on 
the east coast. About 0.� miles into our 
trek, we were all drenched in sweat. I 
clearly remember Alex dipping only his 
head into one of the ice-cold streams on 
the side of the trail. 

Our three hour and forty-five minute 
hike was a journey. Luke, Alex, Daniel, 
and Hallsey led the back while Thompson 
the Toothless Wonder held up the rear 
with Chandler. We were up the Ravine 
Trail and the Lion’s Head in absolutely 
no time at all. We had some amazing 
photo shoots on the way up, great views 
of all of the forest and watched a storm 
come in overhead. We made it to the top 
to see a less scenic parking lot reeking of 
gas and tourism. We ate our Rocket Fuel 
and, in our sweat and fatigue, waited in 

line to get a summit picture with the sign 
behind families in flip-flops. 

We cruised down the mountain 
and were in our campsite in time for a 
delicious grilled cheese and tomato soup 
dinner, with a ton of snacks for dessert. 
Overall, it was an incredible day. I was 
extremely proud of the accomplishments 
of these young men. 
July 29th

After our big day yesterday, we took 
advantage of the art and luxury of 
sleeping-in. I cooked up sausage, egg and 
cheeses and piled everyone into the vans. 
On the docket today was a day of absolute 
leisure. We decided that we would drive 
to some natural waterslides in Jackson, 
NH. On our way to the slides, we stopped 
in Conway to eat lunch. To pass some 
time, we broke into three groups and 
wandered around into some of the stores. 
My group was Martin, Chris, Kerem, Eli, 
and Luke. We took advantage of some 
free samples at the Lindt shop and had 
a best smelling candle competition, 
sniffing almost every Yankee Candle 
known to man (Pink Sands undoubtedly 
taking home the gold). 

After this brief excursion, we arrived at 
the slides, where Alex took a brutal spill 
about �0 minutes in, causing us to retreat 
back to campsite. We reevaluated Alex’s 
head, which I knew needed stitches. We 
did a quick chicken bacon ranch dinner 
and sent Tim, Chandler, and Alex to the 
hospital. The rest of us played mafia 
around a roaring fire, watching Chris 
fall victim first almost every single game 
until welcoming Alex back before sleep. 
July 30th

Throughout the entirety of the trip, 
there was something every young man in 
this cabin could not stop thinking about. 
Each day of this trip was one step closer 
to the prize, the cream of the crop—the 
true undisputed beauty that is Buffalo 
Wild Wings. The desire for the warm, 
crispy, juicy, flavorful first bite of chicken 
was so overwhelming for these kids that 
they were willing to do anything to make 
it a certain thing. 

That being said, I woke up this morning, 
I saw one of the most incredible things: 
a completely spotless and broken down 
campsite. All the tents were down, bags 
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packed, and �� kids were sitting quietly 
on a picnic table. Despite the motive, I 
was shocked. I had not asked them to do 
a thing, and yet they were ready to go. 
Out of sheer excitement, I ran back to my 
tent, packed up all of my stuff, and piled 
everyone into the vans. 

With that, we left the White Mountains 
and the memories behind us (stopping 
at BWW and Round Top) and arrived 
at camp ready to finish out the session 
strong.  John Devine, HBC

South Townsend – Hog Island 
July 24th

After spending the previous night 
packing, the boys of South Townsend 
woke up on a relaxed Sunday and 
enjoyed pancakes for breakfast. It was a 
slow moving morning, but after breakfast 
we were ready to get the day rolling. 
The vans were loaded up with all of the 
necessary gear and we drove east towards 
the Atlantic Ocean. Once we arrived at 
the Kieve dock in Bremen, the beautiful 
Maine coastline, complete with lobster 
boats and many small islands, came into 
view. Since Hog Island is only a quarter 
of a mile offshore, it is in plain sight from 
the Kieve dock on the mainland. Without 
worrying about hauling our gear, we 
hopped into personal kayaks and made 
the short but stunning paddle over to 
the island. It was a hot day, so when 
we landed on Hog Island, everyone was 
ready to hop back into the cold ocean 
water to cool off. 

The island is owned by the Audubon 
Society, so they have a few buildings 
and attractions that are used to support 
the bird watching community. Our 
campsite was set up soon after we 
finished exploring the small section 
of the island that is dedicated to bird 
watching and education. One of the main 
attractions is a large osprey nest that is 
consistently monitored by a camera that 
is connected to a worldwide live stream 
on the internet. There is also a bald eagle 
nest on the island along with many types 
of aquatic birds that spend time on the 
shores. 

Before we set off to explore the rest 
of the island, we had rocket fuel for 
lunch, which is a peanut butter, honey, 

Snickers, and jelly sandwich, followed 
by oranges for a snack. The boys of South 
Townsend got a little wet and muddy 
while exploring the coastline of Hog 
Island, but everyone enjoyed spending 
time finding sea glass and lobster buoys 
on the shores. We decided to do the full 
hike around the island, which was about 
four miles round trip. Therefore we were 
able to see the pine forest, mossy marshes, 
rocky shores, and sandy beaches that Hog 
Island has to offer. 

Another swimming session followed 
the peaceful hike, and we relaxed while 
preparing for dinner. The meal of the 
night was double bacon cheeseburgers 
with s’mores and hot chocolate for 
dessert around a campfire on the beach. 
We also steamed some mussels around 
the campfire for an extra snack. Since the 
stars were shining bright in the sky, we 
spent some time looking up and telling 
stories while looking off into space. 
Everyone was ready for bed after the long 
day, so we all crawled into our tents and 
went to sleep.
July 25th

Many of us rose from our tents early 
in the morning to enjoy the remaining 
time on Hog Island. We ate breakfast 
sandwiches for our first meal, and then 
spent the day exploring and swimming. 
Finding crabs scurrying around the 
coastal rocks was a popular activity 
along with hanging in the sun. A Wavus 
group paddled over to the island around 
lunch time, so a couple of the boys were 
able to spend time with their sisters on 
the beautiful island. We ate some loaded 
cold cut sandwiches for lunch and left 
the island in the middle of the day.

After getting all of our stuff into the 
vans, we were on our way back to camp. 
Luckily we were able to make a quick 
stop at Round Top for some homemade 
ice cream before returning to Kieve. 
Once we were back at camp, we cleaned 
up from the trip by getting all of our gear 
set up in the cabin and washing off in 
the lake. Overall it was a successful trip, 
and all of the boys showed that they are 
ready for the big trip ahead of us in the 
White Mountains. Duncan Morris, HBC

 Tad Gaffey, JC
 Drew Roeber, JC
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South Townsend - White Mountains
July 31st

After spending the previous day 
packing in anticipation of a great trip, the 
boys of South Townsend ate pancakes 
and left camp soon after breakfast. The 
ride in the van was a long one for the 
day because we were going from our 
home on the coast of Maine to the White 
Mountains of New Hampshire. We were 
able to eat a quick lunch of cold cut 
sandwiches in a Wal-Mart parking lot 
while we stopped to stretch our legs. 
Once everyone was ready to start moving 
again, we drove the final miles to reach 
the Dolly Copp campsite at the bottom of 
Mount Washington.

The campsite was a large wooded area 
that is great for groups, so we unpacked 
our gear and set up camp. All of the tents 
were assembled, the kitchen area was 
designated, and we started to relax in our 
new home. Not far from our camp was the 
famous Mount Washington, which was 
the main focus of our trip. All of the boys 
were ready to hike the massive mountain 
that is the tallest in the northeast, so we 
decided that we will prepare to do it in 
the morning. 

Therefore we prepared our hiking bags 
so that we could wake up and get an 
early start on the trail. For dinner we ate 
chicken, bacon, ranch sandwiches which 
were eaten around a roaring campfire. 
The rest of the night was spent talking 
around the fire until the moon rose and 
stars lit up the sky. We were all ready for 
a good night’s sleep to fuel us up for the 
big hike in the morning. 
August 1st

Everyone was woken up by the rising 
sun for an early start to a big day. We 
quickly grabbed the final necessary items 
and drove towards the trailhead while 
eating poptarts and snacks. The early 
start paid off because we had all day 
to hike. The weather was supposed to 
cooperate until late evening, but Mount 
Washington is known to have the worst 
weather in the world, so there is always a 
good chance of unexpected storms. 

The boys of South Townsend began the 
hike on the steep Tuckerman’s Ravine 
Trail. We saw some beautiful views as 
we gained elevation, but clouds started 

to slowly move in. Before we knew it, we 
were walking through a white cloud that 
limited our vision. However, the cloud 
was blocking the hot sun as well. We 
continued to hike up the 4.� mile trail, 
and once we were close to the top, the 
rain started drizzling onto us. Therefore 
we hurried up the rest of the mountain 
in order to relax in the visitor center at 
the summit. Unfortunately, foul weather 
continued to move into the area and the 
rangers told us that thunderstorms were 
expected as well. As a safety precaution, 
we could not continue the hike down 
the mountain, so we enjoyed the warmth 
of the visitor’s center while we shuttled 
down the mountain via the Mount 
Washington Auto Road. 

As a whole, we were happy that we 
did not have to hike down the steep 
mountain with wet rocks and pending 
storm activity. However, we did not 
feel like we accomplished what we 
wanted to do while we were in the White 
Mountains, which was hike Mount 
Washington up and down. We returned 
to the campsite with some time to relax 
and eat a delicious Philly cheesesteak 
dinner followed by s’mores for dessert.
August 2nd

The boys of South Townsend were 
able to sleep a little longer to start the 
day because it was a day of relaxation for 
us. We had a heavy breakfast of sausage, 
bacon, egg and cheese sandwiches, and 
then left the campsite to go to the border 
of Maine and New Hampshire. Then we 
completed the short drive to find the 
trailhead of Emerald Pools, which was 
only a half mile hike.

Once we arrived at the Emerald Pools, 
it did not take long before we were all 
jumping off of the high rocks into the 
deep pools. It was obvious why the 
location is named Emerald Pools once 
we saw the clear water with a tint of 
green from the moss that grew in the 
area. Other than jumping into the chilly 
water, we enjoyed swimming, exploring, 
and sword fighting with sticks.

We enjoyed rocket fuel for lunch, 
which is a peanut butter and jelly with 
a Snickers bar, and relaxed for most of 
the day. The whole cabin appreciated 
the day of rest after hiking up Mount 
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The hike down was enjoyable for 
everyone. We took our time and stopped 
plenty of times in order to see the 
magnificent views. After we completed 
the hike, the boys still had plenty of 
energy and looks of triumph on their 
faces. There was hot chocolate waiting 
for us back at the campsite along with a 
big pesto, bacon, pasta dinner. 

Hiking Mount Washington was a 
true feat for anyone to complete, and 
reaching the summit twice in three days 
was an accomplishment that no other 
Kieve group has done in recent history. 
The boys of South Townsend improved 
tremendously during the five-day trip, 
especially during the second hike when 
they all realized that they were capable 
of completing unbelievable challenges. 
August 4th

South Townsend was ready to make 
the trip back to camp after a difficult but 
successful trip to the White Mountains of 
New Hampshire. We packed up all of our 
belongings and put them in the vans soon 
after we woke up. It was a long drive back 
to Camp Kieve, but we were able to make 
a stop in Lewiston, ME to grab a bite to 
eat. We decided there was no better place 
to end our trip than a Hibachi Buffet, so 
we went in and ate just about all of their 
food. We left the Hibachi Buffet with full 
stomachs of food, and we happened to 
be right next to a trampoline adventure 
house. Although it seemed like the stars 
had aligned for us, we were not able to 
visit the trampoline center because we 
still had a long drive back to camp. 

Our trip was a major success overall. 
All of the boys said that they had a 
great time out in the mountains of New 
Hampshire, but were also ready to 
return to the comforts of camp. We had 
an awesome group who were always 
prepared for anything, even if it was 
as big of a surprise as hiking Mount 
Washington a second time. Most cabins 
at camp would have done anything to 
avoid hiking the tallest mountain in the 
northeast twice (which is also known to 
have the worst weather in the world), but 
the boys of South Townsend were ready 
to take on the challenge like it was a walk 
in the park. 

 Duncan Morris, HBC

Washington the previous day. After we 
were done at Emerald Pools, we returned 
to the campsite for a loaded quesadilla 
dinner and a good night’s sleep. 
August 3rd

The sun seemed to heat up our tents 
early in the morning, so we were all 
awake and ready to have a full day of fun. 
We started off by eating a hearty oatmeal 
breakfast, and then noticed how nice of 
a day it was. The sun was out and there 
was not a cloud in the sky. We planned 
on spending another day hanging out by a 
waterfall in the area, but we also brought 
up the possibility of hiking mighty Mount 
Washington again. Although everyone 
was unsure of what they wanted to do 
at first, a little convincing put us right 
back at the bottom of Mount Washington, 
ready to complete what we traveled to 
the area to do. We all wanted to conquer 
the full hike, top to bottom, and try to 
complete it in record time. 

Once everyone was excited and ready 
to speed up the mountain, we started 
hiking at a swift pace. We took plenty of 
breaks for water and snacks, but we did 
not spend very much time relaxing. The 
familiar trail seemed easier than it was 
during the hike up Mount Washington 
two days before, which was mostly due 
to the increased confidence from that 
experience. We could see many things 
that we could not before, mainly the 
beautiful mountain ranges and lakes that 
extended into the surrounding states. 
Before we knew it, we were close to 
the 6,�88 foot high summit of Mount 
Washington. 

In order to be close to the record that 
had been set by Kieve groups of the 
past, we had to finish the hike up in less 
than three hours. Once we could see 
the summit, the boys set a faster pace 
that allowed us to accomplish our goal 
of summiting with ten minutes to spare 
before the three-hour mark. We joined 
the crowd of people at the top of Mount 
Washington that had used the Auto Road 
to drive their vehicles up, but we stood 
out because of the sweaty clothes and 
backpacks. While we were at the top, the 
boys ate chicken and cheese sandwiches 
for lunch and then got ready to complete 
the remainder of the hike. 
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North Bunkerhill I – Bald Rock Mountain 
July 29th 

We set off to Camden Hills State Park on 
July �9 to do some hiking for our primer 
trip. Leaving after breakfast, we drove an 
hour up to Camden to our campsite and 
set up camp. 

We ate a quick lunch of cold cut 
sandwiches then headed off to the 
Maiden Cliffs trailhead to climb our 
first mountain. It was a relatively short 
hike, but we got a spectacular view of the 
surrounding area with mountains and 
lakes. We ate some Cheez-Its at the top 
and hung out for a bit to explore before 
heading back down the mountain and to 
our campsite. 

For the rest of the afternoon Ascher, 
Will, JD, and Jack tossed a Frisbee disc 
while the rest of the cabin played a game 
called sniper. For dinner we cooked up 
some delicious double down chicken 
sandwiches and had some chips and 
salsa around the fire. Before bed we 
reflected on our Kieve session so far 
while we roasted some marshmallows. 
July 30th

The next day we woke up and ate 
some pop tarts before going on our main 
hike of the trip to Bald Face Mountain. 
We packed up camp after breakfast and 
headed to the trailhead. This was a 
longer hike than yesterday, but provided 
us with an even better view of the Maine 
coastline. We could see all the islands off 
the coastline and all the lobster boats in 
the bay seemed like they were moving in 
slow motion. After eating sun butter and 
jelly sandwiches at the top of Bald Face, 
we headed back down the Mountain and 
sent it back to camp finishing a satisfying 
primer trip. Reed Dowdy, HBC

North Bunkerhill I – St. Croix River
August 4th

We got off to a super early start on 
the first day of our big trip to the St. 
Croix River. Waking up at 4:�0 a.m., we 
quickly grabbed our packed bags and 
headed up to Pasquaney for a breakfast 
of muffins and cereal. After breakfast, 
we loaded up the trailer with all our gear 
and drove � hours up to our canoe put-in 
spot on Lake Spednic. We ate some cold 
cut sandwiches and some snacks as we 

waved our driver goodbye and started 
our own adventure. 

We had a short paddle today to our 
campsite on an island in the middle of 
the lake. Luckily there was very little 
wind so we got to the campsite in no time. 
Once we got to the campsite, we set up 
camp and had the rest of the afternoon to 
chill out. Ascher, Will, and Tommy kept 
entertained by creating their own Frolf 
course on the island while the rest of the 
guys did some swimming in the lake. For 
dinner, we cooked up some delicious 
cheesesteaks and ate on the rocks by 
the water watching the sunset. The boys 
then collected some firewood, made a 
fire, and roasted some marshmallows to 
celebrate the start of our trip.
August 5th

We had a big day of paddling up ahead 
of us so we got an early start to the day. 
We ate a quick breakfast of bacon and 
pop tarts, loaded up the canoes and set 
off on our one full day of lake paddling. 
The weather was perfect; sunny and 
not too hot with very little wind. We 
paddled around 8 miles in � hours and 
got to our campsite around lunchtime. 
Daniel Evans and Jack Pyle crushed the 
paddling as they were consistently at the 
front of the canoe pack. 

For lunch we ate some Goldfish and 
some cold cut sandwiches before another 
afternoon filled with swimming and 
Frisbee golf. As the afternoon wound 
down, we took some naps before a filling 
dinner of double bacon cheeseburgers. 
We ate and watched another spectacular 
sunset before building a fire right on the 
beach. As the fire burning we took some 
time to reflect on the first two days that 
we had on the trip. We went to bed early 
tonight after eating some Milky Ways to 
get rest for our biggest day the next day. 
August 6th

Today was our biggest day distance 
and time wise for our entire trip. We were 
paddling about �4 miles on the lake and 
on the river. The boys were super excited 
to get on the river as it is the first time 
they would paddle down rapids during a 
Kieve trip. We got a very early start and 
ate a quick breakfast of oatmeal before 
we loaded up the canoes and sent it for 
the last of our lake paddling. 
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The weather started out beautiful and 
we reached the Vanceboro Dam around 
noon where we portaged our gear and 
ate sun butter and jelly sandwiches for 
lunch. The boys crushed the portage so 
we all got Mountain Dews before we 
started on the river portion of the day. 

We started on the river hitting a few 
rips and having a blast, but not long after 
we started, a thunderstorm rolled in. We 
hastily paddled to the side of the river, 
secured our canoes, and took two tents 
to set up before the storm hit us. The 
guys had a great attitude about it and we 
had some fun playing mafia and eating 
Oreos in the tents while we waited out 
the storm. Nelson Lamb and Griffin 
provided as great gods for mafia with 
their hilarious stories. 

Once the storm passed, we continued 
down the river until we hit Little Falls 
Rapid in the late afternoon. This rapid is 
a pretty large class � rapid and it is the 
first big rapid that these guys have seen 
at Kieve. We hopped out of our canoes 
and hiked along the portage trail to scout 
the rapid we were about to run. After 
we scouted the rip and decided to run 
the rapid on river left, we sent it down 
the rapid one by one. JD and Reed went 
down the rapid first hitting the line 
perfectly with JD paddling relentlessly 
while Reed steered the boat. Although 
there were a couple close calls, everyone 
crushed the rapid and none of the guys’ 
canoes flipped. To end the day we cooked 
up some yummy double down chicken 
sandwiches and roasted some s’mores by 
the fire as we reflected on the epic day 
that we had.
August 7th

We had a pretty chill day after a long 
tough day before. We woke up and had 
some pop tarts and bacon before we 
started down the river. It was all swift 
river paddling today with a couple good 
sized rips. Yet again the boys crushed it 
and did not flip once. Because we had 
beautiful weather and a swift current to 
take us down the river, we reached the 
campsite on Loon Bay by lunchtime. 
While the guys explored and swam 
around the campsite, the counselors 
cooked up some hearty chicken 
quesadillas for lunch. 

The rest of the afternoon consisted 
of studying maps, resting, reading, 
swimming, and fire building. Reed spent 
some time showing Gavin, Charlie, and 
Alex the entire trip on the maps that 
were provided. We enjoyed a nice chili 
and chips dinner while watching yet 
another unreal sunset. We sat around 
the fire and enjoyed some s’mores and 
played mafia as we prepared for our last 
big day of paddling. 
August 8th 

Today was our final big day of paddling 
that included another big class three 
rapid. We woke up and cooked up some 
delicious breakfast sandwiches as the 
guys packed up camp. We started down 
the river to reach Canoose Rips right at 
the beginning of the day. Canoose Rips 
is the second and last class three rapid 
of the trip. It is not as long as Little Falls, 
but is definitely more technical. We all 
pulled to the side of the river to scout 
the rapid. We decided on a line down 
the left side of the river and then sent it 
one by one down the rapid. For the most 
part, everyone hit the line perfectly, but 
Tommy and Nelson’s boat hilariously 
went down sideways and still didn’t 
flip. 

We continued down the river finding 
that the current slowed down river and 
we were paddling on flat water with 
headwinds for the last few miles. The 
guys had an awesome attitude about it 
though and paddled hard to our campsite 
at Egg Point where we ate some sun butter 
and jelly sandwiches before exploring 
the nearby area. We were advised not 
to swim at this campsite because there 
were apparently snapping turtles in 
the water. Phillip, Ascher, and Daniel 
Kaplan discovered the snapping turtles 
soon enough and they were enormous! 
The biggest one that we saw was around 
� feet long! Although we could not swim 
because of the turtles, observing the 
turtles provided as entertainment for the 
cabin for a majority of the afternoon. 

For dinner we had a Kieve classic 
‘Dank’ Mac and cheese meal with bacon 
and chicken in it. After dinner, we had 
s’mores and reflected on our whole 
trip as it was our last night out in the 
wilderness.
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August 9th
We got an early start to the day and 

had a breakfast of oatmeal because we 
had to move quickly to meet the bus that 
was going to take us back to Kieve. We 
got on the water at a good time to beat the 
headwinds and paddled two miles to our 
take-out location. 

The bus was already there so we loaded 
it up as fast as possible and sent it back 
to Kieve. To celebrate the completion 
of our trip we stopped at Chipotle for 
some spectacular burritos. These boys 
were incredible on trip as they prove 
to be amazing trippers with their effort, 
attitude, and perseverance on their first 
ever extended river trip at Kieve.

 Reed Dowdy, HBC 

North Bunkerhill II – 
Bald Rock Mountain 
July 25th 

For our primer the men of North 
Bunkerhill II went to Camden Hills to 
hike Bald Rock Mountain and Maiden 
Cliffs. We departed on the morning of 
July ��th following a delicious breakfast 
at camp. We packed up our bags and got 
in the car for our 4�-minute drive to the 
campsite. Upon arriving at Camden Hills 
we unloaded the vans and began setting 
up camp. As James and Marco taught 
Campbell how to set up a tent, the rest 
of the tent groups unpacked their gear. 
Following tents the counselors began 
cooking lunch as Tucker established a 
Frolf course around the campsite and the 
entire cabin joined in a game. Following 
Frolf we all sat down to a delicious lunch 
of grilled cheese and tomato soup before 
preparing for our hike of Maiden Cliffs. 

Once everyone was ready and lunch 
was cleaned up, we hopped into our 
vans and drove the �� minutes to the 
base of the hike. As we began the Maiden 
Cliffs hike, Joe and Finn kept spirits high 
with a rousing rendition of the song we 
wake up to every morning; everybody 
soon quieted as the trail got steeper 
and we were consumed with our own 
thoughts. The boys crushed the hike 
up in less than �0 minutes, the fastest I 
have ever seen it done, and we were soon 
greeted by a magnificent view of the lake 
at the top. We hung out at the top for 

around 4� minutes, eating a snack and 
enjoying the view. At one point Will got 
everyone involved in a rendition of the 
Star Spangled Banner upon seeing a bald 
eagle swoop by. 

Following our patriotic break we 
headed down the mountain, taking time 
to pose for photos on various rocks along 
the way. We then headed back to the 
campsite for a game of touch football 
where Chris and Stephen emerged as the 
MVPs as a result of their long touchdown 
runs to end the game. We then headed 
back to our campsite for a delicious 
dinner of Dank. After gorging ourselves 
on Dank and then cleaning the pots 
we settled down around the fire where 
Gunnar had us all in stitches thanks to 
his stories and jokes. At around 9:�0 it 
began to rain so we bombproofed our gear 
and all headed to bed in anticipation of 
our hike the next day.
July 26th

The next morning we awoke early to 
beautiful blue skies and a breakfast of 
sausage, egg and cheese sandwiches. We 
then packed up camp and got ready for 
our hike up Bald Rock Mountain. We 
arrived at the parking lot before the hike 
and were greeted by four beautiful dogs 
who swarmed the boys with kisses and 
bolstered their moods immensely. 

Following our play date with the dogs 
we began our hike along a long road 
as the boys sang and bantered, clearly 
happy with the weather and being out 
in nature on such a beautiful day. Peter 
was the comedian of the day as he had 
us all laughing by running up ahead and 
jumping out to scare Eliza causing her 
to spill her Nalgene in fear. She quickly 
forgave him and saw the comedy in 
her situation as the general feeling of 
happiness proved to be contagious and 
we were all smiling at our luck being out 
together on such a beautiful day. 

We soon reached the top and all 
lounged out in the sun as Will and Joe 
took it upon themselves to amuse us all 
by coming up with in-depth tales of what 
the people manning the ships below us 
were like and what they were doing that 
day. Eventually we headed down to the 
vans as the heat got to us and it was time 
to head back to camp. 
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It was a great trip and I couldn’t have 
asked to do it with a better group of young 
men, they were truly spectacular and we 
are all looking forward to our voyage on 
the St. Croix.  Sam Paine, HBC

North Bunkerhill II – St. Croix River
August 2nd

North Bunkerhill II’s trip down the St. 
Croix River began at 6 a.m. on the morning 
of August �nd. The boys loaded up the 
bus bright and early with excitement and 
fear in their faces as they faced their first 
true canoeing trip at Kieve. The boys 
quickly packed up the bus before we set 
off on our 4-hour ride to Castle Road and 
the St. Croix. 

Upon arriving at Spednic Lake (our 
put-in site for the trip) we unloaded 
the canoes and gear, enjoyed a lunch 
of cold cuts, and prepared to begin our 
paddle to Birch Island. The boys were 
incredibly excited and enthusiastic as we 
commenced paddling for the first time of 
the trip. The boys were not only excited 
by the beginning of the trip but also by 
the fact that Canada was directly to our 
left as we paddled. I believe that Joe, my 
bowman for the trip, best summed up the 
amazement of the cabin when he said 
“wait, so every time that I paddle my arm 
could be in Canada and my body could 
be in the U.S.?” 

After about an hour’s paddle we 
arrived at our campsite on Birch Island 
where we set up camp and enjoyed the 
afternoon of swimming and relaxation 
while Finn entertained us all with 
rousing renditions of God Save the 
Queen in response to the boys singing the 
National Anthem. Following our down 
time we had a delicious meal of double 
downs before calling it a night and going 
to bed early after our 4:�0 a.m. wake up 
that morning. 
August 3rd

We woke up around 7:�0 a.m. on the 
second day of the trip to bright blue 
skies and tangible excitement as the boys 
were prepared for their first true day on 
a canoe trip. We began the morning with 
a delicious breakfast of sausage, bacon, 
egg, and cheese sandwiches which 
Will and Peter helped to prepare. After 
breakfast we packed up our campsite, 

loaded up the canoes, and set off for our 
8-mile paddle to that evening’s campsite 
at The Narrows. 

We paddled down the lake with a mild 
headwind that did little to dampen spirits 
as the boys were happy and excited by 
the weather and paddle. 

Around � p.m. and 6 miles into our 
paddle, we stopped for a quick lunch of 
rocket fuel, peanut butter and jellys with 
Snickers bars, to restore the boys energy 
for the rest of the paddle. Following 
lunch we crushed the remaining three 
miles in around two hours, arriving at 
our campsite around �. 

Upon arriving at camp we set up 
tents and Tucker led the boys in a game 
of frisbee golf while Gunnar set up his 
rod and spent the afternoon fishing on 
a rock by camp. Everyone became tired 
around six o’clock so we settled down to 
a dinner of double bacon cheeseburgers 
over the fire before going to bed early in 
anticipation of our big day approaching.
August 4th

We woke up around 4:�0 a.m. on the 
morning of our �rd day in preparation 
for our ��-mile paddle and our carry 
around the Vanceboro dam to get on the 
river. We enjoyed a breakfast of pop tarts 
in the canoes as we watched the sun rise 
over the lake while we paddled out of 
our campsite. The boys crushed the 4-
mile paddle to the dam, arriving there at 
around 7:�0, giving us plenty of time for 
our portage and paddle on the river. 

We began the portage with each 
counselor soloing and the boys going 
three to a canoe as we got the boats over in 
just two trips with Will, James, and Finn 
going above and beyond by taking two 
boats. After a few more trips for group 
gear, we hung out at the dam enjoying 
sodas from the store before beginning 
our time on the St. Croix River. 

As we pushed off onto the river we 
immediately hit a small set of rips to the 
great pleasure of the boys as they enjoyed 
their first true rapids. We continued 
down the river without incidents before 
arriving at our campsite around noon. 
Our campsite that day was situated right 
on the largest rapid of the trip, Little 
Falls. 

We unloaded our gear and ran the 
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rapid dry before the counselors began to 
prepare grilled cheese and tomato soup 
for lunch while the boys portaged their 
canoes back up and ran Little Falls again. 
Following lunch Marco, Stephen, and 
Gunnar portaged up and ran it a third 
time while the rest of the cabin played 
in the current and swam around in the 
eddy below the rapid. After a few hours 
of chilling we prepared chicken curry 
for dinner and hung out around the fire 
before going to sleep early after our long 
day of paddling. 
August 5th

The day began with M&M pancakes in 
celebration of James’s birthday before we 
packed up the campsite for our paddle 
to Loon Bay. We crushed the paddle in 
just under four hours and enjoyed the 
picturesque day, we were lucky enough 
to see four or five bald eagles swooping 
over us as we paddled and the boys 
greeted each one with raucous chants of 
U-S-A. 

Our campsite that evening was Loon 
Bay, a beautiful spot on a calmer section 
of the river where we enjoyed the perfect 
weather by reading and hanging out in our 
hammocks. Griffin, Campbell, and Chris 
entertained us all with a loud argument 
about which Harry Potter book was best 
and whether or not there were hidden 
symbols throughout foreshadowing the 
culmination of the series. Following these 
heated discussions we were all ready for 
our dinner of Philly cheesesteaks which 
Lesko and Peter complemented with 
maple glazed bacon that they had learned 
how to make on their Mt. Washington 
trip the previous year. 

After dinner we celebrated James’s 
birthday with a dessert of scrambled 
brownies before hanging around the fire 
for an hour or so. After our time around 
the fire we called it a night and headed 
back to our tents full from our delicious 
meal and excited for the upcoming day. 
August 6th

On our fifth and final day of paddling 
we woke up to a delicious breakfast 
of bacon, egg and cheese sandwiches 
that we enjoyed before heading out 
for our final day of river paddling. As 
we pushed out the sky cleared and we 
enjoyed the most beautiful weather of the 

trip as Campbell and Will immediately 
convinced everyone to go shirtless after 
applying generous amounts of sunscreen, 
of course. 

We took our time paddling and enjoying 
the sun as Tucker initiated a splashing 
war in the front of Nick’s boat and almost 
immediately we were all splashing each 
other as we floated down the river on a 
picturesque day. 

After a few hours we finally arrived 
at our campsite on Egg Point. It was 
a beautiful campsite right on the tip 
of an island in the middle of the river. 
The campsite seemed to have a perfect 
swimming hole right in front of the 
campsite but we soon found out that there 
were two large snapping turtles living in 
the swimming hole. The boys were soon 
watching the turtles intently as Gunnar 
fished next to them and attempted to 
feed his fish to the turtles. 

After playing with the turtles we 
enjoyed a delicious lunch of PB&J 
sandwiches before the sky suddenly 
clouded over and we were hit by a 
massive thunderstorm that kept us in our 
tents for the next few hours. Finally the 
storm cleared and we enjoyed a dinner 
of personal pizzas with pepperoni and 
bacon, the perfect way to end the trip. 
That night we once again hung out around 
the campfire trading stories and laughing 
about the snapping turtles before finally 
going to bed. 
August 7th

Our final day was a short one hour 
paddle to the take-out spot where we 
loaded up the canoes and hopped in the 
van for our drive home. On the way we 
stopped for lunch at Happy China Buffet 
where the boys enjoyed copious amounts 
of food before hopping back in the van 
to go home. We arrived back at Kieve 
around 4 p.m., tan and happy after our 
incredible trip on the St. Croix. 

 Sam Paine, HBC

North Cunningham - 
Bald Rock Mountain

North Cunningham’s wilderness 
tripping regimen begins with a two-day 
trip “primer” to Camden Hills State Park. 
The purpose of the “primer” trip is to 
prepare the boys in camp skills for the 
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longer excursion, a six-day trip on the St. 
Croix River. On the docket for this trip 
were two hikes: Maiden Cliffs on day one 
and Bald Rock Mountain on day two. 
The details are provided below.
July 24th

Day One began as most do—with 
breakfast served in Pasquaney. After 
breakfast and during the time typically 
reserved for morning duties the boys 
packed and sealed their boundary bags, 
loaded the van with group gear (tents, 
coolers, etc.), and filed into their seats 
in the fifteen-passenger van for the hour-
long drive to Camden, Maine. 

Once in Camden we made camp. 
The tent groups were: Nick Bazarko, 
Philip Camuto, Aiden Connor, and 
Milo Feldberg; Charlie Grunow, Ryan 
Hardiman, and Thomas Kisilywicz; Gabe 
Maiolo, Austin Peck, and Harris Proctor; 
Theo Walsh, Harry Wood Prince, and 
Beckham Ytterdahl. Though much 
of the cabin is new to Kieve, the more 
experienced campers were very helpful 
in guiding them through the steps of 
making camp and we experienced few 
hiccups in this department. 

After a lunch of peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches at the campsite, we filled our 
water bottles and set off for the Maiden 
Cliff trailhead. The Maiden Cliff trail is 
about a mile long and culminates in a 
tremendous view of Megunticook Lake. 
We took our time on this pretty little hike 
and on the cliffs as well. From the cliff, 
we could see a little beach on the lake, 
which we added to our plans on the fly. 
After the short hike down, we cooled off 
and splashed each other in the water of 
Megunticook Lake at Barrett’s Cove. 

Once dry, we headed for the shoreline 
trail, where we enjoyed chicken, bacon, 
ranch sandwiches on the rocky cliffs 
and the boys played in the tidal area. 
Aiden, Nick, Thomas, Beckham, and 
Charlie seemed to particularly enjoy 
the shoreline, while Gabe, Philip, Milo, 
and Theo seemed more so to enjoy the 
excess bacon. Back at the campsite, we 
roasted marshmallows and played some 
campfire games and went to sleep. 
July 25th

Day Two began a bit slowly as we were 
a little bit weary from the previous day’s 

sun. Fitting for a slow day, we had a 
slow breakfast of bacon, egg and cheese 
sandwiches cooked on the Coleman 
stove as we packed up our tents and our 
daypacks. On the docket for today would 
be Bald Rock Mountain, a slightly longer 
and more challenging hike. A three-mile 
loop trail that culminates in gorgeous 
views of the harbor area, the boys eagerly 
summitted it within an hour or so—with 
Harry, Ryan, and Austin leading us to the 
top. At the top, we enjoyed “rocket fuel” 
for lunch, a Kieve concoction consisting 
of Snickers squeezed inside of a peanut 
butter and jelly sandwich, as well as 
some time in the sun. 

There were no hiccups on the hike 
down, with Harris leading us in the 
descent. At the hike’s conclusion, we 
loaded up the vans once more in order 
to return to camp, but not before we 
stopped at Round Top for ice cream. 

 Nolan Doyle, HBC

North Cunningham – St. Croix River 
North Cunningham’s primary trip takes 

place on the St. Croix River. The trip is 
six days and five nights and takes place 
at the beginning of the session. Of those 
six days, two serve primarily as travel 
days so it is during the middle four that 
the majority of the action occurs. 
July 28th

Day One began earlier than most do at 
Kieve, with a five-thirty in the morning 
wake-up call. First things first, we 
groggily loaded the trailer full of paddles, 
lifejackets, canoes, and personal and 
group gear. Because we had to be on the 
road so very early, we had cold Pop-tarts 
for breakfast. 

About a six-hour drive, we broke it 
up with a quick stop at Walmart for 
supplies. Around noon, we arrived at the 
put-in on Spednic Lake where we had 
lunch, “Rocket Fuel” (a camp-inspired 
concoction that combines peanut butter, 
jelly, and a Snickers bar into a tortilla 
wrap). After seeing to it that all of our 
gear was loaded into the canoes and that 
we were on the water, our driver Reid 
Anderson left us and we were alone in 
the woods. 

Just behind us was another camp 
group called Camp Winnebago and we 
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kindly let them pass while we ate lunch 
on the water. Just to cover all the bases, 
we applied sunscreen and filled our 
water bottles as we prepared for our 
departure. Shortly thereafter we were hit 
with severe thunderstorms—this made 
the sunscreen bit seem somewhat ironic 
and also made us pull off the water at the 
nearest campsite (not our own). As we 
waited out the storm, the boys ate snacks 
and made forts in the woods. 

Thirty minutes after the last lightning 
bolt of the day, we were blessed with 
clear skies and so we loaded up the boats 
and headed for Birch Island, our first 
campsite. We made camp (set-up the 
tents, the tarp, the water filters, and the 
kitchen) and prepared for dinner. While 
the counselors cooked, the boys explored 
the island and spent some free time in 
the woods and gathered firewood, most 
of which was unfortunately too damp 
for burning. For dinner this evening 
were Philly cheesesteaks cooked on the 
Coleman stove. After dinner, we bomb-
proofed (water-proofed) our bags and 
head back into the tents much earlier 
than usual as the weather threatened a 
torrential downpour that evening and we 
were all tired from the very long drive.
July 29th

On Day Two we woke up at about the 
usual time. The menu called for bacon, 
egg, and cheese sandwiches for breakfast. 
After a long breakfast, we hopped in our 
canoes to begin the day’s paddle. Though 
the canoe groups switched frequently 
throughout the trip on this day the 
counselor’s bowmen (paddle in the bow, 
front, of the boat) were Austin Peck (for 
myself), Thomas Kisilywicz (for Sidney 
Wright) and Philip Camuto (for Trevor 
Dorman). Other memorable boat pairs 
were Harris Proctor and Aiden Connor, 
the so-called “pirates of the Croix,” and 
Theo Walsh and Charlie Grunow, a boat 
that we’d soon find a bit too stacked with 
paddlers. 

By about ten thirty that morning we 
were on Spednic Lake—headed for 
our next campsite, The Narrows. The 
storm had passed and there was not a 
cloud in the sky on this day. The lake 
paddling proved somewhat monotonous 
and tiresome, but spirits remained high 

nonetheless. We broke up the day’s work 
with snacks and “rocket fuel” and saw 
beautiful and interesting things on the 
shores we paddled past. 

At the Narrows, we made camp 
and prepared for dinner (chicken and 
bacon pesto pasta. While the counselors 
prepared dinner, the boys played in the 
lake. A memorable moment from today 
was the search party that passed through 
looking for a small white dog. We said 
we’d keep our eye out for it and the party 
returned shortly thereafter to tell us 
they’d found it. Kieve save. We cooked, 
ate, and cleaned dinner on the beach; we 
roasted marshmallows around a small 
beach campfire until the bugs came out. 
July 30th

On Day Three our trip notes called for 
our longest day of paddling. So, we woke 
up at six in the morning. Because we had 
to get on the water quickly, we had pop-
tarts and nutri-grain bars for breakfast. 
The morning’s paddle was some more of 
the same, but we knew the river was on 
the horizon so we made haste. We broke 
for water and snacks sporadically and 
arrived at the Vanceboro Dam by eleven 
in the morning. At the dam, we picked 
up and portaged (carried) our gear from 
the lake around the dam and into the 
river. The portage was a few hundred 
yards and took the boys about thirty 
minutes. In the meantime the counselors 
went into the nearby town to purchase 
provisions (Gatorade) that we enjoyed 
alongside another “rocket fuel” lunch at 
the conclusion of our carry. 

We hopped in the boats, strapped 
on our helmets (for the oncoming 
whitewater), and headed down the river. 
Today’s canoe pairs (listed stern, back of 
the boat, & bow) included Nick Bazarko 
and Milo Feldberg, Harry Wood Prince 
and Beckham Ytterdahl. Also, Gabe 
Maiolo and Austin Peck paired up for the 
day and Ryan Hardiman switched into 
the bow of Trevor Dorman’s boat. 

In the second half of the day, we 
paddled the St. Croix River to our 
campsite, Little Falls. Though it seemed 
long at a glance, the paddle went by 
quickly, with the wind at our backs and 
the fast-moving water. We hit a few sets 
of rips on this day as well as the highly 
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opportunity to have lunch in Canada, for 
some reason. 

We continued on to Egg Point. Towards 
the end of the day, the river spread out 
and seemed to slow down to a screeching 
halt. Since it was moving so slowly and 
we found ourselves in the tiresome and 
monotonous habit of lake paddling once 
again, we tossed jokes and riddles from 
boat to boat, entertaining each other 
the whole day long. At Egg Point, the 
riverside campsite, we made camp and 
prepared dinner. While the counselors 
prepared dinner, the boys played with 
Egg Point’s two most famous residents 
(the snapping turtles). By “played with,” 
I mean “gawked at,” there are not many 
ways to play with a snapper. Dinner was 
“Dank,” a camp-inspired bacon mac 
and cheese dish, which we ate to the 
point of excess, and for dessert we had 
marshmallows around the fire. 
August 2nd

On Day Six we woke up at the usual 
time for the trip’s last day. The trip notes 
called for a short final day of paddling, so 
we had a slow breakfast of oatmeal as we 
packed ourselves up one final time. After 
a couple of hours at the campsite, we set 
off for the pick-up, which was to be at 
the dam’s man-made channel at one in 
the afternoon. Though head-winds set us 
back slightly, we made our pick-up right 
on time and had peanut butter and jellies 
as we loaded the canoes on the trailer and 
ourselves into the bus. To the excitement 
of our weary cabin and crew, we broke 
up the long drive home with a stop at 
McDonald’s for dinner. That evening, 
we unloaded and cleaned everything 
(ourselves included). The boys held their 
heads high as they relayed stories from 
the woods to their brothers and friends.  

 Nolan Doyle, HBC

South Harris – Damariscotta Lake
July 22nd

The men of South Harris left for their 
primer after breakfast for Damariscotta 
Lake’s Cool Island. After the group and 
personal gear was brought down to the 
waterfront, the campers then portaged 
their canoes from the nearby Lychee 
Field down to the waterfront. After a ten-
minute paddle, we reached Cool Island 

technical Little Falls (class III) rapid. 
These were nonesuch a challenge for our 
boys. In fact, they played in the surf at 
Little Falls until we called them in for 
dinner. The menu called for chicken and 
bacon quesadillas on this night, which 
we wolfed down before a later-than-
usual campfire, thanks to the friendly 
man who dropped firewood off for us, 
and marshmallows session. 
July 31st

On Day Four we were all tired and 
sore from the previous day’s paddle, so 
we slept in a little bit. The trip notes had 
us on the river all day, so despite that 
the paddle looked like a long one on the 
map, we were in no hurry. The menu 
called for pop-tarts once more—we set 
off for our final destination on the river, 
Loon Bay. Our fourth day was most likely 
our most eventful. The first dump of the 
day occurred shortly after we began. The 
boys recovered very quickly, so we did 
not have to linger at this point for too 
long. 

The second dump (or swamp or flip) 
occurred on another set of rips shortly 
thereafter and included yours truly. 
Luckily for me, the boys down river 
recovered all of the materials that spilled 
out of my boat and we trudged on, wet as 
we were. The rest of the day was relatively 
uneventful but undoubtedly pleasant. We 
paddled through campsite after campsite 
and passed many vacationing Canadians 
who were all friendly, ultimately arriving 
at Loon Bay, a beautiful and large 
campsite that we shared with a couple 
on vacation. For dinner, double-down 
sandwiches composed of chicken, bacon, 
and ranch and marshmallows around the 
fire for dessert. 
August 1st

On Day Five we woke up at the usual 
time for our last day on the river (at least 
the last day where the river had the 
features of a river). Pop-tarts for breakfast 
once again. Another beautiful day. We 
were well-practiced and moved through 
the river ably on this day. We faced 
another rapid, Canoose Ledges (Class III), 
which we handled with ease. We stopped 
at a campsite on the border (the left side 
of the river is Canada) and had “rocket 
fuel.” The boys really appreciated the 
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and set up camp and unpacked. After a 
lunch of peanut butter and jelly, South 
Harris had a rest hour to relax and take 
a nap. 

From there on the men had a chance 
to play, fish, and just relax. During 
this time the men of South Harris also 
learned valuable skills such as building 
a shelter and making a fire. Afterward we 
had a dinner of Philly cheesesteaks and 
a special dessert of s’mores before going 
to bed.
July 23rd

The following day the Men of South 
Harris had a slow morning, with an 
easy wake-up at 8 a.m. and breakfast 
sandwiches. Afterward we broke down 
camp and started paddling, though not 
before a quick snack of freshly caught 
mussels. After an hour paddling we 
reached our destination, Blueberry Island. 
On this small island, the campers enjoyed 
two hours of relaxing, eating blueberries, 
and rope swinging. Afterward, we began 
our paddle back and returned to camp, 
feeling more confident for the bigger trip 
ahead.  Tom Heffernan, HBC 

South Harris – 
Mountains of Moosehead Lake Region
July 26th 

The boys of South Harris left camp at 
around �0 a.m. for their six-day, five-
night trip to Moosehead Lake. The drive 
from camp was about three hours long 
but relatively uneventful as we drove to 
Greenville. Along the way, we had a few 
stops for snacks and bathroom breaks. 
Once we finally reached Greenville, we 
had peanut butter and jelly sandwiches 
for lunch before finally heading to our 
campsite, Casey’s Spencer Bay Camps. 

Once we had set up camp and situated 
tents, we spent the rest of the day 
swimming at the nearby Pebble Beach. 
Afterward, we returned to camp and made 
dinner which was Philly cheesesteaks 
and we later got s’mores for the night. 
Promptly after this the boys of South 
Harris went to bed, in preparation for the 
five days to come to the Mountains of 
Moosehead Lake, specifically tomorrow’s 
hike of Big Moose Mountain. 
July 27th

On our second day, we had an easy 

wake up at 8:�0 a.m. which was coupled 
with bacon, egg, and cheese sandwiches. 
Once we had cleaned up from breakfast, 
the boys quickly got their bags together 
with what they would need before 
loading up into the van. After we did a 
quick count off, we began our drive to 
our day’s target, Big Moose Mountain. 

Along the way, on the drive, we got a 
cool experience in spotting a wild young 
moose grazing nearby. With experience 
to hype us up, of all our hikes, Big 
Moose has been defined as one of the 
two must hikes that the trip offers, for 
its challenging climb and magnificent 
sights. On our way up every member of 
South Harris was challenged in one way 
or another, but one by one, everyone 
climbed, finally taking a quick break at 
the scenic overview. However, with only 
0.� miles left, the boys of South Harris 
pushed on, quickly summitting the 
mountain a short while later. 

Our efforts were rewarded with a 
breathtaking view of all of Moosehead 
Lake below us. With such a view, we 
decided to have lunch atop the mountain, 
rocket fuel (peanut butter and jelly 
sandwiches and a Snickers bar. After 
we had finished eating, we began the 
descent back to the parking lot, quickly 
overturning our two-hour ascent with a 
forty-five-minute descent. Once down 
we drove back to our campsite where the 
boys enjoyed swimming in the lake until 
dinner, which was bacon cheeseburgers. 
Afterward, the boys of South Harris, 
tired from the day’s adventure, drifted to 
sleep, excited for the next day. 
July 28th

On our third day we had a similar 
easy wake-up time, with a nice warm 
breakfast of eggs, bacon, and toast. After 
cleaning up, we loaded up everyone into 
the van and headed out for the day’s 
hike. Today, we wanted to do an easier 
hike to help the boys get ready for Eagle 
Rock, while still putting in a few good 
miles. With that goal in mind, we drove 
through seven miles of logging road until 
we finally reached Notch Ponds Trail. 

Once we had all unloaded from the 
van, we began our hike on the trail. In 
contrast to yesterday, the trail was longer 
at � miles; it had little to no incline, which 
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the boys made quick work of making it 
to an overlook of Big Notch Pond within 
the hour. Feeling good about the time, 
we settled in for lunch which was cold 
cuts and Ritz Cheese Bits. 

However, our good weather didn’t last 
for long; rain quickly rolled in forcing us 
to return to the van. By the time we arrived 
back at the van, the sky had cleared, and 
the sun was shining again. Since it was 
still early in the day, we decided to do 
another nearly three-mile hike, which 
was a loop trail that encompassed Big 
and Little Moose Pond. 

The hike was long and tough, with 
plenty of uphill and downhill parts, but 
in the end, the boys managed to complete 
the hike and return to the van. On our 
way back to camp we refilled the van 
with gas and got some snacks and soda 
for the kids for completing a considerable 
amount of hiking, which ended up to be 
around 6 miles. Afterward, we returned 
to camp tired, but triumphant as we went 
to bed, resting for the next adventure. 
July 29th

We woke up on our fourth day at the 
regular time, with a more traditional 
breakfast of oatmeal. Once we had 
cleaned up our plates, we gathered our 
things and headed out for the day’s 
challenge. Today we would be hiking 
around Gulf Hagas, a river that had 
developed in various stunning and 
beautiful waterfall areas. The drive was 
long, taking almost an hour to get there, 
from driving through gravel roads and 
getting through the entry gate. However, 
we eventually made it to the trailhead to 
Gulf Hagas. 

Once we unloaded from the van, we 
began our hike, walking for about a mile 
before starting on the Rim Trail, the most 
difficult trail with great views of the 
surrounding falls. On the way through 
the trail, we had an opportunity to swim 
around the most gentle parts of the Gulf 
and walk around the rocky structures 
carved by years of erosion. As we 
continued down the trail, we eventually 
made it to Buttermilk Falls, where we 
had a quick break before cutting through 
to the Pleasant River trail which we took 
all the way to the Gulf Hagas trailhead. 

When we returned to the van, we 

were feeling good about the day’s 
accomplishment as we drove back to 
the campsite. When we arrived back, 
we had a quick lunch of grilled cheese 
and tomato soup before putting the cabin 
for a quiet rest until dinner. When they 
awoke, we served dinner which was a 
delicious camp tradition, Dank, which 
is pasta, cheese, and other leftover food 
cooked together. Feeling full, the boys 
of South Harris eventually went to bed, 
excited for tomorrow’s hike, Eagle Rock.
July 30th

We woke up early the day of Eagle 
Rock, already eating breakfast at 8:��, 
so it was around 9:�0 by the time we 
drove out of camp. Today we were doing 
Eagle Rock, a �.4-mile hike to the top of 
a bald rock face with a great view of the 
surrounding area. Once we arrived and 
parked the car, we began our hike. 

The trail started out pretty even but 
quickly became an uphill battle for the 
campers. However, within the hour the 
boys of South Harris summitted Eagle 
Rock and were greatly rewarded for 
their efforts. Atop the rock face, we had 
a full panoramic view of Moosehead 
Lake including some of the hikes we had 
done, such as Big Moose Mountain and 
Gulf Hagas. The view was great we could 
even see the gargantuan shadow of Mt. 
Katahdin northeast of us, a testament to 
how incredible the view was. There we 
spent the next hour and a half enjoying 
the view with a lunch of pep and cheese 
before we began our descent. 

The descent didn’t take us long as it 
was half an hour later when we loaded 
into the van and headed back to camp. 
When we arrived back at Casey’s, it was 
still pretty early, so we took everyone 
to Pebble Beach for one last swim. 
Afterward, the campers had a rest hour 
to sleep and read until dinner, which 
was beef stew. 
July 31st

Today was South Harris’s last day on 
their Mountains of Moosehead Lake 
trip but was just as fun as the rest. We 
woke up at the regular time and quickly 
broke down our camp, tents were taken 
down, bags packed, and checked for 
trash around the campsites. Once we had 
cleaned up everything, we had a quick 
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breakfast of cereal bars before loading up 
into the van and driving out of Casey’s 
Spencer for the last time. 

On our way out we made one last stop 
to Elephant Mountain, the site where a 
B-�� Stratofortress-C crashed in �96� on 
a mission to avoid Soviet radars. It was a 
change of pace to explore the wreckage of 
the destroyed bomber, while also being a 
humbling one. 

Afterward, we loaded back into the 
van and began our drive back to camp. 
The ride back was just as long as the first, 
though it was improved on due to a lunch 
stop at Five Guys in Bangor. And with that 
we arrived back at camp a few hours later, 
tired, worn out, but triumphant in our 
recent accomplishment. The Mountains 
of Moosehead Lake will always be an 
important and memorable experience to 
the now men of South Harris.

 Tom Heffernan, HBC

North Harris – Tumbledown Mountain
July 21st

Our second full day in camp and the 
boys of North Harris were already off 
on our primer. We left Kieve at around 
�0 a.m. and enjoyed a leisurely drive to 
Mt. Blue State Park, stopping at Walmart 
along the way for some supplies. After 
checking in to the park, we drove to our 
beautiful campsite at the Mt. Blue shelter. 
We quickly set up camp then jumped 
back into the van and drove to the beach 
on Webb Lake to enjoy a nice evening 
swim. After our swim we drove back to 
our campsite to make some dinner and 
have a campfire. We all went to bed eager 
for our hike on Tumbledown Mtn. the 
next day.
July 22nd

We awoke this morning and packed 
our day-packs for the day’s hike, grabbed 
a quick breakfast of pop tarts and piled 
into the van. On the way over to the 
trailhead we listened to some Taylor 
Swift to get everyone excited for our �.4-
mile hike to the top of Tumbledown Mtn. 
About ¾ of the way up the mountain 
we came upon a pond nestled between 
multiple peaks. It was an incredible sight 
to see after hiking almost � miles up a 
mountain and finding a beautiful pond 
next to the trail. 

After a nice break to refill some water 
and to take in the view, we finished the 
remaining distance to the summit where 
we stopped and had lunch before heading 
back down. When we got back to the 
campsite we changed into our bathing 
suits and went back to the beach for a 
much needed and well deserved swim. 
After dinner we had another campfire 
to end our second and last night on our 
primer.
July 23rd

Today was rather uneventful as we 
were returning to camp and not much 
else was happening. We took our time 
making breakfast, then packed up all 
our tents and gear, loaded the vans, and 
began our trip back to camp. On our way 
back while driving through Augusta, we 
passed another Kieve van on their way to 
their trip and waved in passing. We also 
stopped for lunch at McDonald’s before 
finishing the remainder of our drive and 
returning to Kieve. Chris Sanchez, HBC

North Harris – Moose River
July 26th

We awoke this morning in camp, 
excited to be underway for our trip. We 
said our goodbyes at breakfast and piled 
into the orange bus and we were off. We 
stopped at Walmart along our way for 
some last minute supplies and had a 
lunch of cold cuts in the parking lot. 

A couple of hours later we arrived 
at Attean Landing, unpacked the bus 
and canoe trailer, then began our 7-day 
adventure in the Maine wilderness. Our 
planned campsite for the evening was 
full when we arrived, as were the next 
few, so we ended up paddling to the other 
side of the pond to set up camp. After a 
delicious dinner of Philly cheesesteaks, 
we headed to bed to get some rest before 
our big portage tomorrow.
July 27th

The boys of North Harris awoke this 
morning, nervous but determined for 
today’s portage. At �.� miles one way it 
is one of Kieve’s longer portages. As soon 
as the boats reached the beach at the 
start of the trail, we emptied them and 
set off on what was sure to be our biggest 
physical challenge of the trip. When we 
had portaged about half of our gear, we 
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stopped for a lunch of rocket fuel and 
continued on our way. 

Several hours after we had started, all 
our gear was safely at our campsite at the 
end of the trail. Before dinner we all got 
into Holeb Pond for a much needed tub, 
washing off all the dirt and sweat. A well 
earned dinner of double downs filled our 
stomachs before we settled in for some 
much needed rest.
July 28th

It was a slow start to our day as we 
were all fairly sore from the portage 
yesterday. We took our time making 
some sausage, egg, and cheese breakfast 
sandwiches before getting on the water. 
Towards the end of the pond we stopped 
for a snack break near some train tracks 
and got to see a freight train go by. The 
conductor was kind enough to give us a 
few whistles from the train as he passed. 

Shortly after this we found the fairly 
well hidden entrance to Holeb Stream 
and had our first taste of moving water 
for the trip, although it was slow. Not 
long after getting on the stream, we 
arrived at our campsite where the stream 
met the Moose River. There was a short 
rain shower right as we finished setting 
up camp that broke the humidity and 
made it a nice night. When it had passed 
we cooked up some C.B.R.s then relaxed 
until bed.
July 29th

Today was our first taste of the Moose 
River. Less than an hour into our paddle 
we encountered Camel Rips, the first 
rapid of the trip. We stopped to scout 
the rapid and talk a bit about river 
hydrology. Everyone made it down the 
drop smoothly and we took some sweet 
pictures as well. 

The majority of our day was spent 
enjoying our paddle on the river, we even 
did a PB&J lunch on the water. About 
�:4� p.m. we got to the portage trail 
around Holeb Falls. The boys crushed 
the portage in under an hour. Seeing 
how nice the site was, and knowing our 
next site wasn’t so nice, we set up camp 
at the end of the portage trail around 4 
p.m. We spent the evening swimming 
in the river and enjoying a wonderful 
dinner of chicken alfredo pasta, courtesy 
of Michael and Blake. After dinner the 

boys played camouflage until it was time 
for bed. 
July 30th 

We woke up earlier than usual this 
morning knowing that it would be our 
longest day of paddling of the trip. 
Shortly into our paddle we encountered 
the first of � rapids we would paddle 
today. Everyone ran it very smoothly 
after a quick scout and we carried on our 
way. The water was calm for the next few 
miles, but we did see a heron and a mink 
along the way. 

Around lunch we stopped at the top of 
Spencer Rips to eat some rocket fuel and 
scout the rapids. Another round of clean 
hits and we were off towards Attean 
Falls, which was just before Attean 
Pond, the starting and ending point of 
our trip. Attean Falls consisted of � sets 
of rapids and was the biggest section we 
encountered on the Moose River. A few 
boats got hung up on the first set but 
got out without too much trouble. At 
the bottom of the second set we found 
ourselves face to face with a mother and 
a baby moose. We stuck around long 
enough to take a few pictures then we 
finished our paddle for the day. After we 
set up camp we prepared a great dinner of 
Dank. Before heading to bed we enjoyed 
a beautiful sunset to wrap up our time 
on the river.
July 31st

We enjoyed a bit of a sleep-in this 
morning since our ride wasn’t supposed 
to be at the landing until � p.m. The boys 
had a blast making pancakes and breakfast 
sandwiches all morning, followed by 
some goofing around in the lake. At � 
p.m. we had the site all cleaned up and 
made the short paddle to Attean Landing 
where we waited for our van that would 
bring us to the Adventure Bound lodge, 
where we would stay before rafting the 
next day. We got to see the boys of North 
Harrington briefly before we traded our 
canoes for their van. 

When we got to the lodge, we set 
up camp and decided to go enjoy the 
swimming pool and hot tub they had on 
site which was a real treat after being in 
the woods for 6 days. After swimming 
we made use of their home theater and 
settled in to watch Sherlock Holmes as 
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North Harrington – 
Tumbledown Mountain
July 24th

Our North Harrington trip to 
Tumbledown Mountain was an 
exceptional two-day primer. We left 
camp soon after breakfast on a beautiful 
July day. As we arrived at Mount Blue 
State Park, we drove around Webb Lake. 
This last segment of the drive provided 
incredible views of the lake and the 
mountains we would be hiking. 

After checking in at the state park we 
drove back to our designated campsite, 
a secluded site at the trailhead of Mt. 
Blue. It was a sweltering day so we set 
up our tents and took a little rest before 
having dinner. While we were all resting, 
Matthew noticed a dog that had wandered 
into our campsite. When the owner came 
looking, Matthew kindly directed him 
to where the dog had gone, back to the 
trailhead parking lot. Gill built a solid 
fire that enabled us to cook our bacon 
burgers over an open fire. Gavin saw the 
burgers and thought I was making veggie 
burgers for the cabin. The guys were 
a little alarmed to hear they would be 
sharing a vegetarian meal, but got excited 
to try something new. After dinner Rob 
broke out a card game and got the entire 
cabin included around the campfire. 
July 25th

The second day was welcomed with 
blue skies and a breakfast of sausage, egg, 
and cheese sandwiches. While breakfast 
was being cooked, Fiff and Patch found 
four snakes lounging around the leaves 
by their backpacks. We then packed our 
daypacks and loaded into the van to drive 
to the Tumbledown Mountain trailhead. 
As we were stretching out and preparing 
for the hike in the parking lot, Mark ran 
ahead to locate the Brook Trail we would 
be taking. 

The hike followed a little brook up 
the steep side of the mountain. The 
trail included a few sections of steep 
boulders where Gavin and Owen nimbly 
raced up. The Brook Trail ended at the 
Tumbledown Pond, where we ate lunch 
and played around for an hour before 
climbing to the summit. At the pond 
Sam, Caleb, and Gill tried out some fly-
fishing with our junior counselor Greg. 

a cabin, which the boys really enjoyed. 
When the movie was over, we surprised 
the boys with a pizza dinner and another 
movie. We headed back to our tents very 
satisfied and excited to raft the next day. 
Before going to bed we sat at the picnic 
tables and watched the stars for a bit, 
thinking about the trip. We decided that 
the handful of shooting stars that we saw 
could only mean good things for rafting 
the Kennebec tomorrow.
August 1st

We woke up at 6:�0 this morning and 
broke down camp super quick. We were 
in the lodge by 7:�0 to get our rafting gear 
and hear a safety talk about the river, split 
into � rafting groups, then got onto a bus 
that would take us to the Kennebec River 
for a thrilling day of whitewater rafting. 

When we arrived at our destination, we 
got to meet our river guides for the day 
and carried our rafts down to the bottom 
of the dam where our adventures for the 
day would start. The first 4 miles of our 
rafting experience were nearly non-stop 
rapids and were incredibly exciting. The 
guides even showed us where it was safe 
to jump out of the boat and swim in a few 
of the rapids, which everyone enjoyed. 

We pulled off the river around noon 
for an incredible lunch on the side of 
the river. This marked the end of the big 
rapids but certainly not the end of the fun. 
After lunch we took turns swimming and 
paddling around in an inflatable kayak, 
laughing, and goofing around. 

When we returned to the lodge that 
afternoon we got to see a slideshow and 
video of our fantastic day on the river. 
When it was over, we got in the vans 
and said goodbye to our trip and headed 
home to Kieve. 

On the way back we stopped at Big G’s 
for some dinner and finished our drive 
with some great tunes in the van. We got 
back to camp just before 7 p.m., feeling 
proud and content from a job well done. 
It was truly a great experience that we 
will all talk about and enjoy for years to 
come.

 Chris Sanchez, HBC
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Gill was able to catch a fish on a fly and 
Sam soon joined the rest of the cabin for a 
swim. Alex led the charge into the pond, 
swimming through the frigid water to a 
little island in the middle. 

After our little rest we ascended 
the summit of Mt. Tumbledown. Elias 
wanted to stay longer at the top to admire 
the view, but it was getting late so we 
scrambled back down to the van and 
drove back to our campsite. There was 
no convincing the guys that the chicken, 
bacon, ranch sandwiches we had for 
dinner were vegetarian, but they were all 
intrigued by my meat substitutes. While 
dinner was being prepared, Charlie led 
a musical practice, teaching the rest of 
the cabin their parts, but keeping it from 
the counselors until they were ready to 
perform. 
July 26th

On the second morning of the trip we 
gorged ourselves on a hefty meal of M&M 
pancakes, Gavin and Sam both kept 
coming back for more and ended up each 
having eight pancakes. After breakfast we 
packed up camp and drove out, stopping 
before we left the park to do a small 
hike. We marched around the Center Hill 
Nature Trail, which included spectacular 
views of Tumbledown Mountain. During 
the hike Patch and Caleb read aloud 
from the information packet, and after 
their leadership a different camper read 
a segment at each stop along the nature 
trail. After this scenic and informative 
hike we loaded into the van and headed 
back to Kieve.  Christian Krauss, HBC

North Harrington – Moose River
July 31st

The first day of our adventure to the 
Moose River began with a leisurely 
departure from Kieve. Around four in the 
afternoon, we pulled into the landing at 
Attean Pond. We met North Harris cabin 
and took their canoes. We then promptly 
loaded up our boats and paddled out onto 
Attean Pond. The general enthusiasm of 
the cabin led us to paddling to the furthest 
campsite option of the pond, which was 
located just up from a long sandy beach. 
After a hearty meal of cheesesteaks we 
crawled into our tents and rested up for 
the long day to come. 

August 1st
We woke up to greet the hot and sunny 

second day of our trip. For breakfast we 
cooked up English muffins with eggs, 
sausage, and cheese. After the filling 
meal we loaded up the canoes and set out 
on a forty-minute paddle to the portage 
trail that would take us to Holeb Pond. 
The first trip down the �.�-mile trail saw 
all seven of our canoes rocking above 
our heads. Portaging a canoe on one’s 
shoulders is no easy task for a thirteen-
year old, but the guys of North Harrington 
powered through the portage, slicing off 
a few hours from North Harris’s time. 
Alex did an amazing job with the portage 
as he helped Nate carry a canoe. 

The star of the day was Fiff as he 
lived up to his name and did five trips 
down the trail and back, carrying a 
wanagan by himself on one such trip. 
Matt and Charlie also took their duty in 
representing Kieve well as they helped a 
family who was on the trail alongside us 
portage their gear and canoes. At the end 
of five long hours, all the gear had made 
it across to the shore of Holeb Pond, and 
we sat back to enjoy bacon cheeseburgers 
and s’mores. 
August 2nd

After such a long second day, we 
started in on our paddle across Holeb 
Pond around noon. After a short while 
of paddling with winds at our backs, 
we decided to raft the canoes together 
and make a sail. Gavin and Elias helped 
to set up a sail using a tarp and some 
paddles and hoisted it up into the wind. 
At a particularly shallow section, Sam 
jumped out and began pushing all seven 
canoes that were held together as one. 

After just short of two hours we reached 
the southwest corner of Holeb Pond 
where Holeb Stream runs to the Moose 
River. We had our first of many lunches 
on the welcoming sandy bank of the river, 
and then paddled around the corner and 
under an old railroad bridge. Patch was 
amazed at how we could tell how low the 
water levels were by how high above us 
the bridge towered, because the bottom 
of the bridge is usually a paddle length 
above a canoe but was now almost three 
paddle lengths. 

The day was long and we arrived at our 
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campsite in the late afternoon. As soon 
as camp was set up, Mark led the cabin 
in a charge down to swim in the lazily 
flowing river. Once dried from their 
swim, Caleb and Sam broke out their 
fishing rods and started reeling in fish 
after fish. After a camp favorite dinner 
of chicken bacon ranch sandwiches, we 
retired to our tents to prepare for a full 
day on the river. 
August 3rd

The fourth day was another bright and 
sunny day on the river. We broke camp 
quickly and had breakfast on the water. 
Just around two bends from our last 
campsite we reached Camel Rips. There 
was not much water falling over the rips 
so we had to carry the canoes around on 
the shore. Luckily these were the only 
rips of the trip that had to be portaged, 
because the cabin was eager for moving 
water. 

We stopped for lunch on a sandy bank 
covering an oxbow in the river. As we 
pulled up our boats Elias noticed tracks 
in the sand that he was able to identify 
as moose tracks. While we were eating a 
leisurely lunch, Charlie noticed that if he 
stood in the water little fish would come 
up and nibble his ankles. 

Shortly after our lunch break, we 
arrived at the trail for our second portage, 
this one around Holeb Falls. Having been 
hardened from the first portage, this was 
an easy undertaking and was over in an 
hour. Fiff was able to solo a canoe, and 
Caleb, Alex, and Rob carried their canoe 
through without stopping. Due to the 
fading day, we camped at the site under 
Holeb Falls. The site was spacious and 
had great fishing. Caleb and Sam again 
caught plenty and Caleb repeatedly asked 
everyone in the cabin if they would like 
to join the fishing. 

Before dinner Alex, Matt, and Fiff 
accompanied me in a paddle upstream 
to see the waterfalls we had portaged 
around. 
August 4th

Once the canoes were loaded up for 
the fifth day of the trip, we strapped on 
our helmets for the rips to come. The day 
was beautiful and a rocky bank gave us a 
spot to pull over and cook grilled cheese 
sandwiches and tomato soup for lunch. 

After lunch Mark switched into the 
glorified spot of the mojo in the three-
man canoe. During the day as I jumped 
out in the rapids to help other canoes, 
Elias went from a council bowman to 
soloing a boat, which he did with ease. 
We arrived at Attean Falls as evening was 
setting in. To the amazement of the two 
parties of onlookers on the riverbank, 
the entire cabin ran the rapids without 
difficulty, and Sam and Caleb’s canoe 
sent it through without hitting a single 
rock. 
August 5th

On our sixth and last day in our 
canoes, we were greeted by a canoe of 
former Boy Scouts, who paddled over to 
say how impressed they were with the 
cabin of North Harrington. This set the 
tone for a lighthearted and victorious 
paddle back to Attean Landing, where 
we had launched out of six days ago. 
With the tuned-in paddling of the cabin, 
we reached the landing an hour ahead 
of schedule and quickly loaded up for 
our short drive to the Adventure Bound 
rafting facility. 

At our final campground, Fiff and 
Owen organized a friendly soccer match 
against the Wavus cabin camped near 
us. When the game was finished, we ate 
dinner and sat around the campfire to 
enjoy a last session of s’mores. 
August 6th

After a week away from Kieve we woke 
up early and set out on our white water 
rafting adventure before our return drive 
to camp. This week-long trip was one of 
the most high energy and humorous trips 
I have been a part of in my time with 
Kieve.  Chistian Krauss, HBC

Bank I – Bigelow Mountain, 
Katahdin Woods and Waters & 
East Branch Penobscot River
July 27th - Hitting the Road

After a couple days of gear and food 
packing and an evening of totally 
exploding the contents of the cabin while 
packing up river duffels, the boys of the 
Bank One awoke on a fine Wednesday 
morning not fully aware of what was to 
come. It was ten thirty in the morning 
and we’d already checked out of camp 
and put our minds in other places. 
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Thoughts of mountains and rivers and 
mountain biking began to replace the 
in-camp routine, thoughts which also 
conjure up anticipation and uncertainty 
which can at times be somewhat uneasy 
before a longer trip. It’s like a total blur. 
Nonetheless, we were packed well and 
ready to rock and roll.

It all starts to set in once you’ve pulled 
out on West Neck Road, but once you get 
around the lake and hit the highway, you 
really get the sense that you’re gone. After 
a few hours of driving we arrived at our 
campsite and made sandwiches while 
we waited for another group to vacate the 
site. Shortly thereafter we were hauling 
in gear and getting set up.
July 28th - Bigelow

The first night and the first day of trip 
are often reserved for working out the 
kinks, both in camping skills and in one’s 
knees and muscles, and this trip was no 
exception. After a year of not having 
slept in a tent, necks and backs are often 
sore and everything seems to move a bit 
slower in the early morning, and that’s 
ok. That’s part of the adventure, part of 
breaking free from the daily routine. 

We started hiking at nine in the morning 
in some very hot and muggy weather 
and after taking a wrong turn down a 
logging trail (which would lead us one 
quarter mile the wrong way), we got back 
to the trailhead and started up for Avery 
Peak, which is the top of Mount Bigelow, 
located in the Carrabasset Valley region 
beside Sugarloaf ski area. 

The trail is divided in two parts: 
Safford Brook, about �.� miles, and the 
trail to Avery Peak, about �.� miles. The 
latter section would prove to be a tough 
but rewarding hike and made the Safford 
Brook trail seem like a breeze, especially 
on the way down. We summited by noon 
and enjoyed the views and cool breeze 
from the top for over an hour. A few 
groups of thru-hikers passed us, some 
coming from Katahdin headed south, 
and many that had come all the way 
from Georgia and were only days away 
from completing the trail. It was a neat 
experience to share, even if only for a 
short while. 

We had bagels and peanut butter and 
strawberry jam and Snickers bars for 

lunch, locally known as ‘Rocket Fuel.’ 
Full stomachs and sticky hands were had 
by all. We also finished off all our water 
by lunch, about two liters per person, and 
we knew we’d have to get down the first 
half of the trail before we could reach a 
water source. As the sun continued to 
beat down for the next hour, we decided 
to hit the trail back down toward the 
stream and eventually hit camp once 
again. Adrien and Hudson were eager to 
pitch in with dinner prep and helped to 
cut potatoes and chicken which would 
be the main filling for steamboats, which 
is basically a burrito cooked over the fire. 
This was a special request from the boys 
and certainly a favorite meal on trip.
July 29th - Back on the Road – Sandbank 

After a great breakfast of bacon, egg and 
cheeses and a rather relaxed breakdown 
of camp, we set off on the second part of 
our adventure to Millinocket and into the 
Katahdin Woods and Waters Recreation 
Area. Our new campsite at Sandbank 
was not as beautiful as the previous site 
on the lake, but it was remote. Unlike 
our previous site at Round Barn, we 
saw no other visitors and no chipmunks 
and birds which had been somewhat 
domesticated by groups of frequent 
visitors who left food lying around.
July 30th - Sandbank – Biking and 
Orin Falls 

At eight in the morning, we were woken 
by our mountain biking guide Joe whom 
we fittingly called ‘Biker Joe.’ He greeted 
us warmly with a smiling, bearded face 
and a personality and build that was 
indicative of being a true outdoorsman. 
We got to know our guide over our 
signature breakfast of granola, milk, and 
the remainder of our blueberries.

We trailered to mile marker 7 on the 
Loop Trail and popped open the trailer 
to discover that we had a bit of work to 
do. Luckily, Joe was quite knowledgeable 
and fixed up our bikes in short order, 
including a few broken disc brakes and 
chains. We took off down our first big 
hill and toward Orin Falls, a set of rapids 
on the Wassataquoik which runs over 
massive boulders left in the tracks of old 
glaciers that once emanated from Mount 
Katahdin and beyond. At Orin Falls we 
had a little lesson of how to read a river 
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and identify features such as eddies, 
hydraulics, and Vs then proceeded to 
get in the water and do some swimming 
much welcomed on a hot muggy day. We 
ate, chilled some more, and shipped out 
back for camp and got ready for another 
day of biking.
July 31st - Sandbank Pt. 2 

After some discussion the previous day 
and looking at the map during breakfast, 
we decided to go back to Orin Falls for 
another relaxing day, although this time 
we’d travel a bit further down the loop 
road and take another route, up and 
around Barnard Mountain and finally 
down a long, downhill logging road to 
the stream. This route proved to be a 
real blast, with plenty of steep, winding 
downhill sections and very few uphill 
stretches, a stark contrast to yesterday’s 
route. We did our thing at Orin Falls 
(chilled very hard) and made our way 
back to camp. 

The counselors, with the help of our 
usual sous chefs, cooked up a huge pot of 
Dank. Some say the grease from that meal 
still remains with us to this day. After the 
fire died down, a few of us stayed up to 
watch a very spectacular night sky made 
possible by the extreme lack of light. At 
about ten we hit the hay.
August 1st - Resupply Day & Matagamon 

Resupply day is a very good day 
and that is a fact. Although it’s not the 
same joy as summiting a mountain or 
completing a challenging portage, it is 
a glorious day filled with fresh fruits, 
meats, cheese, mail, and everything that 
comes in the mail (in our case, a LOT of 
candy from home and a delicious sheet 
of brownies made for us by Celeste). It’s 
also great to reconnect with other people 
from camp (we got our canoes from Bank 
II), even though it’s been a short time 
away. After we swapped vehicles with 
Bank II and loaded up our gear, Reid 
took us over to Matagamon Lake, where 
we unloaded and ate cold cuts for lunch 
which were really dessert after having 
consumed a large bag of Starbursts on the 
bus. To polish off our lunch supplies and 
free up cooler space, Ben, Foster and Sir 
ate whole tomatoes, much to their own 
disappointment.

After lunch we loaded boats, did 

a quick refresher on canoes, and we 
were off on our short paddle across 
Matagamon Lake, a short portage over 
the dam, and a very short paddle to 
Matagamon Wilderness campsite on the 
East Branch of the Penobscot. We set 
up tents and hammocks per usual, and 
Shaggy cooked chicken sandwiches for 
dinner. The cleaners especially enjoyed 
the use of a sink and hot water after the 
grease mess from the previous night.
August 2nd - The Day of Portages 

We awoke a bit later than planned yet 
were on the water by eight after a quick 
breakdown of camp. We knew we had our 
work cut out for us today at carry trail at 
Haskell Rock Pitch, another short one at 
Pond Pitch, and a longer, more difficult 
portage at our campsite where we’d 
portage only our boats, as the campsite 
would be at the beginning of the trail. 

There isn’t too much to say on this day 
other than to highlight the hard work 
and efficiency these guys showed on the 
portages. It was tough, yes, and it was a 
long day. But it all went by so smoothly 
that everyone arrived at camp with a 
smile, despite not getting the campsite 
on the ‘river left,’ which is, of course, the 
preferred site. After getting into camp 
and moving our stuff around, we settled 
in, built a fire, and enjoyed the shelter of 
the lean-to which gave us a nice place to 
play cards and read. The hot tin roof also 
gave us a nice place to dry out gear that’d 
been soaked when one boat flipped over 
earlier that day.
August 3rd - Hulling Machine Portage 
and Lunksoos 

Having moved our boats the night 
before, we did another early wakeup. 
The crew quickly packed tents and river 
duffles and carried down wannigans to 
complete the portage, as we had moved 
boats the night before. After a quick 
breakfast and with everyone back at 
the campsite, we laid out the plan for 
the day, which included a quick paddle 
and another tough portage at Hulling 
Machine, a pretty gnarly set of rapids not 
suited for any sane person to navigate in 
a boat. Having already done four portages 
at this point, the portage at Hulling 
Machine proved to be a breeze, taking 
about an hour from start to finish. 
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We loaded our boats, ferried across the 
river to regroup and were once again on 
our way toward Bowlin Falls. Bowlin 
Falls is a set of three or four features 
that are relatively large but really pretty 
forgiving. After a quick scout down the 
portage trail, we decided that this was 
something we could tackle. Without any 
issues, all eight boats made it through 
and eddied out in perfect form. Once 
again we were crushing our way down 
the Penobscot. We paddled for a few 
more hours though mostly deadwater 
and a few small sets of rapids but nothing 
too crazy. By the time we reached our 
proposed campsite, someone had already 
taken our spot so we continued on down 
to Lunksoos, where we did the usual 
procedure, complete with grilled cheese 
and tomato soup.
August 4th - Layover at Lunksoos 

Today was a sleep-in, given that we 
wouldn’t be paddling or hiking. This 
worked out well since many guys were 
pretty wiped out from the previous day 
on the river. So after everyone filled in 
for breakfast, we hung out and played 
some football. Unfortunately the football, 
which brought us lots of entertainment 
for the first part of the trip, suffered a 
terminal knife wound and retired itself 
to the trash wannigan. 

At some point in the late morning, 
Foster picked up a leaf and handed it 
to Cheeto. Jack informed them that this 
was no ordinary leaf, they had picked 
up poison oak and were now both only 
hours away from getting the terrible rash 
that comes with exposure. After about 
six hours of giving placebo treatments 
and the cabin keeping quiet on the whole 
thing, and after Cheeto’s hands had been 
covered with tape for the better part of 
the day, we broke the news that it was all 
a prank. Everyone got some laughs out 
of it. 

After organizing our remaining food 
and cooking a hearty meal of rice, beans 
and chicken, we sat up around the 
campfire for a while, which seemed to 
keep spirits high and the bugs at bay, and 
at some point between trivia questions 
and devouring Hershey bars, the group 
almost instantly and collectively came up 
with the idea of waking up before sunrise 

and paddling through the morning. 
These ideas sound great in theory, but 
the trick is getting to bed early, getting 
up on time, and getting out of camp in a 
flash. The counselors weren’t convinced 
it would happen, but we decided to go 
for it regardless.
August 5th - Pine Grove 

And just like that, camp broke out in 
a cacophony of alarms and tent zippers 
and clanking pots. Headlamps and 
moonlight gave us just enough light to 
get up and go. Everyone who’d taken 
a duty the night before such as filling 
water, cooking breakfast, taking down 
tarps, moving boats, etc. had done their 
job in a very timely fashion and before 
we knew it we were getting into boats 
and sending it. Today would be a big day 
and we knew it; we knew that we’d be 
up early and we’d be paddling into the 
afternoon and we knew exactly how far 
it’d be—�� miles. 

That being said, we prepared our day 
accordingly with stops every hour and a 
half or so to serve as snack, water and 
stretch breaks as well as a lunch stop at 
Grindstone when we’d scout the small 
set of three rocky ledges that lead into a 
relatively longer, tricky set of rapids. As 
we paddled, the temperature rose and 
mist continued to roll down the river and 
the sun continued to make its way up 
into the sky. It’s such a great experience 
to watch the day start, something that 
we often overlook or fail to find time for 
during the busy year at home. 

The paddle included some swimming 
and Sam taking a swim down a rapid 
while Bayard solo paddled a canoe sitting 
atop the cooler. We also saw lots of quality 
‘Gash paddling and bow/stern switches 
which gave a few guys the opportunity 
to work on their paddling skills. It wasn’t 
late by the time we reached camp, but we 
had done a long day and everyone was 
feeling it. The crew worked quickly to 
get the boats up and over the river bank 
and proceeded to make camp for what’d 
be the final time.
August 6th - Back to Kieve 

“Trip’s over” was kind of resonating 
through our campsite at Pine Grove. We 
were back in civilization, we’d cooked 
our last meal, and we all used a real 
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toilet and sink for the first time in over 
a week, so to wake up knowing that our 
ride back to camp was only hours away 
was bittersweet. We’d hit that point 
in our trip where the group dynamic 
was stellar, everyone was sharing the 
workload, and we were in the groove, 
we really were. Still, it was time to pack 
up and get out of the woods. It took us 
exactly one hour to paddle �.7� miles 
downstream, even with a �0-minute 
setback from a very uneventful flip at 
Ledge Falls, a rapid that’s hardly a ledge 
or a fall with low water. After scooping 
up gear, minus Bower’s tee shirt which 
was tragically eaten by the Penobscot, we 
bailed out a totally swamped boat and 
recollected ourselves for the final paddle 
into Medway Landing.

In a matter of forty minutes, we hit the 
shore, unpacked our boats, loaded group 
gear in the trailer and tied down boats. 
And with that final note we mentally 
concluded our trip. After a relatively short 
ride to BANGOR we got our and stuffed 
our faces at Chipotle and got back to the 
bus for the remainder of a ride home. At 
this point everyone was pretty pumped 
to be getting back and to acclimate into 
the ‘real world’ once again.

 David Kantor, HBC
 Jack Lambrecht, JC

Bank II – East Branch Penobscot River, 
Katahdin Woods and Waters & 
Bigelow Mountain
July 27th - Kieve – Matagamon 

We woke up in camp to a beautiful 
Maine morning. We headed to PQ for 
a breakfast of waffles and cereal. We 
wrapped up our packing, and everyone 
was in a good mood when we departed 
from camp. After stops at Walmart and a 
gas station, we arrived at Matagamon and 
set up camp. We all took a swim in the 
river and decided to make a fire. While 
Max was splitting wood, a shard of wood 
came back up and struck him right above 
his eyebrow. The rest of the group was 
a little worried while Carter and Leaky 
tended to his wound. The spirits quickly 
rose back up after we saw how well he 
handled his injury. Haywood borrowed 
a car from Matagamon, and they went to 
the hospital to get stitches. 

For dinner, we wrapped meats, veggies, 
and spices in tin foil and let it cook in the 
coals of the fire. We ate our customized 
meals and talked around the fire about 
the next day.

 -Thomas Henry & Jack Lonergan 
July 28th - Matagamon - Grand Pitch 

We woke up at Matagamon around 
6:�0 to a cloudy sky. Dean, Jack, and 
I started on the bacon, egg, cheese 
breakfast sandwiches. Most of the tents 
and campsite were broken down by the 
time we were finished cooking. After 
about 4� minutes on the water, we had 
to put our rain jackets on. After Haskell 
deadwater, the portage trail for Haskell 
Rock was on our right. We finished the 
half mile portage in good time and had a 
lunch of Rocket Fuel after. 

We scouted the next set of rapids 
carefully because the low water had 
made them very technical. We crushed 
the next small portage and arrived at our 
campsite after another short paddle. We 
brought our canoes and other unnecessary 
gear down the half mile portage and 
stopped at the view for Grand Pitch. It is 
a beautiful waterfall. We had a big meal 
of quesadillas for dinner and hopped in 
our tents for the night. -Nick Donaldson
July 29th - Grand Pitch - Big Seboeis 

We woke up in our tents at about 
seven o’clock. My tent woke up and 
started pouring granola for the rest of 
the cabin. After breakfast was over, we 
started the second half of the portage. 
All of the wans coolers and tents were 
brought down to the bottom of the falls. 
We put our canoes in and headed out. 
We paddled for about half a mile until 
we came upon our last portage. After the 
grueling .8 miles of carrying the gear, we 
had finished the hardest part of the day. 

We paddled a bit farther and came 
upon a big rapid. The canoes were 
brought ashore and we went to scout. 
The conclusion for Bowlin Falls was to 
SEND IT! The remainder of the day was 
on pretty calm water. We stopped for a 
lunch of chicken, bacon, and ranch on 
hamburger buns at a campsite on the side 
of the river. 

We had about 4 more miles until the 
campsite after lunch. After we arrived, 
we had a dinner of Gato Gato with bacon. 
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The rest of the night was spent talking 
in tents or listening to Jake rant about 
football.  -Max Bensley 
July 30th - Big Seboeis - Lunksoos

We woke around 8 at Big Seboeis 
campsite. We had a couple snacks for 
a light pre-breakfast. We packed up the 
remainder of our gear and began our 
‘journey’ to Lunksoos. Our paddle was 
only two miles so we decided to drift 
‘bout halfway’ there. 

When we started to pull our boats 
up, we were greeted by deep mud, but 
we soon forgot about that once we saw 
the great campsite. The cook crew got to 
work making pancakes while the rest of 
us set up tents. After that we enjoyed our 
pancakes. After an uneventful rest hour, 
the kind people of Lunksoos drove us 
out to a Cold War era plane crash. After 
viewing the wreckage, we hiked back to 
our campsite for a lunch of tuna melts or 
PB & honey. Soon after we began making 
pizzas and had a good talk around the 
fire.  - Thomas Henry, Doyle Catlin, 

 Ben Talpey
July 31st - Lunksoos - Pine Grove

We woke up today to a bowl of oatmeal. 
I had apple cinnamon because I was in 
the cook crew. We got up in the early 
morning and got ready for a ��-mile 
paddle. Making our way down the river, 
we came to our first rapid - Whetstone 
Falls. Haywood and Nathan didn’t flip! 
Afterwards we paused and took an hour 
break for inquisitions. We pulled up a 
little after to a beach for a lunch of rocket 
fuel and a swim session. 

Soon after lunch we passed under a 
train bridge and got to Grindstone. The 
water levels were extremely low, and 
after we sent it down a waterfall, we 
scouted the rest of the long rapid. It was 
a ton of fun and we then paddled four 
miles to a campsite that provided potable 
water and flushing toilets. We finished 
the long day off with a big pot of cheesy 
rice and bacon. 

P.S. Haywood flipped for the second 
time.  - Ben Talpey
August 1st - Pine Grove - Sandbank

We woke up at around 7:�� at Pine 
Grove Campsite. After packing everything 
up, we headed out for our short paddle 
to our resupply point. Powered by pop-

tarts, it didn’t take long for the men of 
Bank II to get there. We enjoyed our last 
rapid as we approached the resupply 
point. Once we got there, we unpacked 
everything from the boats to the wans 
onto the shore. When Bank I and Reid 
came, we all exchanged gear and some 
stories then said our goodbyes. 

After a short car ride and a panic over 
a limited supply of Doritos and Gatorade, 
we arrived at our campsite for the next 
three nights. Even though it looks like a 
construction site, it was ok. We cooked 
Rubens and chilled out for a couple 
hours while eating brownies that were 
earned through skits and stand-up bits. 
There were some very interesting things 
said. 

Then we made double downs and built 
a fire. It was done quickly because we 
wanted to make it to the amazing sunset 
behind Katahdin. We sent it down the 
road to get to the spot. Once we got there, 
we watched the sunset in silence for a 
while just taking it all in. It was amazing 
- one of the most beautiful views I’ve 
ever seen. Just. Amazing. We got back to 
Sandbank at dark and gazed at the stars 
for a long time, asking Carter questions 
about astronomy and we found out new 
things. Then it was time for bed as we all 
divided up into our tents.

 - Dean Maner (Rodney)
August 2nd - Orin Falls

We woke up around 8 in the morning. 
We started it off slowly with making our 
sausage, bacon, and cheese bagels. We 
had a quick intro with Joe, our mountain 
biking guide, by skipping stones in the 
nearby water source. We packed in the 
van and headed to the trailhead to Orin 
Falls. After some technical difficulties, 
we made our way down the �-mile ride 
to the falls. It was a beautiful spot and 
we immediately started to explore once 
we put our packs down. After about �� 
minutes, we found a rock that we could 
jump off of. Having lots of fun and laughs, 
we opened our packs and grabbed the 
supplies for Rocket Fuel. 

After wolfing down our lunch, we 
sun tanned and hydrated. Brock slipped 
on a rock and had to go to the hospital 
for further examination, but luckily he 
came back later that night with only 
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a bruised bone. After more laughing 
and swimming, we biked back to the 
campsite and chilled. We had quesadillas 
for dinner and went to the viewpoint for 
another amazing sunset. -Doyle Catlin
August 3rd - Orin Falls and Mt. Barnard 

Today the plan was to hike a mountain 
about halfway through our hike. It was 
0.8 miles long and had a great view of 
Katahdin. Somewhere along the trail 
we took a wrong turn and got a little 
off course which added a little more 
peddling to the day. We ran out of water 
and were excited to get to Orin Falls to 
refill and chill there for a little bit. 

After a quick stop, we peddled back 
the three miles to the van. We fetched 
some sticks for a short-lived fire. We ate 
dinner and waited until �0 to go to the 
Katahdin viewpoint in hopes of seeing 
the northern lights. It was too cloudy, but 
there were still shooting stars, the Milky 
Way, and ghost stories.  - Jake Wade
August 4th - Sandbank - Round Barn

We woke at around 8 and had pop tarts 
for breakfast. We then proceeded to pack 
up camp and depart. We then drove to 
Medway so Max could get his stitches 
out. We hung out at the Medway landing 
park and attempted to play ultimate 
Frisbee. After getting caught in a long 
traffic jam, we arrived to our campsite 
and were greeted by the Kennedys who 
gave us popcorn, apple pies, and Kit 
Kats. We then had Dank spiced with 
Brock’s summer sausage for dinner. 

 - Thomas Henry
August 5th - Bigelow

Today we woke up to what seemed like 
an earthquake due to our tents shaking. 
We then ate blueberry pop tarts for 
breakfast and packed our day packs for 
Bigelow. We scaled the first part of the 
mountain, stopping for water and snack 
breaks, then approached an amazing 
viewpoint about �,000 feet up. We had 
Rocket Fuel there and recharged for the 
last portion of the hike. We summited 
the mountain soon after. There was an 
amazing view, and we took pictures with 
the flag up there. Then we hiked back to 
the campsite, had quesadillas and a big 
shout out session.
August 6th - Round Barn – Kieve

We slept in a little bit before packing 

up camp for the last time. We had a 
small breakfast which consisted of two 
Nutri grain bars in anticipation of the 
legendary sandwiches that awaited us at 
Big G’s for lunch. 

The men of Bank II took responsibilities 
from day one that most cabins their age 
do not. The men of Bank II learned, 
completed, and thrived off of these 
responsibilities that the trip required. 
These simple tasks that are overlooked 
in our world are not taken for granted 
while a group of rowdy boys is out in 
the wild. And that is the sap that brought 
us together. This was a remarkable trip 
because of the character that these young 
men displayed during the ten days out in 
the wild. Couldn’t be more proud of you 
guys, Carter Gray, HBC

Allagash I – The Allagash Waterway
July 24th - Kieve-Big Island

Allagash I began their Sunday morning 
rites slightly earlier, waking up at 4:�0 
a.m. Eli received his wakeup text from 
Lexi at 4:��: “The time is nigh. Wake 
the children, we ride at dawn.” The 
boys grabbed their bags and said their 
goodbyes to the flushing toilets which 
they had come to love and appreciate 
so much. With sleepy eyes and eager 
hearts the boys made their way down to 
Pasquaney for milk and cereal, and in a 
quiet revel celebrated their final breakfast 
under the light of a magnificent sunrise. 

After a long but scenic drive through 
deserted Maine highways, the Moosehead 
Lake region, and the rolling dirt hills of 
the Golden Road, the boys said their 
final goodbyes to director and driver and 
living legend Tyler Pace and set sail at 
the Hannibal’s Crossing Bridge. The boys 
enjoyed hot sauce-filled cold cut burritos 
and the cool fast waters of the west branch 
of the Penobscot River. The boys arrived 
at Big Island with plenty of time to haul 
up boats and set up camp at the beautiful 
Big Island camp site, parked at the center 
of the river. The campsite provided an 
excellent vantage point of fishing bald 
eagles and the triumphant Long Voyage 
I cabin, who had just finished the North 
East Carry portage earlier that day. 

After celebrating their arrival to the 
adjacent campsite with hoops and 
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hollers, the boys began their nightly ritual 
of group work. Hayden, Campbell and 
Peter prepared succulent cheesesteaks, 
goopy cheese and all. The other tent 
groups pumped water and prepared the 
cleaning equipment. The boys devoured 
two rounds of cheesesteaks and received 
a crash course in teepee/log cabin fire 
starting. Tucker and Lars were in charge 
of the fire and through trial (by fire) and 
error erected a roaring fire. The boys went 
to sleep with pure ambition to crush the 
Mud Pond portage the next day.
July 25th - Big Island-Mud Pond

The boys had another extremely early 
wakeup: 4:�0 a.m. sharp. The boys 
trained to break down camp in a timely 
fashion, crushing bagels with cream 
cheese and bacon before setting off to 
confront their destiny at Mud Pond. At 
the mouth of the West Branch, the water 
meets the waters of Chesuncook Lake. 
After a slight navigational error, the boys 
added Voyage level miles, traversing the 
long way around Gero Island. The boys 
crushed these extra miles, proving that 
nothing would stop them from getting 
to Mud Pond and conquering seemingly 
indomitable days of paddling and 
portaging ahead of them. 

Upon arriving at Mud Pond, the 
boys set up tents under a light drizzle 
and began moving canoes down the 
bug infested trenches of the Notorious 
Mud Pond Portage. Both Eli and Lexi 
led the charge soloing canoes, tailed by 
Campbell and Hayden who swapped 
soloing their canoe in a display of true 
friendship and courage. The rest of the 
cabin followed, taking canoes as far as 
they could before our 6 p.m. turnaround. 
Despite the cold rain, double bacon 
cheeseburgers warmed our souls before 
we crawled into our tents to collectively 
sleep like stones. 
July 26th - Mud Pond-Boy Scout

The boys woke up in an excited hurry 
to crush breakfast rocket fuel and finish 
the Mud Pond Portage. Two last trips 
and a campsite sweep were all that was 
needed, and after a muggy but sunshine 
filled morning the boys snacked on 
Nature Valleys and a sweet, sweet pack 
of Little Debbie’s Zebra Cakes and set off 
across the actual Mud Pond. 

Not long after leaving our hardships of 
portaging behind, Allagash I came across 
their next test. The Mud Brook, which 
connected the Mud Pond to Chamberlain 
Lake, was completely dried up except 
for small dirt filled tide pool like holes. 
After realizing the futility of suitcasing 
our canoes across the rocky streambed, 
we picked up our gear and portaged the 
rocky ¾-mile portage. As usual the work 
left us ravenous, and whether they loved 
tuna or hated it, the boys greedily ate it 
with exhausted smiles on their face. 

The boys set forth to conquer 
Chamberlain Lake, no matter the 
winds. Upon reaching the opening of 
Moose Pond, where it converges with 
Chamberlain Lake, the boys were met 
with tremendous whitecap waves and 
blasting side winds. The boys crossed 
the lake with the utmost awareness of 
the titanic waves rolling our boats left 
and right, up and down. Around the 
bend of the lake the waves were turned 
to our back, pushing us like a treadmill 
of torrent and wind. The cabin hurdled 
towards Boy Scout at incredible speeds, 
and made it to the pristine campsite in 
record time. 

With time to tub and cook, the boys 
scrubbed the mud and grime from the 
Mud Pond portage and wolfed down 
delicious, ranch-dripping chicken bacon 
ranch sandwiches. With Mud Pond, the 
shadow looming over every Allagasher’s 
head, behind them, Gash I fell asleep 
with fresh food, mail, Will Hackett’s 
smiling face and their minds.
July 27th - Boy Scout-Lock Dam

Eeeyeeahhhhhhh!!! The boys-turned-
men of Allagash I woke up to Pop-Tarts 
and Nurtrigrain bars at the beautiful 
Boy Scout campsite relieved that 
the nightmare that is Mud Pond was 
officially in the past, and that we would 
be seeing Will Hackett and receiving a 
fresh re-supply full of nine days of gear, 
fruit, mail, cold Cokes, and friendly 
conversations with Hackett. 

After saying goodbye to Hackett and 
loading our boats full of fresh-gear, we 
paddled onward about 4 or five miles to 
Gravel Beach, where we would have lunch 
and tell the boys about the history that 
Kieve has at Gravel Beach. While eating 
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a cold cut lunch, we had a discussion 
about our next move; we were hoping 
to push all the way to Lock Dam, which 
was about eight miles up Chamberlain 
with headwinds presumably coming in 
soon. We told the boys “let’s just get as 
far as we can and hold our heads high 
wherever we land”. 

Truth be told, we got out to the middle 
of Chamberlain, where the winds were 
surprisingly low, and decided we’d 
follow the eastern bank all the way up 
Chamberlain to Lock Dam, which was a 
risky commitment that, in the end, paid 
off immensely. We arrived at Lock Dam 
at around 4:�0 PM, fortunate for the 
perfect weather we experienced all day 
ALL DAY! We had double cheesesteaks 
for dinner, and went to bed soon after 
with our bellies full, tired after a long but 
well-done day, and looking forward to 
making Day �, our paddle to Farm Island 
on Eagle Lake a far easier paddle. 
July 28th - Lock Dam-Farm Island

Fresh breakfast sandwiches from our 
restocked coolers were straight flames, 
especially dressed with the classic 
Frank’s Red Hot and the new tradition of 
the green bottled Jalapeno Tabasco. The 
boys made quick work of the tiny 40-yard 
dam portage, and set off down the lightly 
trickling stream to Eagle Lake. Light rain 
and rising mist made the morning hours 
of our paddle seem surreal; the boys 
paddled through the glassy water in a 
mostly silent awe. 

After scouring the coast of Eagle Lake 
the boys came across the entrance to the 
locomotives. The tracks, overtaken by the 
natural foliage, preserved the dream-like 
atmosphere, and as the boys followed 
the tracks to the clearing it turned to near 
fairy tale. The sleeping leviathans stood 
parked in the old metal tracks, unmoved 
for decades, gathering rust. The boys 
danced around the ancient machines, 
and, after taking in every angle of the old 
logging trains, snapped a cabin photo 
and wolfed down their first Oreo snack 
of the trip. 

The overcast morning had been shaken 
by the time we left the locomotive site, 
and beams of sunshine broke through the 
clouds like spotlights of pure happiness 
on the dark lake. The boys set up camp 

on Farm Island, ate another round of 
cold cut burritos and relaxed in the early 
afternoon shade of the wooded island. 
Double downs for dinner ensured that 
the flawless day could not falter in any 
way, and the boys went to bed happy and 
full.
July 29th - Farm Island-Jaws Campsite

After the past five days, it was clear to 
Lexi and me that the men of Allagash I 
deserved the opportunity to sleep in a 
bit after a couple days of heavy lifting 
(aside from the previous day, which 
was another easy day). We broke down 
our camp at Farm Island slowly and ate 
bagels with not only cream cheese but 
also bacon and hot sauce, which was 
thoroughly enjoyed mostly because of 
the addition of bacon. 

We made our way from Farm Island, 
otherwise known as the island where an 
actual alien abduction happened, towards 
Churchill Lake. It was an incredibly hot 
day, with not much of a breeze which 
meant that we had to pump and filter 
water bottles constantly in order to stay 
hydrated. Our initial plan was to stay at 
Scofield Point, which is a beautiful �-site 
campsite on the point where the bugs are 
non-existent and a beach is there for us 
to stay cool and occupied for the day. 
Unfortunately, however, Scofield Point 
was taken by a large group, which forced 
us to reconsider our game-plan for the 
day. Nevertheless, we enjoyed Scofield 
Point for a brief bit of time by having 
Ruebens for lunch on the beach. 

We then pushed on to Jaws, which was 
a great campsite in its own right, and 
stayed there for the night. We spoke with 
the ranger, who gave us great news when 
he said that the Allagash River was filled 
with high water and that the next five or 
so days would be filled with sunshine 
and no rain. Of course, this news re-
energized our already stoked spirits, 
which were stoked because the next day 
would mark our first day on the river. 

We moved some firewood for the ranger, 
and then ate double bacon cheeseburgers 
for dinner. Will Cauley stepped up big 
time as a leader at dinner by helping 
organize clean up and water pumping 
crews and keeping people productive. 
All in all, another great day went by with 
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all of Allagash I grateful for the beauty 
and peace that the North Maine Woods 
were providing us with. We went to 
bed looking forward to the river as well 
as the fact that our lake paddling was, 
for the most part, officially in the past. 
Tomorrow, Chase Rapids. 
July 30th - Jaws Campsite-Ledges 

The boys were woken up by bright 
sunshine at the well groomed Jaws 
campsite and ate Pop Tarts and 
Nutrigrain bars while watching a moose 
enjoy his swampy lake breakfast on the 
other side of the neck of the lake, nearly 
�00 yards away. The Allagash River was 
on everyone’s mind: conquering Chase 
Rapids, the initiation of the Allagash, 
and floating down the swift current was a 
milestone that everyone awaited eagerly. 

After meeting Ranger Bob Johnson 
and portaging the boats and gear around 
Churchill Dam, the boys took a quick trip 
across the dam to the water pump and 
Churchill Dam museum. The museum 
gave a visual history of the dam, and the 
Allagash waterway, including framed 
pictures of Kieve counselors and campers 
running Chase Rapids more than 60 
years ago. The boys, now fully mentally 
prepared for their time on the Allagash, 
reset their sights on Chase Rapids. 

Peter Glass and Lexi were the first to 
send down the high water: Lexi began an 
air guitar rendition of Guns and Roses’ 
“Welcome to the Jungle”, complete with 
percussion and deep electric guitar riffs 
as they rolled towards the first drop. 
Peter’s mind was filled with the violent 
possibilities of these roaring rapids 
ahead of them, as well as the flawless 
reproduction of Slash’s unrelenting 
opening solo. “WELCOME TO THE 
JUNGLE, WE GOT FUN AND GAMES” 
roaring behind him as the boat dipped 
through the first ledge, hurdled and 
fishtailing through rocks waves and deep 
“V” shoots. Peter’s heart was racing, but 
thorough training and muscle memory 
replaced fear and foresight in Peter’s 
mind; his unrelenting paddle strokes 
guided the nose of the boat through the 
torrents and hydraulics and before he 
had time to truly realize his tremendous 
feat, the first boat was eddy-ing out, the 
first set of rapids now behind them. 

The boys made it through the rapids 
flawlessly, the only casualty being Eli and 
Lars, who failed to balance themselves 
and flipped after a rock put them nearly 
sideways against the current. After the 
major rapids, the boys took to enjoying 
the early afternoon sun and swift flowing 
currents of the Allagash. Eventually the 
boys reach Umsaskis Lake, where the 
Allagash briefly opens into a scenic lake, 
before closing once again, returning to 
fast flowing river currents. We found 
our campsite for the night upon the 
stony shores of The Ledges. After setting 
up tents and group we and the boys 
took some time off to relax in tents and 
rejuvenate after the long trial of a day. 
chicken, bacon, ranch filled us up and 
put us to sleep. 
July 31st - Ledges-Inlet Campsite on 
Round Pond

We woke up, once again, to - you 
guessed it! - a beautiful morning full of 
sunshine. We slowly broke down our 
campsite at Ledges and ate some oatmeal, 
fully focused on enjoying the river and 
crushing Long Lake; this was supposed to 
be about a �0-mile day, but soon turned 
into a nearly twenty-mile day. 

Let me explain: Once we arrived at 
Long Lake Dam at around � PM, we ran 
into a family whose intention was to 
camp there for the night. With that in 
mind, we ate our mayo-less tuna wraps 
and pushed onward to Cunliffe Island, 
which was just a mile downstream. But 
Cunliffe Island wasn’t exactly a great 
campsite, so we took a gamble and 
pushed onward to the next campsite, 
which was unfortunately taken. Now, 
we were gonna have to really dig our 
paddles deep and work hard to get to 
Round Pond, which we were scheduled 
to camp at tomorrow night. 

So we paddled about another nine or ten 
miles under the scorching hot sun until 
we reached the Inlet Campsite Round 
Pond. That said, this double day turned 
out to be entirely worth it, since Inlet was 
one of the best campsites we stayed at on 
a trip filled with great campsites. Inlet 
was an all grass campsite with a beautiful 
�80 degree view of Round Pond. For 
dinner, we enjoyed bacon alfredo pasta 
for dinner, before giving in to severe food 
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comas and heading off to bed, tired by 
the constant sun and the food settling 
deep within our bellies. 
August 1st - Inlet Campsite on 
Round Pond-Croque Brook

Because we were supposed to camp 
at Round Pond tonight instead of last 
night, we approached August �st with 
the mentality that this was a semi-rest 
day. Our plan was to sleep in until about 
8:�0, eat oatmeal, pack up camp, go on 
a short hike up to the Round Pond fire 
tower, and then paddle a short distance 
to Croque Brook Campsite, eat Dank, and 
retire for the night, and boy, oh boy, did 
we execute that plan perfectly. 

Once we broke down camp, we 
paddled our way towards the other side 
of Round Pond and found the hiking 
trail up to the fire tower. Although the 
hike was not spectacular due to the not-
maintained-trail, we still found it to be 
a refreshing experience to be able to 
stretch our legs and simply walk, rather 
than sit in a canoe for another day with 
stiff legs. Once we got to the top, we were 
saddened to see that the fire tower was 
not safe to climb, and that as a result we 
wouldn’t be rewarded with any sweet 
�60 degree views. But that’s ok! Because 
a hike is more than just a view at the top, 
hiking is a lot like life in that you have to 
work hard in order to achieve your goals, 
and that not all goals achieved bring you 
the happiness you’d expect or like. 

After walking down from our hike, 
we ate peanut butter, jelly, and honey 
wrapped in tortillas before pushing 
onward to Croque Brook, which was 
yet another nice campsite in a chain of 
beautiful campsites along the Allagash 
Wilderness Waterway. At around five 
o’clock, Lexi and Eli began cooking Dank 
for dinner, which consists of a ton of 
pasta, and a ton of pepperoni and bacon 
and cheese. Similar to how we felt with 
the bacon alfredo pasta the night before, 
we finished the Dank with heavy, heavy 
stomachs, fully satisfied and simply 
ready to lie down. We deep cleaned all 
our wannigans and cooking equipment, 
before retiring for the night. Just another 
beautiful day on the Allagash. 
August 2nd - Croque Brook-Allagash Falls 

Another one! We awoke on day ten of 

our beautiful trip at 8:�0 in the morning, 
already sweating while we broke down 
camp. We quickly ate Pop Tarts before 
embarking on our next adventure down 
the Allagash. We had a fairly large 
deadwater section before getting back 
on the moving water portion of the river, 
so we had some good conversations, 
including one in which everyone chipped 
in their ideas about what Lexi and I 
should do for rivalry day. While this was 
going on, perhaps the most magical part 
of our trip happened; we came across 
a large mama moose drinking water 
and cooling off in the hot sun, and this 
moose was completely unphased as we 
passed her in silence. It was a magical 
moment because moose normally retreat 
immediately upon sighting humans, so 
this was a truly special part of our trip. 

Shortly after, we were back on the 
moving water portion of the Allagash 
River. At around � in the afternoon, we 
arrived at the ranger station and made 
peanut butter, jelly, and honey wraps 
before paddling three more miles to 
our campsite, Allagash Falls. Allagash 
Falls is a great 4-cell campsite where we 
have to portage our canoes around the 
falls and then get to swim as a reward. 
A couple hours later, several of the 
boys cooked us some beef stew, which 
was well-received given their previous 
experiences with this meal on prior 
trips. After cleaning up, we went to bed 
with our stomachs full, tired (once again) 
from the sun beating down on us all day. 
But none of us were complaining; we 
were all grateful for the perfect weather 
we’ve enjoyed and were happy to have a 
couple more days of sweet paddling on a 
wonderfully fast and scenic river. 
August 3rd - Allagash Falls-Evelyn’s Field

Oh Happy Day! Day ��, day of 
sunshine, aka a day in which we can 
afford to start paddling down the river 
at �� in the morning without a worry in 
our minds and still get to the campsite 
by �:�� in the afternoon. At this point 
in the trip, the river was starting to lose 
a bit of its high-water levels due to the 
immense heat that was drying it up. 
In a way, this made for a very unique 
Allagash experience because we saw and 
paddled the Allagash River at high-water 
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levels in the beginning and each day saw 
those water-levels drop more and more. 
This led to some moments where we 
were all dragging our boats, but the boys 
never complained once because of how 
wonderful the weather was, the food we 
were crushing every night, as well as the 
fact that we are on the Allagash River! 

We chose to leave at �� in the morning 
because Evelyn’s Field would be so hot 
if we got there earlier in the day. We got 
there a little bit after � in the afternoon 
and began cooking grilled cheese and 
tomato soup with bacon, which was a 
nice and rewarding meal (although a 
very hot meal on a very hot day) for the 
boys. Because it was so hot, much of our 
downtime at this campsite was spent 
either swimming, reading, or napping 
- the sun was simply draining all our 
energy from us. 

For dinner, we ate spicy rice with 
bacon, which turned out to be a 
surprisingly solid meal that once again 
left all our bellies filled to the brim. 
We went to bed that night excited with 
anticipation to get to Pelletier’s, our final 
campsite on the actual trip, because we 
knew pizza and mail would be waiting 
for us on the other side. Another good 
day goes by, and it’s hard to put them 
into words. These days are special, and 
I’ll remember the great feelings I felt all 
trip for the rest of my life. 
August 4th - Evelyn’s Field-Pelletiers 

Let’s goooo!!!!! I don’t think we broke 
down camp faster than we did on Day 
��, because we were looking forward to 
getting to Pelletier’s Campground and 
feeling a sense of great accomplishment. 
Except today was different. Today was 
the last day of the trip, and also the first 
day in which we experienced rain and, 
more importantly, a severe two-hour 
thunderstorm in which thunder and 
lightning were just overhead. Several 
times near the beginning of our paddle 
we had to pull off the river because of 
thunder and lightning, and one of the 
times we had to pull off for over an hour 
and a half because the thunder was so 
severe and the lightning was so close to 
zapping us. But we waited it out, and 
although some might not agree, I think 
this moment was a great example of 

the courage, perseverance, and loyalty 
Kieve wants all to naturally and without 
question demonstrate. 

So after waiting for several hours on 
the shore, with rain pouring down on us 
and lightning above us, we set out again 
and were greeted by the sun we all got to 
experience so often throughout the entire 
trip. We made our way to Pelletier’s 
Campground and congratulated each 
other on a job well done at around �:�0 
in the afternoon. With so many snacks 
left over, we enjoyed a bounty of them 
while waiting for George, our driver, to 
arrive with mail and pizza for the boys. 
And arrive he did. We housed the pizza 
and enjoyed the mail and hung out for a 
little while, reflecting on our trip and the 
fact that Kieve was going to be our home 
again in less than forty-eight hours. We 
went to bed stoked that night, feeling 
accomplished and excited for the final 
week of camp. We had completed the 
Allagash. 
August 5th - Pelletier’s Campground-
Southover/Kieve

August �th was a bittersweet day for 
the men of Allagash I. It marked the end 
of our trip, although we were well aware 
that we’d spend one more night in tents 
at Southover by Kieve in order to give 
Junior Kieve ample time and space to 
pack up and vacate our cabin. It was a 
sweet and exciting day not only because 
we were going home - back to Kieve - but 
also because we were heading to Big G’s 
sandwich shop as a reward for finishing 
a sunny and sweet trip that was nothing 
short of rad. 

We left Pelletier’s Campground at 
around 8:�0 and began our 7-hour drive 
home. We stopped at Big G’s about five 
hours into the drive, and left with our 
bellies stuffed more than ever before. 
Ending the trip on August � was a bitter 
day because these trips give us so much 
perspective on mankind’s inherent 
connection to the natural world, and 
how, in an ever-evolving world filled 
with more and more technology and 
modernization, that connection is being 
weakened constantly, except for when 
we stay for extended periods of times in 
the woods. 

We spent the remainder of the day 
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at Southover, before heading over to 
Westcott to speak to the Junior Kieve crew 
at their bonfire. The boys all got to speak 
their minds in terms of what Kieve means 
to them, and Lexi and I strongly believe 
that all ten kids spoke with wisdom and 
couldn’t have been better examples for 
the future leaders of Kieve. That said, job 
well done boys, and I sincerely hope that 
all of you come back for Long Voyage 
and all the valuable experiences that trip 
will provide you with. Thanks for a great 
trip!!  -Eli Campbell, HBC

 Lexi Kemp, JC

Allagash II – The Allagash Waterway
July 25th

The men of Allagash II arose during 
the early hours of the morning at camp 
and energetically packed the trailer 
in preparation for our long-awaited 
excursion. We managed to hit the road at 
6:�� a.m. and were on the river by noon. 
It was a glorious feeling to see the van 
pull away and the last boat to leave the 
launch at Hannibal’s Crossing off of the 
Golden Road. The boys were full of life 
and could not wait to get into the swing 
of things. 

We arrived to our first campsite at �:�0 
as Long Voyage II (an older cabin) was 
arriving at Big Island, which was the 
preferred site of the two. We quickly set 
up camp, had cold cut sandwiches, and 
then spent some time joking with the 
cabin across the river as well as got hit 
with a light sprinkle that did not last long. 
After a few hours passed, we decided to 
cook up some cheesesteaks and head to 
bed, for the Mud Pond portage awaited 
us the next day.
July 26th

We woke up at about 6 a.m., about the 
same time as the guys across the river and 
immediately started to take down camp 
while James and I cooked up some bacon, 
egg and cheeses. We had a tough paddle 
out of the river and into Chesuncook Lake 
towards Longley Stream. We stopped at a 
nice beach at the end of Chesuncook to 
have a snack and mentally prepare for 
what awaited us on the other side, Mud 
Pond. We then headed up the stream 
and had a challenging paddle/ carry up 
the very low waters. We came out on 

the other side to incredible headwinds 
on Umbazooksus Lake but luckily the 
paddle was not long until we hugged 
the shore and found the start of the Mud 
Pond portage trail. 

We immediately got to it and carried 
boats and gear a few hundred yards to 
our campsite, a rather unpleasant and 
buggy one, and had lunch. The boys 
then took a moment of preparation and 
hoisted boats onto their shoulders and 
with that, we were off onto one of the 
most challenging endeavors of our lives. 
The boys absolutely crushed the portage 
in less than � hours, carrying boats 
through about �.7 miles of un-kept trail 
where the mud was waist deep at points. 
Ethan even soloed the portage, which 
was an outstanding feat that doesn’t 
happen very often on the camper end of 
the spectrum. Miles spotted Ethan the 
entire time and was a great team player. 
After we were all back at the campsite, 
we all took a nice swim and had bacon-
chicken patty-cheeseburgers.
July 27th

We woke up and had breakfast quickly 
and then finished the second half of 
the portage in what felt like no time at 
all. We then paddled out of Mud Pond 
and spent a while looking for the outlet 
stream. It turned out that it was so hard 
to find because it was no longer a stream 
and more like dry rocky path due to lack 
of snow and rain in the seasons before. 
It was about a half mile to the end and 
the men of Gash II gritted our teeth 
and unloaded gear for another portage 
of somewhat similar difficulty to Mud 
Pond. 

We finally finished and realized we 
still had a 7-mile paddle to our site and 
it was already �:�0. So we paddled to a 
beach across the lake and had lunch and 
then hustled a little over � miles in less 
than � hours. It was a great feeling to 
finally be at our site and George and Ben 
went for a nice swim across the narrow 
point in the lake. Finn and Giovanni 
caught some fish, too! We then enjoyed 
some chicken and bacon Dank before 
retiring for the night.
July 28th

We had a rather lazy morning at the 
Boy Scout site for our resupply was 
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less than half a mile down the lake and 
scheduled for �0 a.m., which made it 
nice and relaxed. We were right on time 
at Chamberlain Bridge but unfortunately 
the truck had broken down not far from 
us, which delayed us just about 4 hours. 
It also didn’t help that it was pouring on 
and off for the whole day which made 
our wait rather unpleasant. 

Once finally hitting the water again 
at � p.m., we were met with the worst 
weather of the day. The head winds we 
faced coming back up Chamberlain Lake 
were so bad that they doubled the time 
it took us to do that same paddle from 
the day prior, though Graham and Jack’s 
boat was unstoppable in the weather and 
was leading the group the entire time. 
We got to Gravel Beach, skipped rocks, 
ate dinner, and watched the stars for 
we knew only the worst was behind us 
and it was clear skies from there on out, 
literally.
July 29th

The boys were woken up at �:�0 a.m. 
to get a head start on the longest day of 
the trip. Over �� miles awaited us and 
if even the slightest head winds picked 
up, it would have made our day much 
harder. Luckily we got a weather report 
the night before on our DeLorme inReach 
device so we knew weather was looking 
good. 

Though it was the longest day, we 
were able to be at the dam before 9 a.m. 
and carried the boats around. We then set 
out for Pump Handle site and were able 
to reach it by noon, which was incredible 
time to make. We had glassy water the 
entire day and knew it was a blessing 
from the gods of the Allagash Waterway. 

Unfortunately for us, our planned site 
was full and we had to extend our paddle 
about a mile to a new site up the lake. 
This turned out to be a good thing for the 
site we ended up with, Ziegler, was one 
of the best on the trip. We enjoyed the 
long rest day and enjoyed some chicken, 
bacon and cheese sandwiches for dinner. 
We retired to bed after sitting around the 
fire and sharing stories with each other.
July 30th

We were very excited this morning 
because it was the day we were heading to 
Scofield Point, arguably the best site any 

Kieve trip uses, and it wasn’t far away. 
We had a lazier morning than usual and 
sent it on the lake at 8:�0 a.m. and were 
at our site by noon for the second day in 
a row, not bad at all. We unfortunately 
found that a group of �9 middle-aged 
adults had taken up a good portion of the 
site but we were determined to stay there 
and decided to do it anyway. Though 
loud and rambunctious, the group was 
friendly and quieted down at night. We 
enjoyed a long 7 hours of chilling and 
swimming and saw incredible stars that 
night. 
July 31st

The group from the night before 
redeemed themselves fully in the morning 
when they had too much breakfast and 
brought us pancakes, sausage patties, a 
pile of steak, and a load of snacks. It was 
a blessing and we filled up on as much 
as we could and saved the steak for our 
quesadillas that night. 

We then paddled to Long Lake Dam 
and had our gear driven around Chase 
Rapids by a ranger so we could run them 
dry. We then paddled to The Ledges, our 
campsite for the night, which was the 
coolest one by far. It had its own small 
rock mountain that the boys pitched 
tents on and hung hammocks around, 
which was Will’s favorite part about 
being at campsites. We enjoyed our 
dinner and were then chased to bed by 
the mosquitoes.
August 1st

This was a more average day of the trip 
for it was a decently long paddle to one 
of the smaller and more cramped sites of 
the trip, Cunliffe Island, though it didn’t 
get us down because we still got to relax 
and rest up in the afternoon, which is 
something these boys enjoy very much. 
They also managed to swim at every site 
and had a blast every time, they even 
started a rating system for the swimming 
spots as well as a system for rating 
outhouses of each site, which I found to 
be quite funny. We then made personal 
pepperoni pizzas for dinner and even got 
the approval of our new Italian camper, 
Giovanni, which was pretty cool.
August 2nd

We paddled to another island called 
Turk Island, which was a huge upgrade 
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from the day before. It was spacious, and 
covered in plush grass, which made tent 
sites great. We stuffed ourselves with 
bacon grilled cheeses for lunch and Dank 
for dinner, this time with pepperoni and 
bacon instead of chicken and bacon. Fun 
fact, we consumed about 800 pieces of 
bacon throughout the trip, which is a feat 
of its own. The boys deemed this one of 
the best swimming sites but that was 
because they hadn’t experienced the site 
we were heading to yet.
August 3rd

We woke up and paddled to the 
famous Allagash Falls site, which is the 
second longest portage of the trip, but on 
a nice trail so it was a breeze. Jesse was 
the MVP of this portage for the number of 
trips he took and how much gear he was 
able to carry at once. It was also great to 
see Jack, Miles, and Will try and succeed 
at soloing canoes. We swam at the base 
of the falls and stared in wonder at the 
size and power of the falls. Floating from 
the falls to the beach, which is about �00 
yards, was too much fun. 

We had a scare when we broke our last 
water pump and thought we had to boil 
water for the rest of the trip, which is 
not the best tasting option. But the boys 
worked together without us telling them 
to and Jack managed to fix the pump 
with a makeshift duct tape handle. The 
boys were joyous to have tasty water 
once more. 
August 4th

We woke up to our first rain since Day �, 
which is unheard of on trips. We packed 
up camp during a break in the rain and 
had hot granola with powdered milk. 
We even had the energy after taking our 
own gear to then carry the majority of the 
gear for a father and his two daughters 
who were camping next to us. We even 
portaged their ���-pound canoe for them 
because the dad couldn’t do it with his 
daughters. 

After feeling good about our nice deed 
of the day, we paddled to Allagash Village 
to find our first slice of civilization in 
two weeks. We set up camp in Evelyn’s 
Field and James and I went into town to 
buy the boys sodas. We suffered through 
our last meal of the trip, which was by 
far the worst. We attempted curry rice 

but ended up over-cooking it as well as 
under-seasoning it. We filled ourselves 
as much as possible with it and didn’t 
mind for we knew we had pizza waiting 
for us the next night.
August 5th

We had a late start to the day and 
embarked on our last paddle of the trip 
out of the Allagash River and into the 
St. John River. We arrived at Pelletier’s 
Campground and set up at our lavish 
grassy spot with covered picnic tables, a 
stack of wood, a water spigot, and even 
trash cans! The little things really do 
count when you’re in the woods. We only 
had soup planned for lunch that day but 
we decided to spoil the boys and bought 
bread and cheese at the local store for 
some grilled cheeses to go with our soup, 
the boys earned it! 

We then spent the rest of the day 
tossing Frisbees, playing cards, and 
awaiting Reid with our pizza dinner. The 
boys got pizza and mail when he arrived 
and we destroyed six pies and soda with 
no problem. We finished the trip with a 
massive fire and s’mores as well as a ton 
of laughter and joy.
August 6th

Reid arrived at 8 a.m. and we packed 
the gear up and left the trip with a feeling 
of accomplishment as well as sadness for 
we had to go back to the “real world”. 
We stopped at Chipotle in Bangor, ME 
and then arrived at camp where we were 
greeted with open arms and many smiles. 
All together, the trip was perfect and we 
could not have had a better time.

 Harry Ellsworth, HBC

Long Voyage I – The Long Voyage
July 22nd

Today marked day one of our eighteen-
day journey through the remote 
wilderness of central and northern Maine 
that will, by the end, have encompassed 
nearly �80 miles of paddling, hiking, and 
portaging. It didn’t take long for me to 
realize how close-knit of a cabin group 
this was – especially since most of them 
have been together for four to five years. 

We arrived at our campsite on 
Moosehead Lake in the afternoon and, 
after setting up a bombproof campsite, 
some of us joined Xander, Jack, and 
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Gonzalo in a workout in the rain. 
Xander’s lacrosse coach had sent him an 
itinerary of workouts to keep in shape 
for his lacrosse season, and several of us 
decided to join him. 

Following the pouring rain (and some 
thunder, too, which gave us reason to 
explain our lightening protocol to the 
campers as well) we were gifted with a 
beautiful double rainbow spanning over 
the entirety of the looming Mt. Kineo on 
the horizon. It was a good omen for the 
rest of our trip. 

We managed to start a campfire in 
the wet fire pit using a technique for 
fire starting that we taught the whole 
cabin. For dinner we had a classic 
– Philly cheese steaks. We ate until 
our bellies were full and then ate some 
more before starting what would be a 
tradition for every single night of the trip 
ahead: sharing a highlight, a lowlight, 
and another highlight of your day. A 
highlight-lowlight sandwich, if you will. 
This was an opportunity for everyone 
to have their voices heard and to share 
and reflect together on the memorable 
moments of each day. With great spirits 
and busy metabolisms, we lay our heads 
down early as we had a 4:�� AM wake-
up for our first day of paddling.
July 23rd 

Our first day of paddling had the 
potential of being a very long day 
– about fifteen miles of lake paddling 
on the largest enclosed lake in Maine. 
Moosehead is also notorious on Kieve 
trips for raging headwinds that can make 
the paddle quite grueling. We woke at 
4:�� AM so we could beat some of the 
headwinds and were on the lake taking 
our first strokes by �:�� AM. Joel and 
Leo had a fully inflated orca whale in 
their boat, which provided all of us with 
laughter any time we glanced at their 
boat. Lars had fashioned a flag pole out 
of wood to put his giant American flag 
and pirate flag on which would decorate 
the stern of his and Tyler’s canoe for the 
duration of the trip. 

A couple hours into our paddle, we 
were surprised to feel tailwinds behind 
us. We didn’t hesitate to unfurl our tarp 
and tie clove hitches to Andrew and 
Xander’s paddles (both sternmen) as we 

rafted up into one large row of connected 
canoes. The winds pulled us across a 
fairly large bay quickly and we were 
grateful to give our paddling muscles a 
bit of a break. It wasn’t until we could 
see our destination that the headwinds 
finally picked up, and the last hour of 
paddling proved to be tough, but not 
nearly tough enough to deter any of 
these boys, who would continue to prove 
over and over on this trip that they were 
capable, determined, and tough trippers. 
And a lot of fun to hang out with, too. 

We got to our beautiful campsite, 
Seboomook Point at �0 AM and had 
plenty of time to swim, relax, do yoga, 
and read in our hammocks. This campsite 
was particularly beautiful and gave us a 
view all the way back to the now distant 
Mt. Kineo. During the course of the day 
we enforced our Leave No Trace (LNT) 
principles, discussed appropriate group 
travel on lakes, and also set up something 
called a Z-drag at the campsite. The Z-
drag is a rope mechanism that is used 
to pull pinned boats out of rivers, and it 
gives the hauling end of the rope a �:� 
mechanical advantage. This gave us some 
pretty funny tug-of-war battles (which 
were impossible to win for whatever side 
had no mechanical advantage. 

For lunch we cooked up some cheesy 
tuna melts, heavily seasoned. Dinner was 
Jack’s favorite meal – double chicken 
patty, bacon, and ranch. With the NE 
carry (a �.� mile long portage) looming 
over us the next day, we got as much rest 
and relaxation as we could – we knew 
we’d need it.
July 24th 

Long Voyage is a very front-loaded 
trip when it comes to difficulty and 
challenge. Particularly days three and 
four. Today, day three, involved about a 
mile of lake paddling, a �.� mile portage, 
and then �� miles of river paddling before 
we could finally set up camp. This is no 
easy day, but the kids never complained 
and tackled the day with eagerness and 
smiles. 

As we approached the portage trail in a 
wedge formation of canoes, I gave my best 
rendition of the inspiring Independence 
Day speech by Bill Pullman in an 
attempt to get the kids pumped up. After 
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a quick stretch led by Chase, we started 
the challenge. We had to carry all seven 
of our boats �.� miles, then walk back to 
the start and take all of our wannigans, 
coolers, paddles, lifejackets, helmets, 
duffel bags, tents, and inflatable orcas. 
The whole process took about four 
hours, and the campers proved that even 
though they skipped Allagash and never 
did the infamous Mud Pond portage, that 
they could conquer long and difficult 
portages. 

With a blazing sun above us and blue 
sky spattered with fluffy white clouds 
(weather we would end up having for a 
majority of the trip) we hopped back into 
our canoes and paddled �� miles up the 
West Branch of the Penobscot. You would 
never have been able to tell that these 
boys had just gone through something 
so tough, as we laughed, splashed, and 
played the geography game on the river. 
We began a wildlife count today and 
noted six bald eagle sightings as well 
as a prolonged osprey sighting (it flew 
directly over a bright day moon, truly 
beautiful). 

When we arrived at our campsite, 
we began cooking a slightly disturbing 
amount of pasta (7.� lbs) which included 
absurd amounts of cheese, unhealthy 
amounts of bacon, and sautéed chicken. 
It was only the primal urge to devour 
as many calories as possible after such 
a grueling day that prevented us from 
being sickened by the frantic snarfing 
of food by our cabinmates. JT, Leo, and 
Xander all had at least four bowls and it 
wasn’t long after dinner that we all lay in 
our tents, barely able to move. Filled with 
pride after crushing such a challenging 
day, we did our best to rest as we knew 
the next day would prove to be just as 
difficult, if not more.
July 25th 

We packed up our campsite early and 
prepared for what would end up being 
our longest, most difficult day (but the 
most rewarding as well). We paddled 
briefly on the West Branch until it opened 
up into Chesuncook Lake, where we took 
a turn onto a seemingly endless and long 
body of water called Black Pond. This 
was our longest paddling day to date, 
and we came up with several ways to 

pass the time. This included a nearly two 
and a half hour edition of the geography 
game (name a city, country, or landmark 
and the next person has to name one 
that begins with the last letter of the 
previously named location). JT, Gonzalo, 
Xander, Lars, Jack, Christian, and several 
others demonstrated a pretty astounding 
arsenal of geographical knowledge. 

When we got to the end of Black Pond 
and turned upstream to where we would 
hop out of our canoes and drag them two 
miles upstream to our campsite, we had 
the first of what I consider to be the two 
best moose sightings I’ve ever had in 
my life. A large cow and her calf were 
half submerged in a marshy pool and 
we crept up silently and slowly until we 
were about �0 yards away, at which point 
the mother had had enough. She stood 
up and led the calf to a land mass in the 
middle of the river, displaying her true 
size, and with grace and ease, cantered 
across the entire river until they took 
shelter in the dense tree line on the shore 
of the Caucomgomoc Stream. 

We began what we call the Horse Races 
(pulling our boats two miles upstream) 
around � PM and it was most definitely a 
unique challenge. Nearing the end of the 
Horse Races, we came across a portage 
trail or a small waterfall. The water was 
low enough that we were able to avoid 
the mile-long portage and we pulled our 
boats up a raging and winding waterfall. 
It was an epic moment and one of the 
most memorable moments of the trip. 

We feasted on rice, beans, summer 
sausage, chicken, onions, and cheese for 
dinner and rewarded the campers with 
s’mores as well. It was Leo’s (who is from 
Italy) first introduction to s’mores and 
I’ve never seen someone’s eyes get so 
big when taking a first bite of something. 
With arguably the two most difficult days 
behind us, we got some well deserved rest 
and prepared for an easy paddle the next 
day through a beautiful area nicknamed 
the ‘Elephant Graveyard’.
July 26th 

With only a six-mile paddle today, 
we were able to have a much needed 
leisurely morning with Frisbee, M&M 
pancakes, and swimming before we set 
out. Most of the paddle today was through 
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a winding maze of dead trees and marsh 
– an area that was in the flood plane 
when the dam was constructed and had 
since become a graveyard for trees and 
animals alike. From the death and decay, 
a new bustling ecosystem was emerging 
and we paddled through the entirety of 
the labyrinth in awed silence. We saw a 
baby duck learning to fly, hundreds of 
geese, and gnarled old trees dotting the 
shore as we paddled. 

We got to our campsite early and had 
another remarkably beautiful afternoon. 
We had a photo shoot with the American 
flag and spent some time skipping rocks 
and relaxing. 

Near dusk, after our double bacon 
cheeseburger dinner, Lars, Max, Leo, 
Andrew and I were about �00 yards away 
from the campsite skipping rocks when 
a bull moose emerged from the woods, 
noted us, and continued into our line of 
sight to feed. Over the course of nearly 40 
minutes, we played red light green light 
with the moose and approached like cats 
of prey on our hands and knees in knee 
high grass until we were about �0 yards 
from the moose. We remained there for 
�0 minutes and watched this majestic 
and bizarrely gigantic creature feast on 
tubers. It was the longest and closest 
moose sighting I’ve ever had and it was a 
humbling and exhilarating experience. 

We returned to the campsite and as 
it got dark were greeted with one of the 
most incredible starscapes. The Milky 
Way was fully visible and the sky was 
painted with dozens of shooting stars, 
one of the most breathtakingly beautiful 
days on the trip.
July 27th 

All we had on the itinerary today was a 
resupply followed by a one-mile portage 
into one of the most pristine and wild 
areas of our trip: Allagash Lake. Since no 
motors are allowed within a mile of the 
lake, Hackett (our resupply driver) drove 
us to a gate about a mile from the lake and 
we began our portage. Having received 
freshly filled coolers, wannigans, and 
lots of mail, our loads were heavy, but 
the boys’ portaging skills only improved 
with each portage. 

As we cooked dinner, a red fox 
wandered boldly into our campsite 

and plagued us for a few hours. Lars 
and I paddled over to the unoccupied 
ranger station and left a note and then 
returned to our campsite and began 
ultra-bombproofing our campsite. 
Bombproofing a campsite is making 
it look organized, clean, and packed 
up. No stray shoes, or open wannigans 
or boundary bags. We did this so the 
fox wouldn’t take any of our clothes or 
food, and because it is good camping 
etiquette. The afternoon was filled with 
fun on the calm, beautiful lake and more 
Philly cheesesteaks. We had a sunrise 
hike of nearby Allagash Mountain the 
next morning and so went to bed early, 
hoping that the fox would leave us alone 
throughout the night (which it did).
July 28th 

Today would end up being many of 
the campers’ most favorite day and it 
started with a �:�0 AM wake up. We 
awoke in the dark and ate a quick snack 
before marching with our headlamps up 
the mile-long Allagash Mountain hike. 
The top of Allagash Mountain provides 
perhaps the most spectacular view on 
the entire trip. It allows us to see all the 
way back to Mt. Kineo where we started, 
and then allows us to see most of the trip 
ahead of us and Katahdin in the distance. 
With the sky painted a deep red, we took 
in the pristine wilderness around us and 
noted the lack of any signs of civilization 
in any direction – we were really way 
out here in the wild. 

With the sunrise hike etched into our 
memories, we hiked back down and 
returned to our campsite. Landon and 
Gonzalo decided to read in the quiet 
calm beauty of the early morning only to 
be disrupted by the fox who was nearly 
three feet away from Landon before he 
looked up and noticed it. 

We woke up several hours later, made 
breakfast sandwiches and then paddled 
across the lake to the ice caves. At the ice 
caves we tunneled into the cold, dark, 
tight spaces and several of us did our best 
to overcome our fears. The remainder of 
our day included a paddle across the rest 
of Allagash Lake, and our first encounter 
with rapids before our final destination – 
the beautiful Little Allagash Falls. We had 
tailwinds when finishing our crossing of 
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Allagash Lake and sailed for nearly an 
hour before reaching the rapids. 

At our campsite, complete with 
several cascading waterfalls, we played 
Frisbee, swam, and devoured our baked 
goods given to us on our resupply. We 
had tent groups perform skits to award 
the remaining brownies and Jack, Leo, 
and Xander provided us with guttural 
laughter. We fell asleep to the thrum 
of the nearby waterfall and rested for 
another long lake paddling day across 
Lake Chamberlain.
July 29th 

We woke up early with a daunting 
day of lake paddling ahead of us – the 
entirety of the long Lake Chamberlain. 
After a brief set of technical rapids before 
the lake, we began the grueling paddle. 
The kids proved themselves to be very 
competent paddlers today and Lake 
Chamberlain gifted us with incredibly 
calm waters. 

It took us about six hours of heavy 
paddling to reach our campsite at 
the end of the lake. The boys set up a 
very bombproof campsite and began 
the relaxation phase of the day with 
hammocks, Frisbee, and swimming. A 
Wavus cabin arrived at a campsite across 
the river later at night and provided 
the boys with some fun as we yelled 
across the lake to them and shared some 
laughs. Much to the chagrin of some of 
the boys, we gave the Wavus cabin our 
hot chocolate as they had had a long 
and difficult day. Jack, JT, and Xander 
paddled over to them to politely give 
them the treats. We rewarded ourselves 
with another 7.� lb pasta dinner and 
looked ahead to our second to last day of 
lake paddling.
July 30th 

We said goodbye to the Wavus cabin 
in the morning and then picked up a 
registered Maine Guide named Dave at 
Chamberlain Bridge and picked his brain 
with loads of questions about camping 
skills, paddling skills, and hunting. He 
would be with us as an additional guide 
during the entirety of Webster Brook. We 
paddled through Telos Lake and arrived 
at the Telos Dam where we scouted our 
first set of particularly challenging and 
technical rapids. We picked out our lines 

as bowmen and sternmen spoke together 
and then began the rapids that were an 
absolute blast. 

As we were a group of ��, we were an 
oversized group in Baxter State Park and 
had to split up between two campsites. 
I stayed with Leo, Xander, and Jack 
halfway down Webster Lake, and the rest 
of the group stayed at Webster Outlet, at 
the far end of the lake. All of the boys 
and counselors at the end of the lake 
paddled over to us for a flame-broiled 
pizza dinner and our nightly sharing of 
our highlights and lowlights around the 
campfire. Joel provided us all with side 
splitting laughter with his eerily accurate 
Smeagol voice. Tomorrow would be the 
most challenging rapids on any Kieve 
trip – Webster Brook.
July 31st 

Webster Brook day. Webster Brook 
is one of the most remote, and most 
challenging rivers to canoe in all of 
Maine. With our guide Dave leading the 
way we maneuvered our way through 
several sets of difficult rapids in low 
water (making them more technical) 
before we arrived at our first major rapid 
of the day: Indian Carry. 

Indian Carry begins with what our 
guide called ‘the doorway’, a spot on 
the river where towering gorge walls 
constrict the river to a mere ten feet 
wide, which in turn propels the water 
through that spot at a high velocity. The 
doorway shoots you quickly into the first 
of several large ledge drops with high 
potentials to flip you, so you have little 
time to decide your line and begin your 
paddling maneuver. Dave went first, 
followed by me and Jack, and we made 
it successfully before pulling off into 
an eddy and setting up our safety area 
with throw ropes. Each and every boat 
made it through Indian Carry, including 
Xander and Max, who managed to do a 
�60-degree spin through the doorway 
and still hit their line perfectly. It was a 
definite moment of pride. 

With six more sets of intense rapids 
all in a row ahead of Indian Carry, there 
was lots of scouting, screaming, and wild 
laughter. On the second to last rapid, 
me, Jack, Chase, and Landon all flipped, 
but everyone else made it through the 
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day unscathed. We also had a portage 
around a huge waterfall called Grand 
Pitch (the first of two of that name) 
and the boys did an amazing job. Their 
portaging skills were improving by leaps 
and bounds. It is truly an amazing thing 
that these boys did on this day. There are 
very few kids this age doing these types 
of rapids in canoes and the fact that no 
camper boats flipped is a testament to 
their quick learning of paddling skills 
and their ability to communicate well 
with one another. 

We had another night in Baxter State 
Park and once again had to separate at 
night. I hiked 0.6 miles with Tyler, JT, and 
Gonzalo to our campsite that was infested 
with ants and resulted in Gonzalo, JT, 
and Tyler mercilessly clearing their tent 
of ants for nearly an hour as I lay in my 
ant-free tent laughing at their narration of 
the brutal extermination. Nothing could 
bring these boys’ spirits down.
August 1st 

Today was our final day of lake 
paddling, and what a beautiful lake to 
finish on – Grand Lake Matagamon. This 
lake is scattered with dozens of islands 
with rocky cliffs and isolated trees. 
Tyler, Jack, Lars, and I spent a long time 
talking about Philadelphia sports – one 
of Tyler’s favorite talking points (as well 
as the prestigious main line). 

When we arrived at the end of the 
lake we were greeted with a beautiful 
sheer-faced cliff mountain called Horse 
Mountain before we began a small 
portage around the Matagamon Dam. 
We got to the Matagamon Wilderness 
campsite with eager anticipation for the 
next day – our guided fly-fishing day 
complete with three meals provided by 
the fantastic campsite owners. 

Before the darkness of night came, Leo, 
Chase, JT, Gonzalo, and Xander went 
for a jog and everyone was impressed 
with Leo’s endurance and speed. It was 
an absolute delight to have a potable 
waterspout where we had access to 
fresh, filtered, cold water with the turn 
of a knob. It was also a bit unsettling to 
see ourselves in mirrors for the first time 
in over a week. We shared our nightly 
highlight-lowlight sandwiches and then 
went to bed excited for the day to come.

August 2nd 
Fly-fishing day! We woke up today 

and were given a bottomless pancake 
breakfast, with bacon, sausage, coffee, 
and hot chocolate. Following a very 
satisfying breakfast, we were given an 
informative tutorial on the basics of fly-
fishing and got to take some practice 
casts after assembling our rods and tying 
our own flies on. 

We practiced all morning and then 
had some delicious Italians for lunch 
before we split up into groups and went 
to five separate fishing spots. I went 
with Joel, Landon, Andrew, and Leo to 
a picturesque pond in Baxter State Park 
where we didn’t catch many fish. The 
rest of the boys who went to stream spots 
caught dozens of fish and made up for 
our lack of catches. 

After fishing all day, we returned 
to a lavish steak and potatoes dinner 
followed by an ice cream sundae, which 
literally made JT weep tears of joy. With 
full stomachs and content minds we 
slept incredibly well the night before we 
started our journey down the East Branch 
of the Penobscot River. This was also a 
resupply day so we got fully restocked 
with all of our food. 
August 3rd 

Today was our first day on the East 
Branch of the Penobscot River, which, by 
the end of the week, had given us nearly 
�0 bald eagle sightings, several osprey 
sightings, and a golden eagle sighting. 
We had a set of rapids called Stair Falls, 
a set of about 6-7 ledge drops in a row. 
We scouted it, then sent it. 

When we arrived at our first of two 
and half portages of the day, we ran into 
another group of older trippers and we 
showed them just how well we could 
portage. We quickly ate lunch after our 
first portage around Haskell Rock and 
then scouted the first set of rapids between 
Haskell Rock and our next portage – Pond 
Pitch. They were definitely challenging, 
but having conquered Webster Brook, 
nothing fazed these boys. We crushed 
out the next portage at Pond Pitch and 
paddled the remaining ¾ of a mile to 
our final campsite for the day – Grand 
Pitch. A gigantic waterfall hummed as 
Lars and Leo fished, and we shared our 
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nightly highs and lows before preparing 
for our final day of portaging. We feasted 
on Philly cheesesteaks for the last time 
on the trip.
August 4th 

Today we finished our last portage 
around the infamous Hulling Machine 
rapid. The kids did a fantastic job on this 
last portage and finished the challenge 
very strongly. 

After completing our final portage of 
the trip, we paddled through a beautiful 
stretch of the East Branch that almost 
looks like a stretch of African River. We 
drifted slowly through the last couple of 
miles to our campsite at which we found 
a family camping. Luckily, there was a 
nearby campsite not far and we just had 
to carry our gear about an eighth of a mile 
to our site. We all shared a quiet moment 
looking at the nearby Deasey Mountain 
in the setting sun and then returned to 
camp where we made chicken crunch 
wrap supremes. Christian, Leo, and 
Chase were fantastic burrito rollers.
August 5th 

Today we had another hike and this 
one was about eight miles there and back 
and proved to be much more challenging 
than the Allagash Mountain hike – but 
the view was worth it. Upon reaching 
the summit of Deasey Mountain we 
had a nearly �60-degree view of the 
surrounding lands, including the grand 
Katahdin in the distance. Xander had 
hiked up with the American flag and it 
spurred another brief photo shoot before 
we began our descent. 

Along the way we stopped at an 
old broken down warden’s cabin and 
volunteered to help with an ongoing 
service project to bring unburnable trash 
down from the decrepit cabin. We filled 
two heavy trash bags filled with debris 
and loaded them into our boats to take 
them to our next campsite – Lunksoos. 

Lunksoos campsite is run by several 
of the people who have spurred the 
discussion on the creation of a new 
national park in Maine. It has a hand 
pumped cold water well and this was 
welcomed eagerly on such a hot and sunny 
day and such a long and straining hike. 
The paddle only took about 4� minutes 
and we were able to just drift and take 

it very slowly. The campsite managers 
at Lunksoos were very grateful that we 
hiked Deasey and brought down trash 
and rewarded us with marshmallows. 
Xander had the best hammer toss of a 
Frisbee that I’ve ever seen, and we shared 
scary stories all night until we finally 
decided to rest, for the next day was �� 
miles of paddling and the culminating 
rapid of our trip – Grindstone.
August 6th 

We hit the river early as we had a long 
day of river paddling ahead of us and two 
sets of challenging rapids – Whetstone 
and Grindstone. This day was full of 
bald eagle sightings and we followed an 
osprey downriver for several miles. After 
scouting and conquering the Whetstone 
rapid, we arrived at the Grindstone 
scouting area by noon after four and a 
half hours of steady river paddling and 
had a quick lunch before scouting our 
final difficult rapids. 

The water level was very low which 
made for a much more technically 
challenging run of the rapids. Every boat 
did a fantastic job and we got through 
the tangled maze of exposed rock and 
low water without a single flip, pin, or 
swamped boat. Right when we began the 
rapids, a light rain began to drizzle on 
us, the first rain since day one of the trip. 
This definitely made the moment that 
much more intense. The sense of pride 
and accomplishment was palpable in the 
campers who had remained upright in 
their canoes for the entire duration of the 
Long Voyage. 

Our campsite at night was an RV 
campsite and it was weird to be 
surrounded by other humans and by the 
sounds of generators and motors. We had 
a delectable feast of chili, rice, cheese, 
and bacon and began to comprehend 
that this long amazing trip would soon 
be coming to an end.
August 7th 

Today we woke up and had a leisurely 
morning until Andrew fell onto a fire 
pit while trying to load his boat and 
sliced his toe. We were all worried 
that he wouldn’t be able to return, but 
he demonstrated amazing toughness 
and bravery and returned from getting 
stitches just a few hours later. The entire 
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cabin was so relieved that he returned. 
We paddled our final �.7� miles from 

the RV campsite to our final take-out 
spot, where we quickly organized all 
our gear in anticipation for our pick-
up. While we waited, we played on a 
nearby playground and celebrated our 
accomplishments over the past �7 days. 

When Reid arrived to pick us up and 
transfer us to the whitewater-rafting 
campsite, we enjoyed listening to his 
DJing. We arrived at the whitewater 
campsite and played beach volleyball 
with a Wavus Long Voyage cabin who 
would be rafting with us the next day. 
We also enjoyed a very talented musical 
performance by Christian on the drums, 
piano, and guitar. At the nightly campfire 
we spent an extra long time sharing our 
highlights and lowlights as well as our 
three favorite moments from the entire 
trip. Many of the favorite moments 
involved just getting to know one another 
better and strengthening the bonds of 
friendship that they had already formed.
August 8th 

Whitewater-rafting day! We anticipated 
low water, but were lucky enough to be 
rafting just a couple of days after the dam 
above our rafting route had been released, 
which gave us an incredibly intense 
day of rafting. The flow of the river is 
very strong, almost to the point that the 
rafting company would have refused 
rafting the class � rapids on the river. We 
shared rafting boats with Wavus girls and 
had an absolute blast rafting some of the 
most difficult and scary rapids in east 
– including the fourth most technical 
commercially rafted rapid in the entire 
east coast – the Crib Works. Gonzalo and 
Joel nearly fell out while surfing a major 
rapid, but held on, and everyone else 
remained inside the boats as Andrew 
and Chase cheered us on from the shore. 

It was an incredible way to cap off the 
amazing, long, and sometimes strange 
journey we had been on for the past 
eighteen days. I feel so lucky to have 
had the chance to lead this trip and get 
to know these boys more and I have no 
doubt in my mind that each and every 
one of them will continue to grow into 
amazing adults with unbreakable bonds 
between them. Dave Berndtson, HBC

Long Voyage II – The Long Voyage
A storied journey such as Long Voyage 

is a defining and significant event in a 
Kieve boy’s life, it marks the transition 
from camper to tripper as well as the 
end of his paddling career. With the rise 
to this new title, the boys are regarded 
around camp as major role models for 
relishing in the wild and roughing it.

The Long Voyage trip is spent canoeing 
Maine’s most remote waterways. Over the 
course of the eighteen-day trip, the boys 
travel to Moosehead Lake, through the 
Northeast Carry, down the West Branch 
of the Penobscot River to Chesuncook 
Lake. After Chesuncook, we paddle 
up Black Pond, up Horserace rapids to 
Round Pond on Allagash Lake. The trip 
continues into Chamberlain Lake, across 
Telos Lake then down Webster Brook to 
Grand Lake Matagamon. From there, we 
paddle the East Branch of the Penobscot 
River, finally taking out near the town 
of Medway. The adventure’s capstone is 
a guided whitewater rafting trip down 
legendary West Branch of the Penobscot, 
where they encounter several class IV 
and V rapids. 
July 23rd

We loaded boats and gear into the 
trailer as we prepared to start our 
Voyage. The first day brought us far 
up into Northern Maine to Birches 
Campgrounds. This day is primarily 
reserved for traveling and settling in. We 
camped on the shore of Moosehead Lake, 
the sun blazed intensely until well into 
the evening. Cheesesteaks and a tour of 
the campground’s many sea planes were 
had by all before the following morning’s 
paddle. 

We had heard stories about the dangers 
of Moosehead Lake winds, so we were 
a bit tentative to realize that wind and 
clouds had picked up overnight. Keeping 
the unpredictable wind conditions in 
mind, we prepared for an early rise to 
ensure a successful day on the water. 
July 24th

We launched at 4:�� a.m. to keep 
Mother Nature’s surprises away, with the 
sun still behind the horizon, our initial 
paddle was spent in the mountain’s 
shadow. To our surprise, the wind never 
increased. In fact, it stayed relatively 
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July 26th
Our day started much too late for what 

lay ahead. Sore from the previous day’s 
challenges we rolled out of our tents at 7 
a.m. A luxury we would soon regret. The 
boys in their usual lackadaisical fashion 
took down camp while we prepared 
oatmeal. With Gash II gone and a pot 
of coffee later, Jack and I mustered the 
motivation to start the day. 

The river to Chesuncook Pond is a 
full of fun rips and crazy beautiful forest 
views. The paddle feels as if we crossed 
three different landscapes in one paddle. 
After crossing onto Chesuncook Lake the 
winds began to pick up, which delayed 
our push towards Black Pond. The wind 
subsided which gave us a small window 
to continue into the sheltered Black 
Pond Cove. The low water completely 
changed the landscapes making our maps 
somewhat useless. We had to navigate the 
old fashion way. After a quick detour, we 
lashed up to sail as an attempt to cover 
lost ground. 

Our paddle across Black Pond was spent 
battling against oppressive headwinds. 
After several hours we reached the 
beginning of Horse Race rapids. The sun 
was beginning to set as we ventured up 
the rapid, low water levels allowed for 
boats to be dragged with little resistance. 
Drew Marshall, Matteo Perper, Johnny 
Hollington, Nick Giandrea, and Eric 
Mehrberg rushed ahead of the group as 
three snacks waited for the first to finish. 
Meanwhile Will Sears, Mikey Kantor, 
Tim White, and Henry Holliday enjoyed 
the rapids taking their time swimming 
and messing around. 

The cabin’s spirit for adventure lasted 
late into the sun set as we continued 
dragging up the rapid. After an exhausting 
several hours we had completed the 
Horse Race Rapids. That night the boys 
stayed up late watching the stars from 
atop the dam. 
July 27th

Today we allotted ourselves a much-
needed sleep-in. No need to set an 
alarm as our paddle was only � miles. 
The majority of the day was spent in 
hammocks, face deep in a book. The 
boys played cards, caught frogs, and 
slept. Before packing up we sanitized 

calm as we headed north. Bam - that 
was the story of our morning. Two hours 
on glass and two hours in a mild head 
wind. 

We entered the larger section of 
Moosehead and head winds proved to be 
less of a challenge than we anticipated 
as they churned up small waves across. 
Our first challenge came when Will 
Sears, John Hollington, and Tim White 
capsized as mojo Tim decided to test his 
coordination and stand up in the boat. 
The three boys along with their gear 
were sent swimming in the middle of 
the lake - a great way to start. The paddle 
continued on as planned. 

We camped at the amazing Big 
Seboomook grounds, where we enjoyed 
a spectacular mountain view, our books, 
and stories of each other’s summer. 
July 25th

Early to bed, Early to rise. Our luck 
had not run out yet with the weather, 
as we rose with another sun, conditions 
were perfect for such a challenging day. 
With the sun at our backs, we finished 
off giant Moosehead Lake and arrived at 
the beginning of the Northeast Carry. 

Two bald eagles greeted us as we 
pulled into our �.�-mile portage to the 
west branch of the Penobscot. Gear was 
split up and each boy helped with a 
canoe. Some choosing to solo such as 
Nick Giandrea, while others broke into 
partners. The entire ordeal lasted five 
hours, light work for such a strong crew. 

After boats were loaded up, we began 
our paddle down the west branch. The 
river was slow flowing while the weather 
was hot, perfect conditions for our day 
of paddling. With Allagash II not far 
behind us, the boys kicked it into gear 
to claim legendary campsite Big Island. 
The campground overlooks the entire 
river, amazing. 

At camp, Will Sears and Drew Marshall 
went for a well-needed swim. While 
Nick Giandrea and Eric Mehrberg started 
a fire using a little thermite - talk about 
camping in style. For dinner, Jack Kenyon 
prepared some fire crunch raps, a meal 
enjoyed by all, even picky Matteo Perper 
came back for seconds. That night was 
spent in hammocks by the fire, enjoying 
some good reading and shared stories. 
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dishes and the stove which was littered 
with dead bugs from the night before. We 
departed the campsite around � p.m., 
with Johnny Hollington at the helm of 
navigation. 

After another detour several miles from 
the turn off, we were back on course for 
Round Pond. We paddled along a still, 
serene river covered in petrified trees. 
After we arrived at camp, we prepared 
for the next day’s resupply and enjoyed 
some really disappointing pizzas. 
July 28th

Our resupply crew was set to arrive 
around �� to drop off much-needed 
provisions, however, due to the truck 
breaking down they did not arrive until �. 
After much waiting, we were transported 
up a muddy road to our next portage to 
Allagash Lake. 

We arrived at our campsite on Allagash 
Lake around sunset. The cabin reveled 
in the landscape’s pristine beauty as we 
reflected on how extremely fortunate we 
were to be spending the summer amongst 
such amazing wilderness. 
July 29th

We rolled out of our tents around 4 
a.m. with grand aspirations to sunrise 
Allagash Mountain. We sprinted up a 
moderate one-and-a-half-mile hike to 
the top with plenty of time to spare. 
From the top of the mountain, one can 
see the start of our trip, Allagash Lake, 
Mount Katahdin, and many of the 
other surrounding mountains, it’s truly 
incredible. 

After an hour at the top taking turns 
climbing the fire station, we returned to 
our campsite, ready to hit the lake. Our 
next stop was the Ice Caves. We spent 
the rest of the morning exploring the 
caverns, campers pushed deep into the 
caves, which provided counselors much 
amusement. Lunch was grilled cheese 
and tomato soup, a great way to warm 
up after a day of spelunking. Finally, 
we pushed onto Allagash Rips. Several 
miles of fun rapids, boat pair Mikey and 
Matteo managed to navigate backward. 
We arrived at our site next to Allagash 
Falls and enjoyed Dank and a sunset. 
July 30th

We woke up early in preparation for 
a long paddle across Lake Chamberlain. 

The weather was perfect for a long day 
and the wind stayed at bay. Our paddle 
was slow while we hoped for some 
tailwinds allowing for an easy sail. With 
hopes to see Wavus at Gravel Beach, the 
boys began to paddle hard. 

When we arrived at the site for lunch, 
we were greeted by a Wavus Allagash 
group. The boys shared stories about 
the trip so far and enjoyed some fruit 
provided by the girls. Mikey and Matte,o 
who were dragging behind, made a great 
entrance onto the beach, which allowed 
for some shared laughs. That afternoon 
was spent at Boy Scout campsite. 
July 31st

We rolled out of our tents around 
8 a.m., eager to start the day and meet 
our guide for Webster Brook. We picked 
up guide Glen and proceeded down the 
lake. After arriving at the dam, gear was 
pulled and portaged due to low water 
levels. The rest of the day was spent 
paddling down Webster Lake. 

We set up camp at Webster Outlet as 
we could hear the mighty Webster Brook 
churning in the distance. The boys 
learned several camping tips from Glen 
the guide such as Mares Tales in the sky 
mean great weather, one should always 
wake up at � a.m., and cut down green 
to make sweet tarp set-ups. Glen was a 
wealth of inspiration and entertainment. 
That night we crushed burgers and 
coffee. 
August 1st

We woke up with Glen and the eagles 
at � a.m. sharp. An awesome fire warmed 
us up on a cool morning. We strapped 
gear down to boats and prepared to 
drop into the belly of the beast: Webster 
Brook. Low water made the technical 
rapids easy to maneuver, allowing us to 
enjoy each rip. After a quick scout down 
Indian Carry, the boys sent it with only 
Henry and Drew’s boat swamping. We 
finished off the rapids and made camp 
where we said goodbye to Glen. 
August 2nd

Today is a long day as we headed for 
the East Branch of the Penobscot to Grand 
Lake Matagamon. After an easy paddle, 
we arrived at Matagamon campground 
where we met up with LVI. We spent 
the day chilling with LVI and playing 
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basketball. For dinner we created a Kieve 
first pancake pizza, our Frankenstein 
monster turned out to be pretty good 
thanks to chef Matteo. 
August 3rd

Back to civilization, breakfast was 
enjoyed in the Matagamon dining room 
we enjoyed pancakes, bacon, sausages, 
and orange juice a meal for boy kings; 
porcelain toilets were a nice touch as 
well. 

After breakfast, we met with four local 
fly fish guides for a day filled with rip 
lipping. Almost every boy caught a trout 
although some did better than others, we 
blame the guides - naturally. For dinner, 
the boys wolfed down steaks the size of 
bear feet, potatoes, salad, and ice cream! 
We resupplied gear and got ready for the 
East Branch. 
August 4th

We woke up late and said goodbye 
to Matagamon and the boys of LVIII, 
setting out down the East Branch. The 
weather grew dark as thunder was heard 
in the distance; however, we did not let 
inclement weather slow us down. 

We fooled around before we arrived at 
our first of three portages around Haskell 
Rock, Pond Pitch, and Grand Pitch. The 
portages were easy for the boys. We 
arrived at our campsite above the Grand 
Pitch waterfall before a huge rainstorm 
blew in. After the rain passed we moved 
gear, caught a massive frog, and swam. 
We headed to bed full on our fresh catch 
and ready for what lay ahead. 
August 5th

After portaging the rest of Grand 
Pitch, we shredded a few more rapids 
before arriving at the infamous Hauling 
Machine, we continued to skirt this 
obstacle. Fortunately, we still had several 
fun rapids ahead such as Stair Falls. 

We arrived at Big Seboeis, that afternoon 
we waited out a quick rainstorm. The 
clouds parted and presented us with a 
wonderful little section of the river where 
we swam and set up some hammocks. 
August 6th

We woke up really pumped up to hit 
the trail on Daisy Mountain. The hike 
to the base of the mountain was spent 
bush whacking serious wilderness. After 
our machetes were dulled by the thick 

forest, we started our push to base camp. 
The sun was low on the horizon as we 
ascended the beastly mountain. The trail 
up was barren like humans had neglected 
the climb, the boys broke a great sweat 
laying rocks down while hiking up. Still 
dark we made it to the peak to watch the 
majestic sun peak up. The boys shouted 
a Bon De Le LE before decent. The three-
mile paddle to Luscious was spent under 
the stars. Once we arrived at the campsite 
we started an epic fire and roasted up 
some of our fresh catch as well as pasta. 
August 7th

We paddled down the river to our first 
set of rapids; Whetstone was a delightful 
little rip. Post Whetstone is a pretty low 
water paddle to Grindstone. The weather 
was amazing, the boys spent the day 
with their shirts off, taking in some of 
final sun’s rays of summer. 

Although Grindstone was dead low, 
we still managed to have an awesome 
time cutting around rocks. Mikey Kantor 
was stern for James Reimer and proved 
to amaze cabinmates as he navigated 
the whitewater like a pro. Unlike Mikey, 
Henry was crashed into several rocks 
as his vision was impaired by a pair of 
goggles he decided to wear. Our success 
down the rapids had the cabin on cloud 
nine as we pulled into trailer park 
campsite, Pine Grove. 
August 8th

The boys woke from their final sleep-
in and prepared for their final push in a 
canoe as campers. The winds were at our 
backs for the final paddle, several of the 
boys strapped the tent to their boats and 
sailed much of the way to our pick up. 
We landed on the beaches of Medway 
early to enjoy a semi-relaxing time in the 
sand. The boys polished off the last of 
our provisions and loaded the van that 
would bring us to our final site at New 
England Outdoors. The evening was 
spent fraternizing with the Long Voyage 
girls before our rafting adventure. 
August 9th

Our last day on a trip. We woke early 
to collect stokens riddled on the West 
Branch of the Penobscot, a river so 
incredibly sick its home to some of the 
largest rapids on the east coast. The 
boys split up and mounted rafts ready 
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to conquer the whitewater. That day we 
shredded several class �, 4, and � rapids, 
Mikey and Eric swam a class �. It was an 
amazing day on the river and a great way 
to end such a storied adventure. 

After rafting, we drove home, stopping 
for a Chipotle dinner. We arrived at camp 
just before flag, unpacked, reunited with 
friends, and took a shower. 

 Jack Kenyon, HBC
 James Reimer, JC 

Long Voyage III – The Long Voyage
July 24th

The boys awoke in camp, ready to leave 
for their �8-day expedition in the Maine 
woods. After breakfast at Pasquaney, 
they loaded up the vans, grabbed their 
boundary bags and we were off. 

After arriving at Moosehead Lake, the 
boys quickly set up camp and we enjoyed 
a bountiful meal of deli meat sandwiches. 
Thacher, Cole, Garret and Henry explored 
the area while Ethan and Hank relaxed in 
hammocks and Crazy Creeks. We enjoyed 
a warm fire and delicious Philly cheese 
steaks before heading to our tents, eager 
to start paddling in the morning. 
July 25th 

We awoke at � AM to insure that we 
would beat the fierce headwinds that 
frequently hit Moosehead Lake. The boys 
quickly took down camp and scarfed 
down bagels with cream cheese. The 
anticipation of beginning the trip gave 
us a needed boost of energy in the early 
morning and we made it onto the water 
an hour after waking up. 

As we paddled across the lake, we 
looked at the pink sky to the East and 
storm clouds to our West. We taught the 
boys about the different types of clouds 
and the weather that they inferred. They 
quickly identified the nimbostratus 
overhead and were able to see the rain 
falling in the distance. As we watched 
the storm from a distance, we were lucky 
enough to avoid it and remain dry for the 
entire day. 

We made it across the lake in just over 
� hours and arrived at Seboomook in 
time for lunch. We indulged on rocket 
fuel (sunbutter, jelly and honey with 
a Milky Way in the middle) and set up 
our hammocks next to the water with 

terrific views of the lake that we had 
just paddled. Jamie taught the boys a 
few useful knots for setting up the tarp 
and after Henry, Thacher and Garret had 
figured it out, they taught the rest of the 
boys and together they quickly set up a 
textbook worthy table shelter. 

As campers lounged in their hammocks, 
Hank got the group motivated for a swim 
and after wading into the water, Cole, 
Ethan and Henry were quick to join him. 
They raced in waist high water, making 
little progress as their feet slid out from 
under them on the slick rocks. After 
completing the true first day of the trip, 
we enjoyed double bacon cheeseburgers. 
We went to bed with the sun, knowing 
that we would want as much sleep as 
possible for the Northeast Carry in the 
morning. 
July 26th

Again, we awoke with the sun and 
quickly took down camp. In preparation 
for a hard days work we made sausage, 
egg and cheese breakfast sandwiches. 
With full stomachs we loaded up the 
boats and set off towards the Northeast 
Carry. 

As we paddled there, we came up with 
a plan to tackle the notorious portage 
and got psyched up to tackle one of the 
pinnacle challenges of both Kieve and 
Long Voyage. Once at the carry, we figured 
out exactly what each person would be 
responsible for and started our first trip 
with boats overhead. The boys persevered 
through the pain of a wooden yoke 
pressing into their shoulder blades. Step 
by step they became closer to completing 
the first and most challenging trip of the 
Northeast Carry. After �½ hours the boys 
had done it. �½ miles were behind them 
and all of the boats were across as well as 
half of the wanigans. 

The trip had its challenges, bugs, a 
waterlogged boat, Garret picking his 
scabs and Cole’s exploration of random 
roads, but that was behind us and after a 
quick celebration, we headed back to the 
beginning of the carry as a team with our 
heads high. We grabbed the remaining 
gear and started off again. At the general 
store we enjoyed the sweet nectar of the 
gods (Gatorade) and continued on our 
journey. The final wannigans proved to 
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have their difficulties but it was nothing 
that we couldn’t handle. Ethan and 
Henry took turns carrying one on their 
backs and Cole, Garret and Thacher took 
turns carrying the last wannigan between 
them. Hank was quick on his heels with 
the remaining personal bag and after � 
hours we were back on the water and 
continuing on our trip. 

After a mile on the river, nature repaid 
our hard work and as we turned a corner 
in the river we saw a moose in the middle 
of the river, feeding off the flora on the 
bottom. Headwinds made us invisible to 
the moose and we got closer and as we 
silently approached the moose, a bald 
eagle swooped down in front us off. The 
sheer magnificence and beauty of nature 
literally knocked Nick off of his seat. 
We managed to get within �0 feet of the 
moose before it looked our way and ran. 

The boys pushed on and we stopped 
for the day on a grassy site across from 
Big Island. We enjoyed a well-deserved 
dinner of chicken bacon ranch and went 
to bed knowing that we had completed 
one of the biggest challenges of the trip. 
July 27th 

After a challenging day �, we had all 
earned an easy day. We woke up at 7 AM 
and had a relaxed breakfast of Granola 
with Silk milk. We saw Wavus pass us as 
we were beginning to break down camp 
and knew that it would be a race to Black 
Pond. The competition fueled the cabin 
and we paddled hard to catch up with 
them. 

After a relatively short paddle we 
made it to Black Pond before Wavus and 
enjoyed the elevated site, beautiful view 
of the pond, and beach. We had a light 
lunch of snacks to hold us over before 
our feast that evening and played in the 
water. Nick and Ethan grabbed a boat 
and headed out to the middle of the lake 
in hopes of recreating the Pirates of the 
Caribbean scene under the boat. Their 
aquatic endeavors were contagious and 
the rest of the cabin grabbed a second 
boat and headed out into the water to 
play pirates. The boys flipped each other, 
jovial shouts echoing down Chesuncook 
Stream. 

Wavus wanted to join the fun and 
Garret and Thacher began ferrying them 

from their site adjacent to ours to a small 
island �0 feet off shore. Playing in the 
sun and water quickly worked up our 
appetite and we had a dinner of chili and 
rice. The huge amount of wood was so 
satisfying that we were all full for the rest 
of the day and ready for bed as the sun 
began to set. Nick and Jamie wanted to 
have a nature day the following morning 
so we went to sleep quickly. 
July 28th

Nick and Jamie awoke at �:�0 AM and 
took down camp in the dark. After the 
boats were loaded with all of the group 
gear, they woke up the campers and 
we quickly got into the boats. On the 
water by � AM, we each ate a few Nutri-
grain bars and set down the river with 
our headlamps on. After �0 minutes of 
paddling the sun rose enough to let us 
see the outlines of large mammals on the 
shoreline. When we got closer, we were 
able to see that they were all moose. 
In � hours we saw a family of otters 
and 8 moose, managing to get close to 
a couple, making sure to respect their 
space and not scare them off. Wildlife 
surrounded us and our early start was 
made worthwhile. 

We got to the Horse Races before 8 AM 
and started the second most challenging 
part of the trip. We maintained a strong 
pace and pushed our boats upstream, 
banging toes, slipping on rocks and 
occasionally falling chest deep in the 
water. When rain began to fall, the smiles 
on our faces widened and we embraced 
the showers. We trudged forward, 
embracing the hardship and letting 
the pain and difficulty fuel us. Not a 
complaint was spoken and when we 
made it to the small waterfall, we were 
presented with another challenge. 

We scouted the terrain in front of us 
and decided that we could pass the first 
of the falls if we gave the boats a push 
and paddled hard into the stream. In 
an excellent display of teamwork we 
successfully navigated the forceful water 
and portaged the boats around the largest 
part of the falls. As Nick and Jamie 
waited on the left side of the stream next 
to the portage trail, the campers pushed 
each boat off and paddled hard against 
the water’s flow. Henry and Garret went 
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first and quickly made it across. 
We repeated the process with the rest 

of the boats, smiles on our faces and 
thunderous yelling to keep energy high. 
We knew that we were conquering the 
difficult task put before us as a team and 
within �0 minutes we were past the falls 
and pushing up the last part of the Horse 
Races. We were all relieved with the end 
in sight and after moving the boats past 
the dam, we enjoyed a lunch of tuna on 
tortillas and spoonfuls of sunbutter. 

Once back on the water we made our 
way into Ciss Stream and navigated the 
low waters and complicated path through 
the dead trees. Ethan and Thacher showed 
the cabin that shortcuts don’t always 
work and the boys all learned a valuable 
life lesson. After finishing the elephant 
graveyard and moving past Round 
Pond, we were greeted at the Carry Trail 
campsite by LVII who was still waiting 
for their resupply to arrive. Friends 
caught up and traded stories about the 
adventures that were now behind us. The 
cabin then enjoyed a relaxed afternoon. 
Baker freaked out because the campers 
outsmarted him in Munchkin, Ethan, 
Hank and Henry had a good laugh. That 
night we enjoyed a big dinner of pasta 
alfredo and went to bed, eager for our 
letters and world news to arrive the next 
morning from our resupply. 
July 29th

With our resupply expected to arrive 
around �� AM, we were able to have a 
very relaxed morning. The boys made a 
massive amount of M&M pancakes as we 
enjoyed an easy morning. Our resupply 
arrived on schedule and the cabin 
poured over their mail and packages as 
the counselors caught up with Walter. 
After treats had been consumed and mail 
had been read, we loaded up the truck 
for the �-mile drive to the beginning 
of the portage trail into the Allagash 
Wilderness Waterway. 

After two trips all of our gear was at the 
beginning of the trail and we started the 
mile long trip to our campsite. Despite the 
heavy wannigans that follow a resupply, 
the boys dominated the resupply. Boats 
were across quickly and after each trip 
they quickly made their way back to help 
the rest of the cabin. Ethan took on the 

challenge of taking the water-logged boat 
and Henry moved swiftly with the final 
boat overhead. After the Northeast Carry 
this felt easy and the boys motivated each 
other and themselves to push through it. 
Thacher put the heaviest wannigan on 
his back and yelled his way through the 
challenge, moving it to the end of the 
portage on his own. 

After all of the wannigans were across 
Jamie went for a run with the loving 
support of a hardo chant from Cole and 
Garret. At the site the boys enjoyed the 
view of one of the most excluded areas 
in the country. With no motors allowed 
within a mile of the lake, we were solely 
surrounded by nature. After the portage 
we had a massive meal of cold cuts and a 
dinner of Phillies. We went to sleep under 
the stars and got ready to wake up at �:�0 
AM to sunrise Allagash Mountain. 
July 30th

At �0:�0 PM the counselors were woken 
up by the sound of something reselling 
around outside their tent. They sat up in 
their tent and listened, trying to figure 
out what it was. After a few minutes it 
was clear that they were dealing with a 
black bear. They started at a low volume 
and quickly began to raise their voices. 
“Heeeeeeey Bear” they repeatedly called 
out into the night. After a few minutes 
the boys, who were located �0 yards 
away, were unclear what was going 
on. They figured we were sleeptalking 
and thought that Nick and Jamie were 
saying “Heeeeey Boys”. They began 
to respond, “Heeeeeeeey Counselors”. 
This continued for some time, Nick and 
Jamie were happy that the boys were not 
alarmed and were making noise to scare 
off the bear. 

Thacher began telling a loud story 
about jelly beans to keep the volume 
high and the counselors got out of their 
tent to make sure that the magnificent 
beast was gone. �0 feet from Nick and 
Jamie’s tent sat a bear poop, reaffirming 
their belief that it had in fact been a bear. 
They moved their tent away from the 
group gear and next to the campers and 
got back in bed to get a few hours’ asleep 
before the morning adventure up the 
mountain. Having realized what had just 
taken place the boys were wide awake 
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and laughing about the incident. Howls 
of joy could be heard from the boys tents 
that slowly faded into whispers and 
silence. 

We awoke at �:�0 AM and, to their 
relief, the bear was still gone. With 
snacks, water bottles and layers in hand, 
the group ventured up the mountain. The 
short length of the trail was made up for 
in grade and the entire cabin had worked 
up a sweat by the time we reached the 
peak. We made it to the peak at 4 AM 
and we immediately knew that the trip 
had been well worth it. The view was 
astounding. We could see everything that 
we had paddled in the past few days and 
could see where we were headed. The 
boys took turns climbing the �0 ft. ladder 
to the fire tower to get an even better 
view of the surrounding area. 

We enjoyed Fig Newtons as we 
watched the sun slowly rise over the 
distant mountains. At �:�� AM the sky 
had transitioned from pink to a bright 
orange and the sun arose from behind 
the mountains, spreading light on the 
surrounding area. We embraced the 
beauty of the trail, Henry, Garret, and 
Hank sat next to each other on a rock, 
silent as they stared at the beauty of 
nature. In the tower Ethan, Thacher and 
Cole looked out of the windows, able to 
clearly make out all of the landmarks 
with the assistance of the sunlight. At 
�:4� AM we made our way down the 
mountain. 

Back at camp a few people took naps 
while Thacher, Hank and Garret prepared 
an amazing breakfast of sausage, egg and 
cheese sandwiches. After breakfast, we 
took down camp and headed out on the 
water towards Little Allagash Falls. 

After crossing Allagash Lake, the boys 
got their first taste of rapids on the way 
to Allagash Falls. Once at the campsite 
the boys portaged the boats to the bottom 
of the falls and ate a lunch of sunbutter 
and jelly. Afterwards the boys found 
hammock spots next to the falls. Nick 
and Ethan grabbed a fly fishing rod and 
tried their luck at the bottom of the falls 
and were able to catch a few chubs. 

After a day of relaxation, we had 
chicken bacon ranch for dinner and 
headed to bed. Garret and Thacher 

embraced the beauty of our location 
and decided to sleep in their hammocks 
under the tarp. 
July 31st

With Chamberlain Lake ahead of us, 
we got an early start on the day. With 
a quick breakfast of bagels and cream 
cheese, we left Little Allagash Falls. We 
enjoyed one small set of rapids before 
entering Chamberlain and set off down 
the lake. 

To our surprise, we went the entire 
day without any wind. The water of 
Chamberlain looked like glass. As we 
paddled, the sun was scorching over 
our heads. While we were hoping for 
tailwinds, we were thankful that we 
avoided headwinds. After a morning of 
strong paddling, we stopped on a small 
island to enjoy our pep and cheese under 
the shade of trees. 

Once we had rested up, we set back 
out onto the river to finish the last 
section of Chamberlain Lake. We arrived 
at our site just after noon and stayed at 
Thoroughfare since Wavus was camped 
across the lake. Hank, Nick and Jamie 
enjoyed a nice swim to cool off after the 
hot day, while the rest of the cabin set 
up their hammocks in the shade. Ethan 
and Hank relaxed by playing cards while 
Cole and Henry played Frisbee in the 
small stretch of grass. 

While the cooking crew prepared a 
dinner of double bacon cheeseburgers, 
the rest of the cabin hung out on the 
beach. While looking out over the water 
Nick noticed movement near our site and 
we all watched as a beaver emerged from 
the willows and walked into the water. 
Thacher and Cole watched the beaver 
from the beach as it swam around our 
site. 

After a delicious dinner, the boys 
gathered around the fire as Jamie read 
a section of Born to Run that discussed 
how humans evolved to be persistence 
hunters. The captivating story kept many 
by the fire, but as the sun went down the 
cabin trickled into their tents to rest after 
a long day’s work. The tall grass of the 
site provided a nice cushion under the 
tents and everyone enjoyed a long and 
deep sleep. 
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August 1st
We woke up at 7 AM to pick up our 

guide for Webster Brook and set out from 
the site after a quick granola breakfast. 
We met up with Dave just past our site 
and he joined us in his single canoe. 
Dave was a wealth of information and 
answered dozens of the boys’ questions 
about canoeing, geography and hunting. 

On our small lake paddle before 
Webster Stream we saw our first deer on 
the shore. After some light headwinds, 
we arrived at Webster Outlet, in Baxter, 
where we were staying for the night. The 
boys quickly set up the tarp and then 
their hammocks. With a few well-placed 
strong trees, the boys had hammocks 
hanging in every direction. While some 
napped in Hammock City, Hank, Ethan, 
Nick and Jamie played President and 
Ting La. 

We ate a lunch of tuna that the boys 
spiced up in a variety of ways and after a 
few hours of relaxing, we cooked up beef 
stew with rice. Jamie read the ending of 
Born to Run to the boys which Henry 
was incredibly captivated by. After the 
fire burned down and the sun had set we 
made our way to the tents. 
August 2nd

We woke up at �:�0 AM to get an early 
start and were shocked by how cold it 
was. We quickly ate some Pop Tarts and 
after warming up, we got in the boats to 
start the day’s paddle. With the help of 
Dave, Webster went incredibly smoothly. 
At the first set of rapids past the Telos 
Dam, the boys found their own routes 
down the river and got Dave’s feedback. 
He provided some minor suggestions but 
the boys did a great job of choosing their 
own paths and sticking to them. 

Henry and Garret discussed the first 
rapid and decided that they were ready 
to be to the first camper boat to head 
down the rapid. Jamie and Cole led the 
pack and one by one all five boats made 
it down the first set of rapids without 
incident. 

The boys continued to smoothly 
navigate down the river and after 
choosing to travel down the left side of 
the river around Log Jam, Jamie, Cole, 
Thacher and Ethan were lucky enough to 
see a deer and her calf jump across the 

stream. The boys tackled the river with 
ease and even though Thacher and Ethan 
went down the more difficult path on 
the final rapid, they managed to make 
it through without getting any water in 
their boat. 

By � PM we made it into our campsite 
and we enjoyed a lunch of sunbutter 
and jelly. After taking care of group gear, 
Ethan and Nick went fishing in the river 
and both managed to catch a few fish. 
In a heated game of Munchkin, Hank 
managed to take the victory, triumphing 
over Ethan, Jamie, Henry and Nick. Cole 
and Thacher discussed a complicated 
trade involving Milky Ways, Pop Tarts, 
and Fig Newtons which entertained the 
rest of the cabin. 

Sitting around the campfire and 
enjoying a dinner of pasta alfredo, we 
decided that we should put Ethan’s care 
package dice to use and that tomorrow 
should be a Dice Day. We went to asleep 
excited to roll on what time we would 
wake up the next day. 
August 3rd

Dice Day began at 6 AM with the Dice 
Gods deciding that we should sleep 
in. With a short day ahead of us it was 
immediately clear that the Dice Gods 
know all. We woke up at 8:�0 AM and 
had granola before making our way onto 
the water. 

Once on Matagamon Lake we decided 
we should try our hand at sailing despite 
the light winds and we set up a tent rain 
fly with the four boats held together. We 
slowly made our way down the lake as we 
prayed to Pablo and the gods of Colism 
for more wind. The gods occasionally 
answered our prayers with light gusts 
that encouraged us to keep going. 

Since we weren’t moving quickly, we 
rolled the dice to decide if we should 
continue and sure enough the dice 
decided we continue. On the calm water, 
the boys wanted to roll for who would 
wear a helmet for the rest of day. While 
the counselors were unsure about this, 
Henry assured them that we should 
and after a roll, he was the one who 
had to wear the brain bucket. The boys 
decided that Thacher needed �4-hour 
surveillance and after a roll, Hank was set 
to be Thacher’s babysitter for the day. 
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We continued our slow journey down 
the lake and after a roll decided that we 
should start paddling again, we began to 
make significant progress. With a third of 
our paddle left, we found some cliffs to 
jump off of to cool us off from the hot 
sun. We enjoyed a leisurely swim while 
Thacher took pictures on his film camera. 
We continued on our journey and the 
dice decided that Ethan had to jump into 
the water and that he had to switch to the 
bow of the boat and that Thacher should 
take the stern. 

We arrived at the Matagamon store by 
�:�0 PM and caught up with LVII, hearing 
all about fly fishing. The boys enjoyed 
sodas from the store and after a dinner 
of chili and rice we called it a night. The 
light patter of rain on our tents lulled us 
to sleep. 
August 4th

With a day of home cooked meals and 
fishing ahead of us, the boys were eager 
to get a start on the day. After stuffing 
ourselves with pancakes, bacon and 
sausage, we had an instructional lesson 
on fly fishing. After teaching us the 
basics, we ventured off in groups of two 
or three to different fishing spots. Within 
an hour everyone had caught at least one 
fish, Garret and Ethan catching more 
than they could keep track of. 

Taking a break from fishing, we 
received our resupply and got some time 
to read our mail as we ate sandwiches. 
Afterwards, we set back out with our 
guides in the hopes of catching brook 
trout. Our success continued, all of the 
boys caught upwards of five fish. 

After a hard day’s work of fishing under 
the hot sun, we feasted on steak, corn on 
the cob and potatoes. With full stomachs 
and rested minds we went to sleep ready 
to crush the final third of the trip. 
August 5th

In the morning we ate English muffins 
with jam and set out to tackle the three 
portages ahead of us. By this time we 
were portaging machines and the boys 
swiftly moved through all of them, 
knowing what gear each of them were 
responsible for. Ethan beasted all three, 
taking the water-logged boat and a lot of 
gear and Garret successfully completed 
his first solo portage. 

When we arrived at Grand Pitch the 
boys set up a hammock city next to the 
waterfall. We had a large lunch of cold 
cuts and after an afternoon of reading, 
cards, naps and fishing we had massive 
Phillies. With the temperature quickly 
dropping we got into our tents. Garret 
and Thacher chose to brave the bugs 
and cold and sleep outside leaving Hank 
the pleasure of enjoying the room of an 
entire tent. 
August 6th

When we awoke, we ate Pop Tarts 
and quickly moved the rest of the gear 
down to the end of Grand Pitch. After a 
few more small rapids, we arrived at the 
boys’ last portage of Kieve. They tackled 
the Hulling Machine trail with ease and 
were thrilled to be done with portaging. 
With storms chasing our tail, we picked 
up the pace, hoping that we wouldn’t 
have to rush to shore for a lightning drill. 
Just like all of our previous encounters 
with treacherous weather, we managed 
to just barely avoid it. 

We paddled through some light showers 
and stuffed down pep and cheese on the 
water to avoid stopping. When we got to 
the campsite, we were welcomed by LVII 
who were having a slow morning. The 
cabins caught up, Hank telling hilarious 
jokes to all the campers. 

Once LVII left, the boys started playing 
in the water. Thacher and Garret took 
a boat out and Cole quickly jumped in 
after them to try and flip them. Hank and 
Ethan grabbed another boat and joined 
the pursuit. As Henry watched from the 
shore, Thacher managed to flip Ethan and 
Hank in a strange turn of events. With 
huge smiles on their faces the boys got 
all the boats back to shore and reclined 
in their hammocks. We finished the day 
with double bacon cheeseburgers. 
August 7th

With a short day ahead of us we took 
our time getting ready in the morning. 
After delicious sausage, egg and cheese 
sandwich, we packed up all the gear and 
set off for the hike. It was a trap! Bugs 
were everywhere and as we walked 
down the path, we would swat away flies 
and mosquitos on the back of the guy in 
front of us. After a few miles the boys 
had had enough and Thacher and Garret 
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started running down the path in hopes 
of escaping the biting insects. 

Despite the conditions we continued 
on the path, hoping that as we got higher 
up the bugs would let up. Unfortunately 
this was not the case and after posing for 
a few pictures and Thacher recording a 
hilarious video, we headed back down 
the trail. 

Back at the site we had a lunch of 
rocket fuel before getting back on the 
water. The 4�-minute paddle flew by 
and we quickly got to Lunksoos. With 
light showers the cooking crew worked 
through the rain and after finishing their 
burritos under turned over canoes, we 
enjoyed hot chocolate before bed. 
August 8th

The Revenge of the Bowmen: After a 
few days of Gash paddling, the bowmen 
had enough and were ready to overthrow 
the sternsmen. Hank led the effort and 
tried to start a coup to the dismay of 
Baker. After a spat between the two and 
conflicting commands, Nick got into the 
water and pulled Hank out of the boat. 
The sight was hilarious and with Hank 
laughing in the water it was clear how 
close everyone on the trip had become. 

After wiping away tears of laughter, 
we continued down the river. Peace was 
fleeting and soon Cole decided to join 
the coup. After a lunch of granola and 
snacks, Cole and Jamie butted heads, 
ending with both of them in the water 
and a boat half filled with water. The 
boys cheered, watching from the comfort 
of their dry boats. 

Whetstone Rapid was a ton of fun for 
everyone and the boys were eager to head 
down Grindstone. At Grindstone the boys 
weaved between rocks on the low water 
and everyone managed to make it down 
without flipping or flooding their boats. 
The day had been a huge success, despite 
the small skirmishes and in the evening 
everyone laughed about the events of the 
day as they ate pasta alfredo. 
August 9th

With a late pickup and under four 
miles to paddle, we enjoyed a lazy 
morning with an obscene amount (96) of 
pancakes. The boys got in their boats and 
set off for their last paddle in a canoe on 
a Kieve trip. We reflected on how smooth 

and amazing the trip had been. Each of 
the boys had changed for the better and 
they were about to complete a massive 
achievement. 

When we got to the pickup, we 
unloaded the boats on the grass and 
set up a game of ultimate. As Thacher 
and Hank watched from the sideline, 
Ethan, Cole and Jamie faced off against 
Nick, Henry and Garret. We exhausted 
ourselves running back and forth on the 
grass of the field until our ride arrived. 

After loading up the trailer, we 
piled in the car to head to Northeast 
Outdoor Center. On the way we enjoyed 
munchkins from Dunkin Donuts and 
a light lunch of snacks. Once we set 
up camp, we enjoyed the amenities of 
NEOC, Garret, Jamie, Ethan and Cole 
played games of billiards while Nick, 
Hank, Henry, and Thacher played a 
heated game of monopoly. For dinner we 
had chili and rice and we slept with our 
rain flies off to see the stars on the clear 
night… ETHAN. 
August 10th

We ate Pop Tarts for breakfast and got 
on the bus to go whitewater rafting on 
the west branch of the Penobscot River. 
We found out the water was running 
incredibly high, ��00 CFS (the highest 
they can legally run it is �600 CFS). As 
we went down the first rapid, it was clear 
how massive the water was. After the 
first wave, Henry spilled out of the boat 
and had to swim all of Exterminator. The 
boys paddled through. The guide got a 
throw rope out and pulled Henry into the 
boat and, with no physical harm, he was 
quickly ready to tackle the rest of the river. 

The rest of the day was much more 
smooth. A small rock bumped Thacher 
out of the boat, but he quickly swam 
after us and got back in. River rice and 
steak filled our bellies halfway through 
the day and on the final stretch Nick and 
Garret got the chance to swim through a 
class four rapid. 

After loading up into the van, we 
were ready to head back to camp. We all 
stuffed our faces at Big G’s and shared 
funny stories about the last �8 days. We 
came back into with our heads held high, 
the men of Long Voyage had an amazing 
trip.  Jamie Drayton, HBC
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Maine Trails I
July 21st

Today we awoke at camp. It was an 
easy wake-up. We started packing tents 
until breakfast. After eating, we dispersed 
and recited the Brotherhood Preamble 
for the entire camp. It was very well put 
together. We got back, tried the packs 
out, and packed them once more full of 
the food, which we didn’t realize would 
be so heavy. We then hopped in the van 
and were off, Reid driving. We stopped 
at Walmart for the bathroom and some 
last minute supplies (and all-dressed 
chips, of course); finally, we sent it back 
through Maine logging roads to meet the 
trail. The path was hidden - we drove 
past it initially, having to turn around 
and scour the trees for an opening. 

We ate cold cuts, and morale was high. 
We strapped up, said goodbye to Reid, 
and began the first � miles of journey 
to our campsite. We took two breaks on 
the walk - I was out of water by the first 
one, realizing I would have to begin to 
learn to ration water. We landed at Pierce 
Pond lean-to by late afternoon. It was a 
very nice and serene area looking over 
a pond out over mountains. We chilled, 
ate Philly cheesesteaks, and had our first 
fire of the trip. All in all, it was a great 
first day. 
Walter J. “Bechamel Sauce” Geraghty III

July 22nd
Today Sam and I were woken up by 

the rain before anyone else was awake. 
Thus, we packed up our hammocks 
and our packs so we could be ready 
early. Soon after, everyone woke up and 
started packing while Sam and I make 
egg sammies. They were the bomb. 

We left around 9 to make it to the ferry 
by �0. It was a quick enough hike but 
towards the end, a thru-hiker misled us 
into believing that we were but 0.8 miles 
to the river crossing, It may well have 
been a hundred miles. It took about an 
hour to get across because there was only 
one canoe. From the ferry, our campsite 
was about six miles away. 

We stopped to eat cold cuts for lunch at 
about � PM. Once we got to the campsite, 
we went to our respective tenting areas 
and fell asleep for a couple of hours. The 
lake at the campsite was very beautiful 

and Trey was stressin’ that we didn’t 
have the camera. 

Kidder and Trey cooked bacon 
cheeseburgers for dinner and I think 
they really healed us from the day. We 
decided that an early bedtime would 
serve us well as we were to wake early 
the next morn. Getting used to hiking 
with the �0-pound packs has been the 
hardest mental and physical challenge 
so far. I’m optimistic that the boys will 
be full speed in the next couple of days 
though. To end the day, my tent enjoyed 
a little gorp party. 

 Harry “Watertree” Makovsky 
July 23rd

Today we woke up around 8 to Trey 
and Kidder, already fully energetic as 
they dragged us out of our tents. Niall, 
Sam, Chiller, and I were then sent to the 
“water party”, which basically means we 
fill up everyone’s water bottles. It was 
LIT! Talking about Chance the Rapper’s 
album and fillin’ water bottles - nothing 
better! We returned to a breakfast of 
bagels and cream cheese, and we were 
off! 

We had about a mile of very steep 
mountain to start. If I’m being honest, 
it was really tough, but reaching the 
summit brought an amazing view and 
sense of accomplishment. We had a 
quick “gorp” break and sent it down 
the mountain. After a few hours of toe-
banging and singing songs, we arrived at 
the campsite. We had a major chill sesh, 
cooked gado-gado, and went to bed with 
full stomachs and even fuller hearts. 

 Parker “Stingsrud” Swensrud
July 24th

At �:�0 AM, we were awoken by hushed 
shouts and our rain flys being rattled. 
Quickly we got to work, packing our gear 
with brevity of the swiftest kind, eager to 
hit the trail to the summit of Moxie Bald 
Mountain. We rolled out of camp like a 
well-oiled machine, our bodies quickly 
acclimating to the demanding ascent. 
We hiked through the darkness for some 
time, the only source of illumination 
being the lumens of our headlamps and 
a fading moon. As we rapidly “SENT IT” 
up the mountain, slowly but surely, the 
treeline began to thin. Eventually, not 
far from the summit, we consolidated 
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our group and pushed to the peak before 
the sun rose up above the horizon. The 
several-mile trek had taken us about an 
hour. 

As clouds passed us by and the 
cold winds at the peak ripped at us, 
we donned warmer clothing before 
indulging in BARST + P-TARTS. We sat 
for some time, watching as the sun broke 
the horizon, crimson wisps of morning 
light piercing the gray canvas of the sky. 
Shortly after, the cabin made a decision 
of great genius: the packs were opened, 
the pads rolled out, the sleeping bags 
unfurled and we lay there, drinking 
in the heat, beauty, and camaraderie. I 
would rank it among the top five feelings 
of my young life. 

After an hour, with full stomachs and 
warm hearts, the call was made to roll out. 
We made it down in just under an hour 
and briefly caught the Maine Trails group 
led by counselor Ryan Ford there. We 
enjoyed a lunch of tuna, lounged about 
and built a terrific fire complemented by 
hot chocolate. It was a damn fine day.

 Niall “Nonna” McDonald
July 25th

Today we awoke to the rattling of 
tent flaps as per the usual. That said, 
we still took our time packing up while 
Kidder boiled water for our meal. It was 
delicious oatmeal and I enjoyed the fact 
that we didn’t have to rush to clean up 
or roll out. 

After breakfast, we finished packing 
and briskly hiked for a good couple of 
hours before reaching our lunch spot at 
the trail’s third “impassible road” of the 
day. 

Following lunch, Kidder and I sang 
“Teenage Dirtbag.” We reached the site 
soon after and chilled for a while - Chiller, 
Brooks, Harry and I played ghost. Trey 
and Kidder made delicious OG fiesta rice 
with pepperoni. It was amazing. Now, off 
the dreamland. Graham “�g” Bennett
July 26th

We awoke on the slanted side of 
Horseshoe Canyon to Kidder’s wake-up 
call. It was humid and the tents were all 
touching, cramped on uneven ground. We 
packed up quickly and got on the trail; 
breakfast could wait til later. We walked 
for a fair amount of time, going up and 

down hills, ultimately gaining �00 feet of 
elevation. We passed roads and streams 
and eventually ate Barst P-Tarts at a bend 
in the trail about � miles from the Route 
�� resupply/rest day pickup destination. 

We continued on our way, one group 
drifting to the front. I heard a loud 
scream from up ahead - Parker was on 
the ground clutching various parts of 
his body. He had been following behind 
Sam and Brooks and had stepped on a 
hornet’s nest, which promptly began to 
sting him profusely (7 times). NevSob 
and Cali Crusher donned their buffs and, 
with bug spray in each hand, attempted 
to destroy their ranks to retrieve Parker’s 
pack, which was being swarmed. Dad got 
stung on the ol’ chin. Charlie took a can 
of bug spray and ran past it on the trail. 
With Parker staying behind, both dads 
and the rest of the group bushwhacked 
through the trees around the nest, and 
returned to the trail. Parker was calmed 
and given Benadryl, and we kept on 
walking. 

Finally we came across the highway 
and met Swanson with the van. We 
mucked hella gatorade and Jammed to 
Coloring Book as we cruised along to the 
motel. We split up the rooms: Harry Sam, 
Brooks, Charlie and I in one room, Niall, 
Big-Al, Walt, Graham, and Parker in the 
other, while the counselors shared a 
room. We lounged around, drank coffee, 
and caught up on some cartoons for a 
bit, before heading out to the Northeast 
Whitewater lodge for some dinner of 
chicken and steak, rice, and noodles. We 
packed back into the van and drove about 
an hour out to a remote lake in search of 
Meese. We were out for about 4� minutes 
and didn’t see a thing. 

Failed safari aside, we were happy to 
get back to the motel. The boys slipped 
back into the same activities when we 
got back. We spent most of the remainder 
of the evening under the stars - the piece 
of land that went straight up to the water 
offered a beautiful view of the heavens 
and we marveled at the clarity of it all. 
We all met up in the counselor’s room 
and had a grand old time conversing 
and hanging out, and then returned 
outside to watch shooting stars and the 
magical moonrise. Finally, after a long 
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and beautiful rest day, we shut our eyes, 
drifting into a well deserved sleep. 

 Henry “Chiller” McNeill
July 27th

I got up today on my own for the first 
time in a week. With Harry on my right, 
and three other on my left. Nevertheless, 
I was grateful for the mattress. Thought 
inconsistent, I knew I would soon 
miss water pressure, hot water, and air 
conditioning when we returned to the 
wilderness. Within twenty minutes, 
double-fisting cups of complimentary 
coffee. We proceeded to clean the room; 
it’s truly a mystery how ��-�0 minutes 
of horsing around and unpacking could 
generate enough of a mess to take the 
better part of an hour to clean. Eventually, 
we had the rooms in decent enough 
shape, and the �� of us packed into a van 
with all of our gear for the next leg of the 
trip loaded into our packs, which we had 
to cram onto our laps. 

Despite how hot the bumpy ride was, 
we rap-battled enough to work up an 
appetite. This was undermined by a 
pit-stop to buy Chiller a toothbrush, all 
the while the woman who was driving 
us was flirting with Trey and Kidder 
unrelentlessly. Soon enough we were 
eating bacon and eggs, and were brought 
right back to the trail in Monson - the 
beginning of the “�00 Mile Wilderness.” 
The hike was short in distance, but 
toughened by our freshly-stocked bags 
and full stomachs. The campsite sat atop 
a stream with cliffs on either side, sort of 
like the Palisades. Naturally, I pitched my 
hammock on the most sketchy perch and 
proceeded to take a nap until dinner. 

I cooked Philly cheesesteaks for the 
whole gang right as the sun went down. 
Currently we are drinking hot chocolate 
and everyone is arguing about the 
quality of Ben Stiller’s acting. Personally, 
I am not a fan, but I don’t want to start 
anything I can’t finish. 

 Sam “Figgy Pudding” Czaja
July 28th

This morning we woke up and made 
a deliciously moist batch of breakfast 
sandwiches with sausage, egg, and 
cheese. They were delicious and equally 
moist. I’m a fan. We began our day, 
separating our ��-mile day into three 

different 4-mile sections. 
The first of the three legs was a pretty 

flat start. The day began with everyone 
in high spirits; the campers singing and 
talking to one another. We arrived at the 
first stop, a nearly 60-ft high waterfall, 
for a quick snack break. The falls were 
absolutely breathtaking. The cliffs 
surrounding the falls were spilling with 
evergreen trees. It was a euphoric snack 
time. 

We began the second leg slightly more 
worn out, but still ready to seize the day. 
We pushed on until we reached a dried 
out stream that we used to refill our 
water bottles - HYDRATE OR DIEDRATE! 
The thundering that had been lingering 
over us all day instantly turned into a 
downpour. We experienced the first rain 
of the trip today; as we sat there at the 
base of our final ascent, it poured on 
us so hard that we decided to stop and 
set up our tents at the nearest possible 
clearing, just a few hundred feet up the 
trail. You could say the day made us feel 
IN-TENTS!!! HA! Get it? 

 Brooks “Is Gook” Biddle
July 29th

Today we woke up pretty late by the 
stream, near the base of Barren Mountain. 
To start our long, arduous path up the 
mountain, we would have to conquer 
the trail leading up to Barren Ledges. 
The steep path took us up �,000 feet in � 
mile - pretty groovy. After defeating that 
monster of a climb, we ate the breakfast 
of champs: Barst P-Tarts. We ate our 
delicious meal at the beautiful lookout 
at Barren Ledges, and continued to the 
summit with ease. 

We enjoyed the view and fire tower, 
and then descended to our campsite at 
Cloud Pond. To our dismay, a group of 
French-Canadian girls camp had taken 
the best tent spots, so we decided to chill 
by the lean-to. We ate a lunch of pep 
and cheese, and slowly watched with 
horror as our campsite was overtaken by 
passive-aggressive hippie thru-hikers, 
who brought with them a constant 
peculiar smell. For dinner, Trey and 
Kidder made pesto pasta, which was 
amazing. We settled in for the night, cozy 
amongst the vagrant hippies. 

 Charlie “Chawlie” Hansen 
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July 30th
We woke up after all the other groups 

that had taken over the campsite the 
night before had left. After an easy wake 
up and tasty breakfast of bagels with 
double cream cheese, we began to hike. 
We had four peaks to summit, adding up 
to about seven miles. 

First peak was steep and was even 
steeper coming down. We had to use 
our hands, lowering ourselves down 
rocks and trees. It was tough on the old 
knees. We climbed another easy peak, 
featuring another insane downhill and 
quickly made it up the third. We stopped 
to enjoy the view, which was good - but 
yesterday’s was better - and “enjoyed” a 
“delicious” meal of tuna. 

We had two miles left and Send (It) 
Team Six, otherwise known as the fast 
hikers among us, raced towards the 
campsite to secure a suitable spot. We 
got there, there was another group at the 
site and they had already taken the best 
spots and so we had to look for alternate 
accommodations. 

After a long day, we then had a “water 
party” prior to eating some incredible 
GATO GATO (peanut butter, soy sauce 
and pasta) for dinner. Stories we shared 
over food regarding the mistakes we’ve 
made at Kieve and we all had a hearty 
laugh. What a grand old day.

Andrew “Big Al” Clark A.K.A 
“The Camper Formerly Known as ‘Veg’” 
July 31st

Today we awoke later than usual, ready 
to SEND IT up Chairback Mountain. We 
then SENT IT up and then down the 
mountain again to some fresh water. We 
also got some trail magic at the river. We 
then hiked six additional miles. It was 
intense and I felt like passing out at times 
but we stopped for a well-deserved break 
at the bottom of the last mountain for 
some pep and cheese. 

We then SENT IT up the last mountain 
and reached the top with great speed, out 
of breath, of course. Dinner was terrific 
as OG fiesta rice always is, really. After 
dinner, we had a fine fire and hit the 
hay.
Walter J. “Bechamel Sauce” Geraghty III

August 1st
Today we woke up at Sidney Tappan 

campsite, high in the mountains. It is 
worth noting that a band of French girls 
woke us up quite rudely, in fact, yelling 
in French as they stomped through the 
site. Rising then with haste, we set off on 
the trail after a delicious meal of granola 
and pow mow. 

We had three peaks to crush and we 
did so with considerable ease, now used 
to the weight we each were made to carry 
by necessity. The peak of White Cap 
Mountain, towering at over �,700 feet, 
was incredible and from it we saw Mt. 
Katahdin, our ending mark. Gato Gato 
was served later that night for dinner. We 
were tired but the day had been a great 
one.  Graham “�g” Bennett
August 2nd

Today we woke up at a very reasonable 
time and made some dank bagels. We 
looked back at the French girls with tears 
in our baby blue eyes. We departed off 
to our resupply point. The five-mile trek 
was supposed to be quite easy and it 
was quite enjoyable but Little Boardman 
Mountain was a hassle to say the least. 

When we got to the resupply point, we 
learned that our driver was going to be a 
whopping two hours late. In any case, it 
was a good resupply, complete with treats 
and ample mail, including a great deal of 
clothing that the counselors had ordered 
on the trail from Boast and J. Crew. 
Packages from parents were plentiful 
and OJ and milk from camp were more 
than welcomed and quickly consumed. 
One of Kidder’s buddies even made us a 
cake! Conversely, Celeste let Trey down 
and no goodies were delivered from her. 

With full packs and bellies, we made 
the three-mile trek to our campsite. It was 
hard enough and when we arrived we 
made cold-cuts and swam in the beautiful 
river. We then had a lackadaisical time 
until dinner when cheesesteaks were 
made. We then went to bed happy and 
excited for the trail ahead.

 Charlie “Chawlie” Hansen
August 3rd

This morning, the cabin had never 
hated me more. We woke up late to 
an empty campsite, nothing standing 
between us and an easy day… except for 
breakfast, which usually isn’t a problem 
for us - however, cooking up corned beef 
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hash, and whatever we could find to wash 
it down, made me the antagonist of the 
morning. After the matter, everyone was 
fine. However, the hash made for plenty 
of excuses for why an 8-mile day without 
a single hill could be challenging. 

The first four miles took an hour, while 
the last four took just over two. Despite 
this, the cabin morale increased tenfold 
when we saw the campsite, and even 
more upon discovering the outhouse. 
We spent the evening swimming and 
setting up the ultimate hammock ladder 
that stood six hammocks high. That was 
fun until I was at the top and the others 
disassembled their hammocks below me 
- probably payback for the extra large 
portions of hash. 

 Sam “Figgy Pudding” Czaja
August 4th

9 AM - “IT’S TIME TO WAKE UP!” 
Christ. It was time to get up and there 
was nothing we could do to stop it. The 
�4 miles that lay ahead of us seemed 
like a cakewalk on the map, but when 
we actually got out on the trail, my legs 
wanted a divorce. We sent 4 miles to the 
first road where we mucked Barst for 
breakfast. Just 7 more miles til lunch at 
the second road. If that was 7 miles, I’m 
the President of the United States. 

We ate pep and cheese for lunch - what 
an incredible morale boost - and the boys 
were hype. We had a quick �-mile send 
to end the day at chipmunk jungle AKA 
Wadleigh Stream. We fought for hours 
to take control of the campsite, but the 
chipmunks won in the end. They got to 
my gorp and that’s just about the end 
of my life. I was thirsty for revenge all 
night. 

Kidder sauced up the dankest 
gado-gado for everyone; it was a real 
professional muck sesh. Everyone slept 
without rain tarps so we could get a peek 
of the stars through the trees. It was a very 
placid night. Can’t believe there are only 
a few more days on the trip. Speaking on 
behalf of the whole cabin, I think it’s fair 
to say that we all could stay out here and 
trip forever. 

 Harry “Watertree” Makovsky
August 5th

This morning we woke up to the sound 
of mini-nut monkeys; sweet nectar to 

my ears. A nice gingerly wake-up, we 
boiled up some water for a saucy pot of 
oatmeal. Everyone went for the apples 
and cinnamon, including me because I’m 
Da-Winna-Mon. The day began with a 
very unpleasant mile uphill, followed by 
an even more unpleasant mountain. The 
mountain has for decades been dubbed 
“pain-in-the-ass” mountain by Kievers 
because, well, it is. 

You could say it was a nice morning. 
We continued to hike 6 miles, followed 
by an amazing tuna lunch at the campsite. 
The whole cabin chilled out until dinner. 
We had a muckfest of pep and fiesta rice. 
I learned today that Harry has a lot of 
“daddies”: Walter, Parker, and the list 
goes on.  Brooks “Is Gook” Biddle
August 6th

Today we awoke to Kidder yelling 
“take down these tents in �0 minutes!” 
We packed up and all lined up our 
bowls for granola and pow-mow. I went 
down the line, putting an even amount 
of granola and powdered milk in each 
bowl. Then we SENT IT. 

The trail was pretty flat for the first 7.� 
miles or so and we stopped at Big Beaver 
Pond for a snack and a water party (Trey 
was not invited). We then SENT the next 
four miles across the Rainbow Ridges 
and finally got to the campsite. 

The Camper Formerly Known as “Veg” 
rolled in, like, 4� minutes after the rest 
of us and we quickly mucked some 
delicious tuna, much to his dismay. We 
had a ripping night, cooking and dank, 
cheesy quesadillas and swapping stories 
until bed.  Henry “Chiller” McNeill
August 7th

We woke up this morning with a 
cheery attitude. We all celebrated 
Brooks’ birthday with some incredible 
pancakes cooked by yours truly and 
Parker. Following a leisurely breakfast, 
we packed up and headed for Abol 
Bridge, passing the sign that marked the 
end of the Hundred Mile Wilderness in 
the process. 

The hike was not difficult and before 
we knew it we had reached the bridge, 
stocking up there on snacks and sodas. 
As we crossed the bridge we saw an 
incredible view of Katahdin and, 
following a brief snack, we made our 
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way to its base, entering into Baxter 
State Park for the first time this trip. We 
made it to the Katahdin Stream campsite 
quickly, allowing us much needed rest 
after several long days of hiking. Because 
we meant to climb Katahdin bright and 
early, we had a simple rice dinner and 
got to bed before 9 PM. 

 Niall “Nonna” McDonald
August 8th

Had an absolutely wonderful wake 
up at � AM today. Poor Trey, Harry 
Makovsky, and Kidder had some terrible 
sickness, forcing them to the bathroom 
countless times throughout the night and 
day. After packing up and quickly eating 
bagels with cream cheese, we grabbed 6 
day packs from the ranger station and 
headed up the mountain. 

It was flat and easy at first but quickly 
became steeper and steeper. It got pretty 
hairy with big sets of stairs and boulders 
soon but we pushed on. I thought it was 
quite a lot of fun, actually, and caught up 
to Brooks, Sam, Niall and Charlie soon, 
proceeding to hike with them. 

When we broke the treeline, the view 
was positively incredible but the hike 
essentially changed from a mere hike to 
some fairly intense rock climbing, not 
improved by absolutely insane winds. 

When we reached the first plateau, we 
sang the national anthem and continued 
on for a bit up towards the steep peak. 
Unfortunately, the intense winds forced 
the counselors to pull us off the mountain 
soon after. It was the right choice as 
even Trey was being blown around with 
increasingly less control. 

We quickly made it down the mountain 
and took a nap in a field waiting to be 
picked up by Swanson. We got a little 
goofy and you could even say that “trail 
madness” had set in for a few of us but 
all was ultimately well. 

On our drive, we stopped for some 
pizza and mucked at least eight large 
pies. It was heaven. A few hours later, 
we reached Round Barn campsite, the 
very campsite where most all of us spent 
our first night on trip with Trey just four 
years ago now. Time flies. Cheesesteaks 
were served up and a fire built. The 
counselors passed out early, still getting 
over their sickness. We went to bed soon 

after though. It had been a demanding 
day for all but one I will not soon forget. 

Andrew “Big Al” Clark A.K.A 
“The Camper Formerly Known as ‘Veg’” 
August 9th

We awoke at the beautiful Round Barn 
campsite on Flagstaff Lake at a reasonable 
hour, taking our time to enjoy the view 
and pack up camp while Sam and Harry 
made breakfast sandwiches - we would 
need the fuel to endure the long hike up 
a 4-mile side trail to return to the AT and 
summit Little Bigelow mountain. 

Although hiking with our packs again 
after the hike of Katahdin without them 
was definitely more strenuous, we fared 
just fine and made it to Little Bigelow 
in no time. Eager to get to camp and 
relax, we enjoyed the view briefly and 
made it down to Little Bigelow lean-to 
around 4. We hung around and enjoyed 
double-downs and hot chocolate on a 
tent platform, isolated from the busy site. 
Sensing that the end of the trip was near, 
we began to reflect on our time on the 
trail. We headed to our tents for a much 
needed sleep to prepare for our final full 
day on the trail.

 Parker “Stingsrud” Swensrud
August 10th

We awoke at Little Bigelow lean-to 
and enjoyed bagels, extra toasty. It was 
a bittersweet morning, knowing it would 
lead to our last night on trip as a cabin. 
We chilled at base camp. I slept more in 
my tent whilst everyone did their own 
thing. 

Around what felt like noon, we headed 
out of the site. Thoughts about home 
swirled in my head, mixing in with the 
dread of leaving the trail and my brothers 
behind. I stopped at the base of the 
mountain. Harry was chilling and, tired, 
he asked how far behind everyone was. 
I spilled water into my mouth sloppily. 
Harry offered snacks, and Chiller and 
Brooks showed up. 

I left knowing I would need mini 
breaks soon enough. It was tough going, 
as there were little sights to see along 
the trail and a grey hornet stung my 
ankle; I screamed. I sat for a bit and then 
continued along the last mile to our final 
campsite. 

When everyone arrived, we rehashed 
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Maine Trails II
July 21st - Anthelers

These is the beginning of the BEST trip 
ever I had at Kieve, and the way is going 
to be, will be told by the boys of Maine 
Trails II. I’m looking forward for these 
kids to do great things and I’m �00% sure 
will be epic. Early wake up at Kieve - so 
much stuff to do, check for the last time 
all the gear, and then get the last Kieve 
breakfast. It always sad to say good by to 
camp but it was time for Trails. 

Tyler drove us up to Jo-Mary road, we 
had a few stops on the way, the boys 
were getting excited to jump off the van 
and run on the trail. We had to hike only 
4 miles and the trail was super easy, 
only one dry river crossing, and dinner 
was made by myself and Bill who made 
Philly cheesesteaks and I made pasta alla 
carbonara. The sunset was amazing and 
we were ready to start the TRIP.
July 22nd

We awoke at 8:�� from a wakeup call 
from Pietro. It took us a while to pack up 
because we were still getting the hang 
of it. After a delicious sausage and egg 
breakfast, we set off for our �4-mile hike. 
I started off feeling hyped, especially 
because at the time we thought it was 
only a 4-mile day. It wasn’t until the 9th 
mile that we realized it was actually �4. 

The beginning part of the trail was 
pretty easy, without a lot of ups and 
downs. We took a few water breaks 
early, and they helped us hydrate and 
refuel before resuming our trek. Pietro 
gave us a mini speech about the mental 
perseverance it takes to complete Trails. 
He used some “inspiring” words. 

At around � o’clock we stopped for 
lunch on the side of the trail and we 
made peanut butter wraps. I actually 
dropped mine and got a bunch of leaves 
and twigs, and thus got my trail name: 
“Crunchwrap”. Afterwards we all tried to 
figure out the “who has the hat?” game, 
until Patrick finally got it, who was the 
last one. 

Soon after lunch the trail seemed to 
get harder and morale was low, but we 
told stories and laughed and finally 
reached the campsite at around �:�0, 
despite the looming thunderstorm. We 
quickly set up camp and refueled, before 

the day and ate tuna; once again, I passed 
out for a midafternoon nap. I woke up 
and chilled with the brothers til dinner. 
Tonight was quesadillas again, cooked 
averagely by Sam - �/�0 on Yelp, would 
not eat again. Now we are all seated about 
to drink cocoa on the last night of MTI, 
the last night on trip as Kieve campers. I 
have been waiting for this moment since 
South Glenayr. While bittersweet, at 
least I can look forward to returning as a 
counselor. Kieve is so special, and nights 
like these help remind me of that. 
Walter J. “Bechamel Sauce” Geraghty III

August 11th
With heavy hearts, we rolled out 

of our tents for the last time; our great 
adventure was nearing its end. We got 
an earlier start than usual, as we were 
to meet Tyler, our driver, at a logging 
road 6 miles north by �0 a.m. Like the 
well-oiled machine we had become, we 
packed up camp with ease and grace, 
filled up water, and departed from our 
final home on the Appalachian Trail. 

The hike was perfectly short, with 
a beautiful circumnavigation of a lake 
to end our time on the AT. We reached 
the road in no time - the same road, in 
fact, that we were left at �� days prior. 
We gathered on the edge of the road and 
silently contemplated what we had just 
accomplished; I think I can speak for the 
entire group when I say none of us were 
really ready to leave. 

Tyler rolled up, finally, around �0:4�, 
and we were off onto the short journey 
back to Damariscotta Lake. Full of 
McDonald’s, we returned triumphantly 
to the end of West Neck Road to a camp 
going about its day as usual: playing 
foursquare, tossing a Frisbee, swimming 
in the lake, in sum completely focused on 
then and there. Not so for we twelve. Our 
minds wandered elsewhere, far from the 
comforts of cabin row to a world known 
in the memories we have created over 
the last �� days, and in simple words 
– “hundred-mile-wilderness”, Moxie 
Bald, Barren Ledges – that are anything 
but simple. 

 Kidder “Cali Crusher” Erdman, HBC
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chilling out and eating a rice dinner. 
Afterwards Pietro showed us how to bake 
sweetbread at a campfire, and we relaxed 
for a bit by the fire before crawling 
into bed for some much needed sleep. 
 -Ethan Reid (Crunchwrap)
July 23rd 

The men of MT� arose once again at 6 
a.m. to begin the day. We stumbled out 
of the tents to the sight of fresh baked 
sweetbread and hot oatmeal. We were 
all quite sore from our last long day of 
the trip, but were ready to resume the 
grind. Having given a new trail name 
to everybody, we began to test them 
out as we ate our breakfast, finding all 
of them hysterical. We set out on a late 
start at around 9 a.m., well fed and 
with new identities. A painful and long 
hike up Nesuntabunt Mountain led to 
a spectacular viewpoint at the summit. 
We all captured some incredible photos 
featuring the Kieve flag and Katahdin in 
the distance. 

We trudged on for another 8 miles 
where we dropped from exhaustion at 
Rainbow Lake lean-to. A nice lunch of 
pep and cheese followed by a bath in 
the river left us feeling a bit more sane 
and optimistic. We prepared a delicious 
dinner of tuna, tomato sauce, and pasta: 
an unconventional meal, but satisfying 
nonetheless, we all looked forward to 
conquering Katahdin in the coming 
days.  -Max Thorsheim (Babushka)
July 24th 

MT� woke up at approximately 7 a.m. 
in our campsite at Rainbow Stream. We 
woke up to a wondrous sunny morning, 
knowing that it was going to be a great 
day. For an early morning snack, we 
had pita with Nutella, peanut butter, 
and, most importantly, jam. After eating 
a wonderful breakfast we packed up 
our belongings and left the campsite at 
around 9:4� a.m. 

At first the terrain was flat and easy. 
The only difficulty that we faced were 
the typical rocks and roots. After walking 
for � miles, we embarked on our journey 
up the mountain. 

After walking for � hours, we finally 
made it to the top of the mountain. The 
feeling of accomplishing a mountain that 
tall was so rewarding that we just had 

to snack on the blueberries. We started 
to eat a tasty lunch of pita with peanut 
butter and honey, while enjoying the 
incredible view. 

After a �0-minute break, we started 
to go down the mountain. For me, 
personally, this was the hardest past of 
the day because of how hard the walk was 
on my feet. Luckily, my fellow campers 
and counselors cheered me on and made 
sure I finished. I am so glad I can go to 
camp with such supportive individuals 
who are willing to help me any time of 
the days. After a long ��.�-mile day, we 
finally made it to our campsite, Hurd 
brook and had a mouth-watering dinner 
of pizzas around the campfire. 

 -Stuart Baker (Scabs)
July 25th 

We all woke up at Hurd Brook lean-to 
for an early start. We didn’t leave until 
8:�0 a.m. Finally we were back on the 
trail. Our breakfast of granola and milk 
lasted us until we hit Abol Bridge. We 
chugged our root beer and destroyed our 
chips. Then we refilled our water bottles 
and hiked up the road to Blueberry 
Ledges Trail. 

Blueberry Ledges was a detour, but 
we took it due to all the long days we 
previously had. We hiked for a little bit 
before we stopped for a lunch of peanut 
butter and honey. We set up a tarp to 
cover us from the bright sun. After lunch 
we slid down the natural waterslides 
and cooled off in the water. We sat on the 
rocks and dried. 

We found ourselves on the AT. After 
another bit of hiking we entered Baxter 
State Park and made it to Katahdin 
Stream Campground, ending our 9-mile 
day. Everyone really started getting into 
the groove and the hiking has been more 
enjoyable.  -Will Seamen (Ducktail)
July 26th 

I awoke at �:�� a.m. to a worried looking 
Pietro pouring over the inReach, his face 
soured by the weather report: rain. We 
had scheduled to summit Katahdin that 
day, though it was not looking promising 
as rain rapped our tent. Our main 
concern was the safety of the boys and 
our decision would be based on whether 
or not we believed they would make it 
up the mountain safely. After sitting 



�9�

and pouring over our option, we began 
packing up camp around 6 a.m. Finally, 
when a break in the weather came, we 
were ready to seize our opportunity and 
try to summit Mt. Katahdin. 

We began at what seemed a breakneck 
speed and the boys of MT� showed little 
to no signs of slowing down. After one 
hour and eleven minutes (which, to 
those who are unaware, is astonishingly 
fast), the boys burst through the tree line. 
Pietro, concerned about the weather, 
decided to scout ahead. After seeing that 
there was a storm rolling in, and that the 
rocks were especially slippery due to 
the rain from earlier in the morning, we 
made the tough decision to turn around 
and not to summit in the interest of 
keeping the boys safe. The boys took the 
decision in stride and didn’t skip a beat 
in beginning to trek down the mountain. 

We arrived at the bottom of the 
mountain and awaited our resupply, and 
after all piling into the van, we set out for 
some delicious pizza. After demolishing 
the pizza, we drove for another 4.�/� 
hours to Round Barn campsite where 
we tubbed, watched a beautiful sunset, 
and ate Philly cheesesteaks and spaghetti 
carbonara. Pietro showed the boys and 
me how to find Polar North, which was 
awesome. It just makes me realize what 
a wealth of knowledge he is. I am so 
excited to keep tripping and learning 
from him.  -Bill Coyle (Supercuts)
July 27th 

Today we woke up at 6:�0 to a beautiful 
day at Round Barn campsite. While we 
took down the campsite, Bill cooked up 
some English muffin sandwiches with 
sausage and egg. In addition to those, 
we each got an apple, an orange, and a 
yogurt. It was all quite good and we were 
ready to go. We finally left the campsite 
at 9:4�. 

After almost taking the wrong trail, we 
got on the Safford Brook trail and began 
the two miles to the intersection with 
the AT. The trail was very steep and it 
didn’t help that our packs were newly 
heavy from the resupply, but like true 
Kieve men we pushed on and got to the 
intersection. We were now back on the 
AT. 

We had about � miles ahead of us 

up and down Little Bigelow Mountain 
to get to our campsite. The mountain 
started gradually uphill before having a 
very steep scramble to the first summit. 
We ate a lunch of PB and honey on 
tortillas while sitting on a viewpoint. We 
could see the lake below in addition to 
Bigelow Mountain and Sugarloaf. It was 
incredible. 

We then got back moving along the ridge 
of the mountain. It was tough and had a 
lot of ups and downs, but eventually we 
started going downhill. I hiked in front 
with Pietro and Patrick. We met a nice 
thru-hiker named Jon. He was very nice. 
The downhill was deceptively long, and 
some of us began to doubt the lean-to 
existed. It did, and we were very happy 
when we got there. 

We chilled at the site. It ended up 
being quite crowded with � groups and 
4 thru-hikers. For dinner we had cheesy 
rice with pepperoni. It was delicious. I 
have really enjoyed this trip so far. Today 
was one of the hardest we’ve had, but I 
know there will be more. I can’t wait 
to continue more of the trail and this 
incredible trip. 

 Forrest Lazzara (Sweatshop)
July 28th 

The day started with a relatively early 
start to the day, waking up at 6:�0 a.m. 
By then most people had left Little 
Bigelow lean-to, so the campsite was 
basically MT� property. After packing 
up our belongings and condensing our 
packs, we sat down for a hardy breakfast 
of tortillas with peanut butter, jelly, 
Nutella, and honey. By around 8:�0 a.m. 
we were off on our 7-mile trek on the 
Appalachian Trail. 

The hike today was arguably one of 
the easiest days yet. Unlike yesterday, 
we didn’t have to climb any steep 
mountains—or any mountains at all, 
really. We started with a �-mile hike 
down the remaining part of Little Bigelow 
Mountain. Then, we crossed a dirt path 
and began hiking up a slight incline. 40 
minutes later, Pietro hollers out “Well 
done, boys! We reached the summit”. I 
for sure say it was surprising. It barely 
felt like we went up! 

After the first hill, we crossed a paved 
road that marked the �,000th mile of the 



�96

AT! Before we knew it, we were back on 
another hill and reached the top with 
ease. Personally, it was amazing to think 
we could hike up hills like that without 
even knowing. Even though they weren’t 
that steep, I think I can speak for the 
cabin in saying that it was a satisfying 
moment. With only �.9 miles to go, 
we demolished the rest of the trail to 
West Carry Pond lean-to. Then we ate 
pepperoni and cheese for lunch at a ripe 
time of ��:�0 p.m.! 

For the rest of the day we decided to 
chill at the campsite. We tubbed in the 
nearby lake, cleaning ourselves, and 
our clothes. Exhausted, some campers 
went to take a nap during the light rain. 
Others, being Will, Forrest, and I stayed 
at the lean-to and listened to other thru-
hikers’ stories. For dinner we had tuna, 
pasta, and onions accompanied by some 
homemade cinnamon rolls. After some 
chilling, we went to our tents to sleep, 
eager to start the next day. 

 -Patrick Kavanagh (Stamps)
July 29th 

We were woken up early this morning 
by Pietro, and by the time we had 
finished packing, most of the thru-hikers 
who were staying with us had left. For 
breakfast we had oatmeal. We then set 
out for our hike. 

Today’s hike was easy, it was all flat. 
After an hour, we took a brief break on 
a nice beach that looked out over a lake. 
We then breezed through the rest of the 
hike without a problem. I was tired when 
we got to the lean-to. The miles were easy 
but long. My tent group set up our tent 
on a nice spot overlooking the pond. We 
then went to fill our water bottles with 
the pump. During this, I leaned my hand 
out and touched the head of a snake by 
accident. It was really scary! 

After resting in our hammocks for a 
while, and having a deep discussion 
about physics, we went for a tub. We saw 
a leech that was definitely the size of my 
hand. Needless to say, we all immediately 
evacuated the water. The rest of the day 
was filled with a lot of relaxing. Pietro 
and Bill cooked pizza for dinner. I am so 
excited for the rest of this trip but so sad 
that we are almost halfway through the 
trip.  Thomas Krush (Little Engine)

July 30th 
We woke up early this morning, like 

around �:�0, so we can get on the ferry 
at the Kennebec. We wanted to be there 
first so we hiked to the ferry then had 
breakfast. When 9 a.m. came, we got on 
the ferry � at a time, it was kind of fun to 
sit and not have to paddle. 

After everybody was on one side of 
the river, we started to walk the rest of 
our �� miles we had left. The terrain was 
rough, rocky, and rooty. The four miles 
were easy but the terrain was bad! Bill 
and I fell a couple of times but were ok. 
We got to the campsite at �0 o’clock for 
lunch. We had PB and honey, but before 
that we had to fill our water bottles. 
We set up our tents and hammocks. 
The rest of the cabin chilled while 
I started the fire. For dinner we had 
mashed potatoes and grits with cheese.  
 -Antonio Kelly (Chiclets)
July 31st

The boys of MT� woke up around 
6 a,m. The night before was one of the 
coldest nights we had so far; I remember 
myself shaking throughout the night. 
We had a glorious breakfast on Pleasant 
Pond dock, the sun was shining, and we 
were all enjoying the first meal of the day 
(tortilla, Nutella, jam, and PB). 

The first part of the hike was getting 
to the summit of Pleasant Pond Mtn; 7.7 
miles that were super steep. But for the 
boys of MT� it was a joke; in less than 
60 minutes we were at the top of the 
mountain all celebrating together. I really 
appreciated all the hard work that these 
boys put in every day. Max was always 
pushing and encouraging his cabinmates 
to reach the summit. Even Antonio 
was able to reach the peak without any 
problems. The view was something 
incredible and splendid. 

The rest of the �� miles were going 
downhill for a big section. On the way 
to the campsite we had few breaks. Bald 
Mtn. lean-to was a good campsite not too 
open, but we had enough space to set up 
two tents and myself and Bill in the lean-
to. We spent the rest of the afternoon 
relaxing on the hammocks, talking and 
sharing stories. Dinner was rice with 
lentils and peas. We had a few hours of 
great times before serving the meal and 
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enjoying it together. 
 -Pietro Barbieri (Scoutmaster) 

August 1st
After a late start, later than planned I 

should say, the boys of MT� started up 
the trail towards the summit of Moxie 
Bald Mtn. at around 6:4�. The boys—
with a seeming effortlessness—hiked the 
steep two miles to the summit of Moxie 
Bald Mtn in �7 minutes. They seem to me 
to be hiking faster every day. At the top 
of the mountain we ate a well-deserved 
breakfast of tortilla, Nutella, jam, and 
honey (we had decided to skip breakfast 
so that we could enjoy it at the top). 

After finishing our breakfast we 
decided to relax atop the peak, seeing 
as it was only 9 a.m. The view from the 
summit was utterly spectacular to put it 
plainly. In every direction, unhindered 
by trees, lay rolling mountains that 
stretched out as far as the eye could see. 
Sitting and enjoying the silence of the 
mountains (save for the occasional call 
of a bird or the whisper of the wind) was 
an enjoyable break from the cracking of 
sticks and the low thud of boots. 

We sent the boys ahead in order to set 
up camp on their own. On our way down 
�� minutes after the boys, Pietro and I 
spotted a plume of smoke rising in the 
distance. We promptly reported it in the 
case that it was a forest fire, and it turned 
out to be the result of a lightning strike 
that happened to still be smoking. We 
continued down to find the campsite set 
up, a welcome sight. The boys spent the 
rest of the day lounging in hammocks, 
reading, and napping. For dinner we had 
veggies, rice, beans, and tomato sauce. I 
grow prouder of these boys every day, and 
their growing independence continues to 
impress me.  Bill Coyle (Supercuts)
August 2nd 

We woke up at approximately 6:�0 a.m. 
at our campsite, Moxie Bald lean-to. After 
waking up, we had a delicious breakfast 
of oatmeal. After eating breakfast, we 
embarked on a 9-mile hike to Horseshoe 
Canyon. We were all expecting an easy, 
flat hike today, but instead we got a 
much more difficult one with a lot of ups 
and downs. I feel that the hardest part 
of the day was walking on the terrain. 
We found ourselves walking over roots, 

stones, mud, and even streams. 
After finishing our hike, we arrived at 

the lean-to and realized that despite the 
difficult terrain, we had made it to the 
campsite in an impressive � hours and �� 
minutes. I feel that as we hike more and 
more we become faster and faster. This 
could just be that we’re losing weight 
in our backpacks from all the delicious 
food we’re having, but I honestly think 
that we are becoming closer and closer 
as a cabin and are able to work together 
more cohesively. For lunch we had pita 
with peanut butter, jam, and honey. 
For dinner we’re going to have focaccia 
bread, beans, and veggies. I can’t wait to 
see what tomorrow has in store for us. 

 -Stuart Baker (Scabs)
August 3rd 

We awoke at 4:�� a.m. to Pietro’s call 
and very quickly scrambled to pack up 
our packs before eating dry granola for 
breakfast at 4:4�. After that it wasn’t long 
before we left for our 9.9-mile hike, which 
had to be done by �0 a.m.! Although our 
packs were light, it was debatably the 
hardest day of the trip. We only stopped 
one time for water, and the rest we hiked 
straight about � hours. It was a relief 
when we got to the resupply. 

We were driven to a motel down the 
road where we got to take a shower and 
rest by the lake. We grilled our cold 
cut sandwiches in the yard for lunch. 
Later we were picked up by the rafting 
company and they cooked us a delicious 
steak and chicken dinner before we 
went on a moose safari around sunset. 
We didn’t see any moose, but we were 
excited to sleep in a real bed for once and 
rest up. -Ethan Reid (Crunchwrap)
August 4th 

Happy birthday, Bill! Can’t believe 
you’re finally ��. We woke up in our hotel 
rooms at 7:�� after a very restful sleep. 
We packed up our clothes and then got 
our snacks and food. We waited around 
the hotel until another person from the 
rafting company showed up. Somehow 
squeezing into the van with all our gear, 
we drove to the rafting lodge. We were 
given breakfast from a local restaurant, 
having ordered it a day before. The 
popular choice was “The Lumberjack”, 
which had eggs, toast, bacon, sausage, 
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and a pancake. It was delicious and 
filling. We gave our extra food to Bill 
since it was his birthday. 

After breakfast we were driven to the 
trailhead. We had a three-mile hike to 
Leeman Brook lean-to. The hike was a 
little bit up and down, and it was made 
tougher by the fact that our bags were 
completely full. Soon we were at the 
campsite. Fairly soon after we set up 
the tents, it started raining for the first 
time in 8 days. It rained pretty hard, but 
we stayed dry and it was over soon. For 
dinner Max and Seamen cooked us some 
cheesy rice with pep. It was the first 
camper cooked meal of the trip, and it 
was marked a transition from Pietro and 
Bill cooking to us campers cooking. After 
dinner we chilled until going to bed, 
ready for 7 more days. 

 -Forrest Lazzara (Sweatshop)
August 5th 

Promptly at 6:�0, the tents were 
unzipped and the voice of Pietro became 
clear, telling us to wake up and prepare 
for the 7.�-mile hike we had planned 
for today. After packing, we filled our 
stomachs with egg and sausage breakfast 
sandwiches cooked by Max and Will. 
By the time the pots were cleaned and 
all the bags were packed, it was 8:4� and 
time to hike! 

Today was certainly one of the more 
humid days of the trip. Sweat rolled 
down our faces at a very constant rate. 
We came upon Wilson Falls by the fourth 
mile and we stopped for a second to 
admire the low water level. At the bottom 
of the falls we took a water filling break 
where our dear friend Stuart dumped 
a full Nalgene with two caps of iodine 
because “it didn’t have �”. 

It was at this point that we faced the 
inevitable—our boots had to get wet! As 
the ten members of the brigade trudged 
through the stream, water quickly 
poured over the tops of our boots, and for 
�.� miles after, our shoes squeaked and 
squashed uphill to the campsite. 

We strolled into the area around ��:4� 
p.m. For lunch we each received a half 
stick of pepperoni and a block of cheese. 
The rest of the day was left to chilling, 
naps, and reading. Prior to dinnertime, 
Pietro and Bill gave us a wonderful 

lesson in first aid and how to handle 
certain medical predicaments. For 
dinner Thomas and Patrick cooked tuna 
pasta with pepperoni. With that the day 
was over! The trip has been great so far 
and we sleep hoping the remaining days 
will be too! -Patrick Kavanagh (Stamps) 
August 6th

An average 6:�0 wake up led to quite 
an unconventional day of our adventures. 
We left Wilson Valley lean to full of 
Nutella, PB, and jelly. An easy downhill 
led to � river crossings, which were 
crossed with ease due to the dryness of 
the rivers. However, we were soon met 
with the hardest uphill of the trip, a 4-
mile trek straight up Barren Mountain. 

All was well until the first torrential 
downpour of the trip confronted us. We 
gathered our courage and pushed with 
caution up the last few steps to glory. Blue 
skies decided to say hi as we all screamed 
with a sense of accomplishment. 

We landed at Cloud Pond lean-to with 
huge appetites. A lunch of rocket fuel and 
drying off in the sun and wind reminded 
all of us why we should push these last 
few days to the finish line. Stu and Ethan 
cooked up some pizza and we all enjoyed 
ourselves at the pond in the clouds.  
 -Max Thorsheim (Babushka)
August 7th

We woke up around 6:�0 this morning, 
and had a nice, cold start to the day. The 
wind off the pond woke us up pretty 
quick. We ate a quick granola breakfast 
and set out to hike to the next lean-to. We 
hiked at a fast pace, and soon our clothes 
were dry. We took a snack break at the 
peak of a mountain and pushed on. 

The terrain was rough, very hilly, and 
the ground was still wet from yesterday’s 
storm. Roughly � hours later we arrived 
at the lean-to. We had been told by 
passing thru hikers that there was going 
to be no water at the lean-to. We checked 
for ourselves and were disappointed to 
find that they were right. We then took a 
break for lunch of pita, pb, and honey. 

Afterwards we pushed on to a campsite 
near a river. This campsite was called Key 
Road Campsite and was a 4-mile walk 
from the river, to get there we walked 
another � miles down the mountain. My 
knees were killing me. Halfway down 
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we had a rain scare where a dark cloud 
passed over, but luckily it doesn’t rain. 

At Key Road campsite we set up camp 
filled our water battles and tubbed. It felt 
so nice to get clean after hiking �0 miles. 
We arrived back to camp to a nice meal 
of rice and polenta. Just we started eating 
it started to rain. It was a big scramble to 
grab our clothes. We are jumped in our 
tents because of the rain. We went to bed 
early that night. I feel so accomplished 
with how far we have come on this trip, 
but I am sad that it is nearly over. 

 -Thomas Krush (Little Engine)
August 8th

We woke up around 6:�0 this morning. 
It was cold and damp; to start the day we 
had oatmeal for breakfast, then we started 
off on the hike. The hike was cold; we 
started at Key Road and finished at Carl 
A. Newhall. 

We stayed at the campsite instead of 
the lean-to because there was no room 
for tents at the lean-to. Although we 
had a good spot, there were not enough 
spots for everyone. It was a short day; we 
walked for around � miles. For dinner 
we had peas, rice, carrots, and veggies. 
Forrest and I cooked it, the rest of the day 
we just chilled and joked around. 

 -Antonio Kelley (Chiclets)
August 9th

We woke up at our regular time of 
about 6:�0, all anxious for the four-peak 
day. We ate our breakfast of peanut butter, 
honey, Nutella, and jam. Then we were 
back on the trail passing Carl A. Newhall 
lean-to. In no time we were up the first 
mountain, then the second, then the 
third. Then we had our last hard uphill 
of the trip up Whitecap Mountain. 

After a tough hike we finished at the 
summit in two hours and thirty-seven 
minutes. We walked around and enjoyed 
the views. We could see all the way from 
Bigelow to Katahdin; our entire trip. 

After a long deserved break we made 
our way down. We stopped at Logan 
Brook lean-to for lunch of peanut butter. 
After a short downhill we arrived at 
our campsite, East Branch lean-to. 
Then Max and I cooked up a dinner of 
polenta and mashed potatoes. Then we 
all headed to our tents and went to bed.  
 -Will Seamen (Ducktail)

August 10th
Today was an especially cold wake up 

in the tent and my breath turned to steam 
as I breathed through the mesh in the tent 
looking outside. Today marked the last 
day of serious mileage we had to cover 
on the trip (8 miles), as well as the last 
mountain to climb (Woo!). After putting 
on every layer I had, Pietro and I broke 
down camp and began our daily routine 
of coffee. It’s strange, after �� days the 
routine becomes normal and the idea of 
returning to the civilized world becomes 
foreign. After �� days of hiking the boys 
simply destroyed the mileage with ease, 
so needless to say we had time to spare. 

We decided to stop at Crawford Pond 
for a swim. Crawford Pond is a small 
pond surrounded by hills, almost as if 
the hills themselves were the sides of a 
large cereal bowl. Pietro and I decided 
the Men of MT� were mature enough to 
hike the last � miles on their own, so we 
stayed behind. As we waited for the boys 
to get a head start, I could hear laughter 
and the intermingling of 8 amazing 
characters as their voices traveled across 
the still pond. I smiled to think they had 
made it this far together. 

Pietro and I followed �0 minutes after, 
and arrived at Cooper Brook to find the 
campsite already set up and the boys 
all hanging out together. Because it was 
still early on in the day we had lunch. 
We spent the better part of the afternoon 
spending time together and relaxing in 
“Hammock City”. 

For dinner we had polenta and cheese 
with a goulash of pepperoni, beans, and 
tomato sauce with onions. It is strange 
to think that tomorrow we will wake up 
for the last time on this trip, put on our 
packs and hike for the last time together. 
I know everyone says this, but it really 
flew by, and now that its all over I’m just 
wishing that I had more time to spend 
with this group of kind, hard-working, 
selfless group of men. It has been an 
honor serving with them, all I can hope 
for them is that they carry themselves 
with pride moving forward, because they 
really are a special group of men. Each 
has grown in their on right and I know 
each will continue to do so. The future 
looks so bright for each and every one of 
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them; I can only hope to be a part of it 
again.  -Bill Coyle (Supercuts) 
August 10th

For the last time the alarm woke me 
up with its terrible sound, looked Bill 
in the eyes and we both smiled, it’s the 
real last day of our amazing trip. I woke 
up the boys and in less the few minutes 
we were on the trail. Myself and Forrest 
sprint on the trail; we hiked 4 miles in 
less than � hour, �� minutes. We were 
eating for Hackett and by that time we 
had some Trails coffee on the river. The 
ride back to Kieve was easy and fun, we 
played some music and had a stop at Big 
G’s. Then last entrance at Kieve.

I love to thank Bill who was an amazing 
counselor, who helped me every day and 
kept an eye on the boys. The trip was 
outstanding, and I loved every single day 
of it. I wish all of these kid will come 
back as counselors, they are all super 
star. Thanks so much, boys 

 Pietro Barbieri (The Scout Master)

Maine Trails III
July 21st

We set out on our adventure on a 
beautiful Maine morning after enjoying 
our last breakfast at camp for twenty-
two days. We headed for Caratunk, our 
drop-off point. On the way we stopped 
at Walmart to pick up a few more 
supplies. Our driver, Terri, dropped us 
off at a parking lot on the side of Route 
�0�, which ended up being our final 
destination as well. 

We set off on our twenty-two day 
adventure after a quick chant for 
motivation. We embarked on our first 
five-mile climb to our first campsite, 
Pleasant Pond. On the way we were 
getting adjusted to our packs and our 
pace while feeling out the trail for the 
first time. We stopped at a brook to refill 
our water bottles and enjoyed some cool 
water before pushing on to the lean-to. 

Upon arriving to the lean-to we greeted 
our gracious companions in the lean-to 
and set up our tents. We enjoyed our 
water and views from the beautiful 
Pleasant Pond and ate some double bacon 
cheeseburgers before retiring to our tents 
for the night with thoughts of our future 
adventures. -Ryan Ford

July 22nd
We woke up at 6:�0 a.m. only to hear 

the unfortunate sound of rain hitting our 
tent. However, we didn’t let it dampen 
our spirits and as we began getting our 
packs and breakfast organized in the 
tent, the rain stopped. After eating bagels 
with cream cheese, we set off on our 
nine-mile trek. We started with a one and 
a half mile ascent up Pleasant Pond Mt. 
and our hard climb was rewarded with 
an incredible view from the top. 

After taking in the views we began our 
long five-mile descent. On the descent 
we took a break for lunch, enjoying 
some rocket fuel. We had a long stretch 
of hiking where there were no places to 
pump water, but the boys rationed well 
and pushed on until we reached a stream 
to refuel. 

After the stream we cruised the 
remaining two and a half miles into camp 
then kicked off our boots after a long 
day of hiking. A brook ran right next to 
our campsite, Bald Mountain Brook, so 
we continued to hydrate as we enjoyed 
our meal of rice and veggies. We had a 
nice fire for the night going, but we had 
to quickly retreat to our tents as a storm 
rolled in, to end the day the same way it 
started. -Andrew Robinson 
July 23rd

We awoke at 6:4� eager to start the 
day. We were grateful that the rain had 
stopped so we had a chance to pack up 
without fear of punishment from the 
rain. Our breakfast consisted of pop tarts 
covered in peanut butter. 

After enjoying our breakfast we set out 
on our hike for the day. We forged two 
miles uphill until we summited Moxie 
Bald Mt. After taking a break to snack and 
appreciate the scenic setting, we headed 
off down the back of Moxie Bald into the 
Moxie Bald lean-to for the night. 

Upon arriving at the lean-to we set up 
camp and had delicious meal of PB and 
J with honey. Hammocks were erected 
and the crew settled down. Graham 
went fishing and read his book. Zephyr, 
William, and I went tubbing. Randy and 
I cooked a delicious meal of Gato Gato 
with the help of Zephyr and Graham. We 
all fell asleep satisfied and ready to take 
on the next day. -Duncan Walsh
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July 24th
We woke up today to Maine Trails 

I arriving in our campsite after their 
summit of Moxie Bald Mt. We were 
enjoying peanut butter and jelly on pita 
bread as they were arriving and packed 
up our tent site and other gear and set 
out onto the trail wishing the other group 
well. 

We hiked for about four and a half 
hours with very few breaks until we 
reached camp around one. Duncan and 
I immediately sparked a fire and Graham 
and Zephyr started making us all tuna 
melts over the fire. After some delicious 
lunch we all decided to go for a swim 
in the river next to our lean-to, We then 
returned to camp for a dinner of rice and 
pepperoni before quickly heading to bed 
for an early morning wake up call and 
our first resupply the next day. 

 -Andrew Obstler
July 25th

We woke up to the cold of four o’clock 
in the morning and packed up quickly to 
make our ten o’clock resupply. However, 
our resupply was nine miles away! 
We buckled our bags and headed out 
after eating our Nature Valley bars and 
sweeping the campsite. 

The hike started off nicely flat, with few 
roots. But as the sun rose, we did a hill 
and soon found ourselves out of breath 
and slinging water. Before we knew it, 
we were all crossing Route �� to our van 
which drove us to the Moosehead Chalet 
motel. 

All the boys replaced their trash with 
our new gear and then took naps in the 
motel. We awoke and were picked up by 
a raft guide from NE Whitewater who 
drove us to their operation and made 
us a delicious river lunch of steak and 
chicken and rice. We then headed out on 
our moose safari. Sadly, we were unlucky 
with our trip and didn’t see any moose 
out on the lake. We then were taken back 
to the motel and rested up for the night 
eager to start the �00 mile wilderness the 
next day.  -Graham Nielsen
July 26th

Unlike any other day, today we woke 
up in beds, under the covers in our crisp 
air-conditioned room. After the painful 
realisation that our time in luxury was 

over, we made our way out of bed, packed 
our bags and filled our water bottles. By 
9:�� we were waiting outside for our 
ride. After some wrestling with our bags, 
trying to squeeze them into the van, we 
set off to the rafting place where we 
would being our feast. The night before 
we did an order of ten lumberjacks from 
a local breakfast place, Auntie M’s. A 
lumberjack consisted of: � eggs, � pieces 
of toast, � sausages, � pieces of bacon, 
� buttermilk pancake and some hash 
browns. 

After that monstrous meal we were 
dropped off at the trailhead. It was a 
tough three miles as our packs were 
the heaviest they have been. Once we 
were at the camp for dinner we had 
cheeseburgers and got ready for our next 
day. -Zephyr Pascador
July 27th

We woke up today at �. We rolled 
out of our tents tired but delighted to 
hear that we would be having breakfast 
sandwiches. We ate and packed and were 
on the trail by 6. Today we hiked 7.4 
miles of rolling hills and tricky terrain. 

Once we got into the campsite we 
found out that the nearest water source 
was .7� miles away. As a cabin we went 
down to fill up our nalgenes and rest. 
When we returned to our campsite, we 
ate PBJs on pita. After a few hours of 
resting, we chowed down on personal 
pizzas. We finished up the day sitting 
around the fire anxious and excited 
for what should be the hardest day yet, 
Barren Mountain.  -Ben Eichler
July 28th

Today we woke up rather late. We 
then ate bagels with cream cheese, and 
enjoyed the campsite to ourselves. Later 
we began our hike. It consisted of a steep 
uphill then a very large downhill. We 
then stopped at a stream to fill up water 
bottles. After that we then headed up to 
a lean-to for our lunch of peanut butter 
and jellys. 

We then began our treacherous hike up 
Barren Mountain. We enjoyed the false 
peak for awhile. Later we then began 
hiking again to reach the Cloud Pond 
lean-to which was a total of 8.8 miles. 
After reaching the top we sat at the fire 
tower for a while and enjoyed the views 
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of barren mountain. The final stretch 
to Cloud Pond was brutal. Throughout 
the day we also had lots of rain due to 
humidity. We then settled in the campsite 
where it began to rain again. After the 
rain lifted we began to eat our dinner, 
burritos which were delicious.

 -Clarence Cox
July 29th

Having woken up at the crisp hour 
of 6 a.m., pumped our nalgenes and 
enjoyed a brief breakfast of granola and 
powdered milk, we shouldered our 
backpacks for the day ahead. We set off 
and soon passed the group in front of us 
and cruised on up the first of the peaks of 
the day; Fourth Mountain.

After a sequence of steep downhill 
leveling out and increasing gradient, we 
worked our way through Third Mountain 
and Columbus Mountain. Although at 
times the going was slow, we all pushed 
each other through it to the stream where 
we stopped for a lunch of pep and cheese. 
Despite having a somewhat sickening 
effect on a few people in the group, we 
crushed the remaining �.7 miles to the 
Chairback Gap lean-to. 

Having unpacked bags set up tents and 
filled the gravity bag filter, most of us set 
up our hammocks and relaxed for a few 
hours before enjoying a splendid dinner 
of alfredo prepared by our wonderful 
chefs and leaders of the day, Randy 
and Duncan. Not long after cleaning 
up and huddling around the collection 
of hammocks that were still set up, we 
talked about the day passed and the day 
ahead. We all then slowly dispersed to 
our tents to rest for the day approaching 
falling asleep to the setting sun and the 
light of day fading between the trees. 

 -Drew Matson
July 30th

We awoke at 6 a.m. and ate our builder 
bars while breaking down camp. We set 
out for our stroll through the woods with 
a short intense uphill. The climb was 
tough but the group persevered under the 
leadership of Ben. The views from the 
top offered to us the opportunity to take 
in our four-peak day which was the next 
day and catch a glimpse of Katahdin. 

After that it was a steep downhill and 
a series of small undulating slopes. We 

stopped and filled out water bottles in a 
beautiful tarn on the side of the mountain. 
It was a glorious �.7 mile downhill to a 
stream crossing. We then stopped at 
Screw Auger Falls to enjoy our lunch 
of tuna melts and do some swimming 
and cliff jumping. After our siesta from 
the trail, we headed up to our next lean-
to, Carl A. Newhall, and enjoyed some 
gato gato before heading to bed ready to 
embark on our four-peak day the next 
day.  -William Yanes
July 31st

We woke up at five, excited to get 
a fresh start to the day. For the first 
morning of the trip the temperature was 
low in the mid fifties. After a refreshing 
breakfast of snacks, we headed out at 
six. We summited quickly, with a few 
grunts along the way. After a quick break 
we set off again and �.7 miles later we 
mastered the second peak and took a 
quick snack break and breather. From 
there, with relative ease we took on the 
�rd mountain. 

Finally we were ready for Mt. 
Whitecap. We scaled it all with no breaks 
and our perseverance really came into 
play. In a touching symbol of unity Ben 
and Drew waited for the whole group to 
summit together. The view was fantastic 
we could see miles in every direction at 
the rolling landscape punctured with 
jagged mountains and lakes. We enjoyed 
tuna melts at the top then descend the 
mountain around � p.m. 

We pushed the final two miles downhill 
to our lean-to and set up hammocks to 
nap after the long day. After resting we 
finished our day with a dinner of pep and 
rice and the best discussion we’ve had at 
our moon up from Ben and Clarence. 

 -Duncan Walsh
August 1st

Today we woke up with sore and tired 
legs but very well rested after a nice sleep 
in until about 8 a.m. We packed our bags, 
pumped out water bottles, and ate a quick 
breakfast of pop tarts before setting out 
for the day. After a few minutes of flat 
terrain, we climbed our last mountain for 
a few days. We then descended and began 
our 4-mile flat hike to our campsite. 

We arrived to the Cooper Brook lean-to 
about an hour and a half later. We ate a 
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lunch of rocket fuel and set up camp for 
the day. Most of the boys set up hammocks 
and relaxed for a bit before Duncan and 
I lit up a nice fire. After we warmed up 
by the fire, we all went for a swim in the 
brook. As we were getting out of the water 
I noticed that I had a leech on my foot, 
and when I peeled it off I then realized 
that about 40 baby leeches were on my 
foot. After I got my foot all cleaned up, 
we all dried ourselves off by the fire and 
then returned to our hammocks for naps. 
We all woke up to the smell of pasta 
alfredo. We then enjoyed a delicious 
dinner before retiring to our tents for the 
night excited about the resupply the next 
day. -Andrew Obstler
August 2nd

We woke up at 7 a.m. to a calming 
ambiance of a warm breeze and the 
soothing sound of a waterfall. We packed 
our bags and ate some builder bars for 
a quick set off. We had a resupply at Jo 
Mary Road at �0 a.m. which was �.7 miles 
from our campsite, it was an easy �.7 
as our packs were the lightest they had 
been. We arrived at 9:4� and had an hour 
rest at the road before our resupply. 

After eating fruit and cake and refilling 
our packs, we set off on a 4-mile day hike 
(made slightly tougher by our heavier 
packs). Our destination was Antlers 
campsite, which was a spacious, open 
campsite on a lake. We went swimming, 
had lunch, and lay in our hammocks. For 
dinner we had chicken parm for the first 
time. -Zephyr Pascador
August 3rd

Wow! Today was a long day! �� miles 
to be exact. We woke up to the sound of 
some ��-year-old girls giggling at �:�0 a.m. 
Because it was so early we all enjoyed a 
long, relaxing lay down. We listened to 
the bacon and eggs cooking just up the 
hill. We had breakfast sandwiches, and 
finished packing our bags and headed 
out. 

The morning began with a �0 minute 
hiking, � minute break rhythm. But as we 
walked we decided to space out. Andrew 
led the group and we found ourselves 
in � groups. I enjoyed hiking by myself 
while others found it easier to indulge 
in conversation. After a few breaks we 
stopped for a cold cut sandwich lunch, 

and then continued on. Our energy began 
to wane but we all put our heads down 
and pushed through. 

We finally arrived at the campsite and 
we all munched on GORP. Zephyr and I 
cooked up some burritos with chicken 
and bacon. We led moon-up and then all 
headed back to our tents eager for sleep 
for our anticipated ��-mile day in the 
morning. -Graham Nielsen
August 4th

We woke up at 6:4� to the high pitched 
shrieks of the squirrels and chipmunks 
that had been pestering us the day 
before. After a quick breakfast of granola 
we headed out for another ��-mile day. 
Our calm hike was quickly interrupted 
by what through hikers referred to as 
“pain in the ass mountain.” Once we 
finished that we cruised to a spot along 
the trail where we swam and ate rocket 
fuel. Rocket fuel is a burrito filled with 
peanut butter, jelly, honey, and a snickers 
bar. It may sound gross but on the trail 
everything tastes great. 

After our stomachs were satisfied, we 
pushed to our campsite. There we were 
greeted by rain and were forced to set up 
our tents very quickly. Thankfully the 
rain went away after only � minutes. After 
recovering from the long day we chowed 
down on some delicious personal pizzas 
cooked by Andrew and Ryan. We then 
talked about the day and went to our 
tents tired, but excited for the next day.

 -Ben Eichler
August 5th

We woke up at 6:4� today and enjoyed 
some delicious builder bars. We then left 
the campsite at 8, but we started off a little 
slow due to some poor packing. Later we 
moved quite quickly, and we reached the 
Rainbow Ledges around �0:�0 where we 
took a quick break to eat blueberries. We 
then cruised to the campsite; we arrived 
at ��:�7. Later we had some nice tuna 
melts. 

We then all set up our hammocks, and 
took naps. We woke up and then began 
to converse about life and our entrance. 
After that, William and Drew cooked our 
delicious pasta alfredo dinner.

 -Clarence Cox
August 6th

After an early awakening at 6, the 
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morning of our last day in the �00 Mile 
Wilderness was upon us. Despite a tired 
atmosphere and the unfortunate breaking 
of our remaining water pump, we set off 
with heads held high, ready to take on 
the day. Moving at a swift pace fueled 
by our anticipation, we crushed the last 
few miles before our long-awaited arrival 
at the Abol Bridge store. We snacked on 
Doritos and Gatorade. 

Not long after we had set off again, we 
took our first few steps in Baxter State 
park with stunning close up views of 
Katahdin towering above us. Our first 
stop along the Appalachian Trail within 
Baxter State Park was Nesowadnehunk 
Falls, natural water-slides, where we 
stayed and enjoyed the cool water and 
flowing water for a short time before 
changing back into dry clothes and 
continuing our hike. 

The next stop was another big waterfall 
by the name of Big Niagara Falls where 
we enjoyed a tranquil lunch of PB&J on 
tortillas, accompanied by the extreme 
fun as we jumped into the foaming 
waters beneath the raging falls. We then 
shouldered our packs for the final time of 
the day and set off for the supposed last 
few miles to the campsite. 

We rejoiced at having finally arrived 
at our last campsite before the highly 
anticipated climb up Katahdin. We 
rested our sore limbs and relaxed before 
the fire and relaxed around the fire and 
enjoyed a delicious meal of Gato-Gato 
in our hammocks. Afterwards we all 
headed to our tents with spirits soaring 
high in anticipation for the following 
day’s hike. The entirety of Maine Trails � 
went to sleep feeling ready to take on the 
world. -Drew Matson
August 7th

We awoke at the early hour of 4 a.m. in 
preparation for our long-anticipated hike 
of the trip: Katahdin. With overflowing 
energy flowing through our bodies, we 
all hurriedly took down camp, and ate 
a quick breakfast of bagels and cream 
cheese. Ryan and his dad had already 
started their ascent as we dumped our 
packs at the ranger station, and using the 
brains of our packs to carry a few essential 
items we headed to the trailhead. 

The going was much easier without 

the full weight of our packs, and we 
cruised up the mountain needing few 
breaks, at least until we hit the steep 
slope. It was at this point that we started 
to slow down, not because of a lack of 
energy, but to make sure we had sure 
footing scrambling up the trail. After 
about an hour and a half we caught up 
to Ryan and his dad, then we pushed 
on to the treeline to enjoy and marvel 
in the stunning views presented to us. It 
was a truly amazing sight, especially as 
we were able to see all the land we had 
covered to stand at that very spot. 

Unfortunately due to intensive cloud 
cover and strong winds, the executive 
decision was made to not summit. 
Knowing that this was the right decision, 
we willingly made our way back down 
the mountainside with high spirits. 
As a result of our inability to summit 
Katahdin, we reached the end of our hike 
a little after 9 a.m. 

We went back to our campsite and set 
up hammocks to rest before we got picked 
up for our resupply and drive down to 
Round Barn. When the Kieve van pulled 
up, we all piled in and the van drove us 
into the nearby town of Millinocket for 
a pizza lunch. Unfortunately the pizza 
places in town were closed because it 
was a Sunday, but we made the best of 
our situation by going to McDonald’s 
instead. After eating nothing but trail 
food, the McDonald’s didn’t sit too well 
in our stomachs. 

After lunch we found out we had 
to take Yanes to the local hospital to 
have his toe checked out to see if he 
could finish the trip. We spent the next 
several hours at the Millinocket Regional 
Hospital waiting for him to be seen, but 
due to the condition of his toe and the 
�-hour drive ahead of us to Round Barn, 
Yanes was evac’d off the trip with the 
possibility of his return in a few days. 

The drive down to Round Barn was 
long and many of us napped, but as we 
rolled into camp around 9 p.m., we all 
woke up to see a massive moose trotting 
along the side of the road! We rode with 
the moose for a few brief moments, and 
then shortly after arrived at our campsite. 
We used the van headlights to complete 
a very quick resupply in the parking lot, 
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then used our headlights to quickly set 
up our tents, and we were asleep soon 
after. We had all been up for roughly �9 
hours and were ready to rest up for our 
climb up Little Bigelow the next day. 

 -Drew Matson
August 8th

After a late night last night, we slept 
in and woke up around 8 a.m. We took 
down our tents, packed up our bags, and 
ate a delicious breakfast of bacon, egg, 
chicken, and cheese on English muffins 
cooked by Ryan and Andrew. We then 
set out onto the Stafford Brook side 
trail until we reached the Appalachian 
Trail again. We hiked up Little Bigelow 
Mountain, stopping on the way up to 
see “striking views” of Bigelow and 
Sugarloaf mountains. 

We reached the campsite around �:�0 
and ate a lunch of cold cuts sandwiches. 
Most of the cabin then decided to take 
long naps and woke up to the smell of 
dank being cooked. We then proceeded 
to eat a filling dinner before heading off 
to bed.  -Andrew Obstler
August 9th

We all woke up to a rather funny happy 
birthday wake-up call. Zephyr turned �6 
today and we were all very excited. We 
took down camp and set off to go pick up 
William 4 miles into our hike. We were 
also very excited to have him back after 
he got evac’d. 

Immediately after picking him up we 
set off to hike our final mountain of the 
trip, Roundtop Mountain. After �.� more 
miles of hiking we got to the campsite 
around ��:�0. We then set up tents and 
hammocks to take naps. We then woke 
up and built a fire to cook personal pizzas 
on. After enjoying the personal pizzas we 
headed off to bed.  -Clarence Cox
August 10th

We woke up at our usual time of 6:4� 
and had a breakfast of bagels and cream 
cheese. We got on the trail by 8 and set 
off for a �0-mile day. There were some 
ups and downs, but we all had strong 
legs by this point and flew through the 
day to get in before eating lunch. 

We ate rocket fuel for lunch around 
� and Ryan and I went swimming 
immediately after. While most of the boys 
sent up tents and hammocks, I went for 

a swim with Duncan, Andrew (Randy), 
and Clarence. We decided we would 
swim across a portion of the lake to what 
looked like a beach and had a close call 
with some loons on the way over. One 
came very close to us and acted as if it 
were trying to get us to turn around, but 
after a couple minutes they swam to a 
different part of the lake and we finished 
our swim in peace. 

When we got back we all took naps or 
relaxed in hammocks while we waited to 
start dinner. We had some problems with 
our pumps for the stoves and we ended 
up having to build a fire to boil our water 
for pasta alfredo. We wolfed down our 
last dinner we would eat on trip and 
had a longer than average moon up to 
reflect on the trip and share some laughs. 
Falling asleep that night was tough with 
the anticipation of completing our last 
day on trip, but we eventually managed 
to get some rest. -Andrew Robinson
August 11th

The final morning! We had planned to 
wake up at our normal time of 6:4�, but 
there was an unexpected turn of events. 
The boys decided to wake us up today 
instead of the other way around, and 
they thought we would want to be woken 
up an hour before our planned wake-up 
time. So after recovering from our early 
wakeup we broke down camp and ate 
some pop tarts for our final trip meal. 

We had 4 miles of mostly downhill 
ahead of us and we made quick work of 
it, getting to the Kennebec River a little 
after 9 a.m. There is a man who works 
for the Maine Appalachian Trail Club 
that ferries people across the river so we 
managed to squeeze in a little paddling 
at the end of our long hiking trip. 

We all made it across going � at a time, 
and only a few minutes later we were at 
the same road we had got dropped off at 
�� days before. We cheered and yelled as 
we approached our driver and took off 
our packs for the last time on trip. Tired, 
stinky, and proud, we loaded up our gear 
in the trailer and hopped in the van to 
head to Big G’s deli to get some non-trail 
food for the first time in a while. 

After eating some of the biggest 
sandwiches I’d ever seen we climbed 
back in the van to send it back to camp, 
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but not before one last quick stop at 
Round Top. We rolled into camp blasting 
music and blaring the horn down the hill 
past Innisfree to bring our long trip to a 
close. We quickly cleaned our gear and 
showered, and then began to work our 
way back into the rhythm of camp. After 
our first in-camp dinner in � weeks, we 
had our small group campfire and got to 
reflect with the other Maine Trails cabins, 
Long Voyage Cabins, and the Allagash 
cabins on our trips before enjoying the 
fireworks display at night with Wavus.

 -Andrew Robinson
 Ryan Ford, HBC

 
Maine Trails IV
July 21st

We began at Kieve, awoken by Pietro’s 
war cry at 6 AM. Soon enough we were 
moved out of Buck and eating breakfast. 
Breakfast was followed with some quick 
last minute packing. “Should have 
packed some less stuff,” said Dayya. The 
car ride was dope: it started off slow but 
then got real. We were jamming to T-
swift, but soon enough we reached our 
drop-off point. We finished packing our 
bags and devoured cold cuts for lunch. 

The mild �-mile hike began, but it 
seemed endless. Soon enough, Dayya 
began to tell us stories to pass the time (a 
daily occurrence). Eventually we reached 
Leeman Brook, the first lean-to, and 
made camp for the first night. The boys 
constructed a hammock village while the 
rest of us set up our tents. 

Dinner was CBRs and it could not have 
been more delicious (even though Jonah 
barely cooked them) and soon enough 
we were settled in for bed, awaiting the 
following day.  -Bunt
July 22nd

Today the Kieve 4th mountain division 
made 7 miles of progress towards our 
checkpoint for the day. We covered rugged 
terrain the whole time but were largely 
protected from enemy flyovers by tree 
cover. Around halfway through the day’s 
trek, we encountered light resistance at 
Wilson Falls. We were quickly able to 
secure the area and enjoyed a lunch of 
PB and honey. We took some pictures 
to send photographic evidence of our 
triumph back to HQ. 

A while later we had a scare when 
Private De La Vega took a fall while 
crossing a river, but we persisted and 
eventually made camp at Wilson Valley. 
(Mateo was then dubbed “Mojado”) 
We cooked up some bacon alfredo and 
decided to send it to bed early-ish to 
avoid detection by enemy patrols. The 
day ended with 0 casualties and our 
objective secured.  -Chubs
July 23rd 

The boys woke up at 6:4� in order to 
start arguably the hardest day of our trip. 
However, due to some special cooking by 
Teddy, the oatmeal took over an hour to 
make so we didn’t leave camp as early as 
we had hoped. We hauled for the first 4 
miles because of how flat it was (“Dayya, 
how flat?”), but we were soon amidst big 
hills that slowed us down. 

After hiking straight uphill for a mile, 
we made it to Barren Slides and feasted 
on pb+h for a good hour and a half. From 
there we summited Barren Mt. We were 
all out of water by this point, but luckily 
the rest of the trail was downhill. 

Soon enough we made it to Cloud 
Pond, my personal favorite site, and set 
up camp. We built a nice fire and began 
to make tuna melts. At this time Tommy 
was dubbed “Big Tuna” for his love of 
tuna. After dinner we all went tubbing 
and felt reinvigorated from the magical 
mountain water. Tonight was the first of 
many in which we had story time before 
bed, during which George read us GoT. 
Sleep found us easily after that. 

 -Trashman (Grant)
July 24th

Today we slept in until 8:�0, despite 
our goal of waking at 7:�0. We packed up, 
but took our sweet time and devoured 
some pop tarts. The whole process took 
about � hours, but soon enough we 
were on our way. This was our first big 
mountain day in that we were going on � 
different peaks. 

After a few miles we took a lunch 
break on the summit of �rd mountain. 
Throughout the hike, Dayya graced us 
with renditions of countless episodes of 
Twilight Zone. Eventually we ran out of 
Twilight Zone and moved to Harry Potter. 

Finally made it to camp at Chairback 
Gap and cooked up some Dank Gato Gato 
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(way better than Jimmy’s). The water 
was sketchy but somehow we still slept 
easily.  -Big Tuna
July 25th

We woke up relatively early today to 
sunny skies. After a quick breakfast of 
cereal bars, we set off for Chairback Mt. 
and stopped at the summit for a nice 
view. Once we descended, we stopped 
for lunch at the West Branch of the 
Pleasant River. This was a long break, 
but well deserved, and eventually we 
were off again. 

We passed many a through hiker and 
learned the secrets of the trail. Finally 
after some easy miles, we made it to the 
Newell lean-to. We had our first rice 
Dank meal and soon realized it was the 
best meal of all time ever. (lots of pep) 
The night came and we were all tired but 
ready for the next day.  -Hirschguy
July 26th

Despite our plan to wake up at 6:�0, 
George slept in again and everyone went 
with it, so we had a nice casual morning. 
Luckily the boys put together breakfast in 
record time and then we were off. Dayya 
continued with his rendition of Harry 
Potter and it got us pumped to conquer 
our big four-peak day. Shockingly, the 
first three peaks were a piece of cake. 
The boys were getting into trail shape 
and the packs were getting lighter. 

Eventually we reached the peak of 
White Cap with some dope views and 
had an amazing lunch of… Pb+h. After 
an hour we set off again and descended 
the mountain. We decided to push on 
past the first lean-to and haul to East 
Brook. We had some lit quesadillas and 
GoT whisked us off to sleep. - H-Mike
July 27th

The day began with the boys waking 
up before George, Dave, and Hayden. 
After our nice breakfast of oatmeal, we 
packed up quickly for once and figured 
“eh, let’s send it, I guess”. The terrain was 
mostly flat except for Little Boardman 
Mt. which was pretty gnarly. At the top 
we had some more pbh and chilled for a 
fat minute. 

The day went on smoothly and we 
made our way forward. We stopped at 
Crawford Pond for some dope swimming 
and chilled more. Finally we made it to 

Cooper Brook and had more rice Dank. 
Teddy, George and Mike swam through 
the rapids and said it was lit. We feasted 
on some more pep, loving how empty our 
bags would be for tomorrow, and went to 
bed after some GoT.  -Mojado / El Chapo
July 28th

We got up early for once and were out 
of camp by 8:�0, a first for the trip. We 
crushed almost 4 miles in just over an 
hour and chilled at Jo-Mary Rd awaiting 
our knight in shining armor, Marston, 
with resupply. We chilled with Jack for a 
bit and decided we might as well send. 

With our packs loaded, we were ready 
for the �nd leg. We said goodbye to 
Jack and crushed the remainder of the 
day, getting to Antlers before �. There 
was mad chilling and Dayya had some 
pep. Eventually we made some Philly 
cheesesteaks and listed to more GoT. 
Later in the night, George found a new 
friend in Winston the snake who was a 
total chiller.  -Hirschdude
July 29th

We woke up at Antlers after a 
welcomed sleep-in. We had a very 
lethargic breakfast of bagels and cream 
cheese and soon enough we set out on 
our ��-mile day. The terrain was mostly 
flat so we cruised for most of it. 

Along the way, we had a gorgeous 
view of Katahdin in the distance. The 
mountain was far closer now than it 
had been back on Whitecap. We decided 
to keep going and Dayya told us pretty 
much every Marvel movie. Sometime 
later we arrived at State campsite, one of 
the best sites of the trip. It was gorgeous 
out and there was an awesome beach. We 
tubbed and had an incredible view of the 
sunset over the ridge. We munched some 
double downs and had some Dank star 
gazing later. GoT sent us to bed yet again, 
the Dany chapter was lit.  -Chubs
July 30th

We woke up at 9 AM, which to Pietro 
Pepperoni would be heresy, but for us 
we were right on schedule. Pop tarts: 
lit city. We left camp and began the day, 
with mostly flat terrain but soon reached 
the base of Mt. Nesuntabunt. Despite 
its small size, I can say it was easily 
one of the most grueling mountains we 
crested. We had lunch at the top and saw 
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Katahdin yet again. 
After lunch, we moved on and began 

telling Disney stories. When we arrived 
at the campsite, George, Hayden, Dave, 
and I went exploring the river and swam 
in some rapids. We found a crawfish and 
named it Sedation in honor of the Little 
Mermaid and went back to have some 
more rice Dank. GoT then bed.  -Bunt
July 31st

Another day, another sleep-in. We 
broke camp relatively quickly and had 
breakfast on the go as we moved closer to 
Katahdin. We stopped for lunch while on 
Blueberry Ledges and chilled for like an 
hour while having lunch and collecting 
blueberries. During our chill sesh, Crest 
Face thru hiker dude came causing by 
belting out Bohemian Rhapsody and we 
diced to follow in his wake. 

We got to Hurd Brook soon after and 
started dinner. Grant and Jonah made 
some eh gate gato but it was still good. We 
met a bunch more thru hikers including 
gypsy pants man bun guy. More GoT and 
a quick send to bed.  -Chubs
August 1st

Today we embarked on one of our 
longest days of the trip. We had �� miles 
looming ahead of us so we woke up early 
and headed off. We crushed the first 
stretch and got to Abol Bridge in under 
an hour. There we took a nice hour break 
and munched on some doughnuts and 
Pringles courtesy of George and Hayden. 

We then sent it into Baxter, despite 
the cabin’s fear of the park ranger, and 
took another big break once we reached 
the falls. Here we swam in waterfalls and 
rapids and had a great lunch of Pbh. We 
continued the sending and eventually 
reached Baxter. The ringleader did 
something stupid again, but we were 
all good. We went to bed early, eager to 
conquer the best that is Katahdin. 

 -Trashman
August 2nd

Katahdin, the day had finally arrived. 
We woke up and packed up camp in 
record time and set out for the Hunt 
Trail. We crushed the hike and were able 
to make it to the summit in under � hours 
without any problems. Eventually we 
were all at the peak, but due to the cold 
we all lost our minds. We had to huddle 

like penguins for warmth, but the views 
were dope. After a chill fest at the top, 
we headed back down. 

We made it back to base camp and 
soon enough Jack came to get us. We 
got some McDanks and munched and 
then headed for the Chalet Moose Motel. 
The moose safari was as expected, we 
saw some moose. We went back to the 
motel and enjoyed a night with a bed, 
running water, and showers. No GoT 
unfortunately, but still a good night. 

 -Trashguy
August 3rd

We woke in our motel beds after some 
well-needed sleep. We had an amazing 
breakfast from town and started to get 
our stuff ready to begin the �rd leg of the 
trip. Around ��, Tpace came with MT� 
(NARPS) and we talked with them about 
what was ahead of us. 

After goodbyes to Pietro and his mob, 
we mobbed to the Bigelows and meshed 
to some good tunes. We made it to 
Bigelow pretty early and had a hammock 
chill fest for like 6 hours. The night was 
full of stories and laughs and burgers 
cooked by chef Dave(stache). We listened 
to more GoT and went to bed. -Chapo
August 4th

Due to a lack of hustle, we slept in 
again and started off late as always. 
We packed up and eventually got on 
the trail. We soon learned that the trail 
going to Little Bigelow was terrible but 
we made it back to the AT after a while. 
From there we crested the mountain and 
enjoyed some nice views of the Loaf 
while eating lunch. 

The sending continued and we made it 
to our first lean-to of the leg. We chilled 
at the “tubs” and had more Dank grub. 
The night was gorgeous and we did 
double story time. The boys were lean-to 
chilling and loved it. -Chubs
August 5th

At 8:�0 we crawled out of our tents and 
started to boil water for oatmeal (average 
� hours to boil water). We sent it downhill 
and made it to the �000 mile mark of the 
AT and had pbh again. After summiting 
a small mountain, we continued on to 
West Carry Pt lean-to. We swam for a bit 
and had some delicious bacon alfredo. 
More GoT then sleepytime.  -Hirschy
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August 6th
This was our best sleep-in yet. We 

woke up around 9 and got out of camp 
at ��:�0. We sent it and had some good 
stories on the trail, and after a few hours 
had lunch. More pbh, surprise surprise. 
We continued and had some deep convos 
about college and the real world (a nasty 
place) and kept on marching. We made it 
to camp, cooked up some fire tuna melts 
(Tommy loved them) and we learned that 
Mateo actually doesn’t like tuna. Good 
sunset, GoT, and sleep. -Bunt
August 7th

We had oatmeal and for once made it 
out of camp kinda early… not. We ate, 
then rested for a while and made it out 
by ��. It was a pretty easy hike and we 
eventually made it to the Kennebec 
crossing. We rode the mighty vessel of the 
ferryman (a canoe) and crossed safely. 

We then got milkshakes and sodas 
from the nearby town and kept on going 
after lunch. We made it into camp, went 
swimming, and had some gate gato(yum). 
More GoT before bed and shockingly we 
had our first rain of the trip.  -Trashlord
August 8th

We woke up late and were about 
to leave, but instead had a very 
intellectually stimulating conversation 
with a thru hiker who told us the true 
ways of the world (burning trash, owning 
guns, and never hiking the AT). We grew 
tired of the rambling and headed out for 
a treacherous 8-mile day. 

The mountain we had to hike was 
hard, but we crested quickly and only 
had a few miles of downhill to get to 
our next campsite. We only took one 
break and before we knew it we were at 
our campsite. We downed quesadillas, 
listened to more GoT, ate some pep, 
and finally went to bed after some deep 
convos in the lean-to.  -Thrashy
August 9th

We woke up at the usual time: late. 
We decided, while eating pop tarts, that 
we would only do 4 miles today and 
haul tomorrow. We crested maxi Bald 
Mountain quickly and were left with a 
very easy downhill. We ate lunch at the 
top and continued on our merry way. 

We reached the site with plenty of 
time to spare and chilled mad hard in 

the hammocks. More pep for dinner 
and we listened to not only George, but 
Ocho as well, during story time. Much to 
everyone’s surprise, Ocho was illiterate. 
Good story time still, and we soon went 
to bed.  -Hirschbagel
August 10th

Today we actually woke up early for 
once and ate many pop tarts. We sent 9 
miles fairly quickly after breakfast, guided 
by Dayya summary of every Pokémon 
game ever. We had lunch around noon 
at the first lean-to, and after a long break, 
we kept on sending. 

We pushed on for another 7 miles and 
found a nice stealth spot near Monson. 
Grizz and Ocho went to town to get some 
treats for the last night and we ate like 
kings: rice Dank pep burritos. Soon the 
triumphant counselors returned with 
chips and salsa to accompany the meal. 
We celebrated the near end of our ��-day 
journey and had some good chilling and 
story time before going to bed one last 
time on the trail. 
August 11th

The last day, only � and a half miles. 
Should be easy, right? Psych. The map 
didn’t advertise the trail correctly, and it 
was almost all uphill. George was hiking 
in his jorts yet again, and unfortunately 
sweats right through them. We made it 
up over Round Hill, which was actually 
just � miles of uphill and finally crested 
and had some decent downhill. 

We hauled from there to the parking 
lot and met up with - you guessed it: Jack 
Marston. He greeted us with doughnuts 
and we all celebrated our triumph of the 
AT and Maine Trails. We were soon on 
our way back to camp, but of course we 
had to check out Big G’s (even though 
Grizz wanted Happy China). The food 
was Dank, and we kept on sending while 
jamming out to some killer tunes. Despite 
our full stomachs, we went by Round 
Top. The ice cream was delicious and 
the boys discovered that Round Top was 
also a Pokémon gym. Smiles all around 
and we had finally completed our trip. 
We cruised back to Kieve and were met 
with friends all around, even though we 
smelled terrible. A great last day to these 
boys’ last trip as campers.

-George Hamilton, Maine Trails IV HBC
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As the summer was winding down 
and the Kieve and Wavus campers and 
counselors were making their way home 
and prepping for the school year or the 
“real world:, a different sort of camper 
was making their way to the shores 
of Lake Damariscotta. This August, a 
group of intrepid KW alums made their 
way north to tackle the wild waters 
of the Allagash Wilderness Waterway, 
during the summer celebrating the �0th 
anniversary of the Allagash.

The trip’s first challenge, and first 
triumph, came before even leaving 
Wavus. With an odd number of paddlers, 
the Gash Bash �0�6 was looking for 
another paddler, and a Wavus alum, 
Claire Lupo, stepped to the plate on a 
whim! How fantastic!

With a shortened time table, the group 
made their way straight to Churchill 
Dam. A bummer for sure, but the 
disappointment was short lived once the 
campers learned what their counselors 
(Dave and Hannah – they ROCK!) had in 
store for dinner – flank steak and grilled 
vegetables! Not quite the meals most 
remembered while camping in the great 
wild north.

Gash Bash 2016
Now, this wasn’t the regular 

‘Allagash’ cabin that KW was used to. 
Oh no, there were many more years of 
camping experience, and arguably years 
of cobwebs, than the teenage cabins 
typically guided by counselors. And that 
was shown in the first set of rapids – in 
the challenging Chase Rips, one of the 
alumni canoes flipped. As John MacDuffie 
recalls, “even though I got banged up in 
the first �� minutes, it was an experience 
to remember.” Luckily, Chance hadn’t 
forgotten how to execute a picture-
perfect T-rescue. Thank goodness. After 
Chase Rips, everyone found their ‘river-
legs’, and started negotiating the rapids 
as they had many years prior.

Ledges was the goal for the day, and 
everyone was blessed with a citing of a 
Bald Eagle riverside and a distant moose 
on Umsaskis Lake. Hard paddling landed 
the group at the campsite on the early 
side, so there was some downtime. Adam, 
Paul and Andrew explored and gathered 
firewood, Boyd and John searched and 
found the perfect tent sites and laid back, 
Cullom and Henry crossed the lake for 
some fishing, and Claire, Hannah, Dave, 
and BJ held down the waterfront. And 

Back Row: Dave Berndtson, Adam Haselkorn, Henry Chance, Boyd Wylie, Paul 
Schmid; Front Row: Hannah Lovejoy, Andy Roberts, Henry Kennedy, BJ Kennedy, 
Cullom Walker, John MacDuffie, Claire Lupo
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after a fantastic day on the river, these 
travelers were treated to adult beverages, 
a fantastic sunset, amazing stir-fry, and 
clear skies for sleeping.

This day, the third day, was a big day. 
Five Fingers was the target, a solid paddle. 
So with a hearty breakfast in the belly, 
off the crew went. Gentle headwinds 
greeted the group on Long Lake, but so 
did a duo of Bald Eagles, one of which 
with a fresh caught fish, so all was right 
with the world. The line of canoes traded 
jokes all the way to Long Lake Dam, 
where Chance showed everyone how to 
crush a portage, and Andrew showed all 
the deepwater off the put in. Swift water 
carried the crew to Inlet where Hannah 
and David again treated the crowd with 
their culinary expertise – grilled cheeses 
with ham, tomato, and avocado. High 
class! Just the fuel the group needed to 
make the final push to Five Fingers. The 
only disappointment of the trip was to 
follow – the Five Fingers Campsite was 
occupied. That, however, was short lived 
as down the river was a site unfamiliar to 
all, but fantastic nonetheless. Deadwater 
North. �9 miles in one day! With camp 
set, Cullom, Claire, and Andrew flicked a 
fly (successfully), while the ever-capable 
counselors cooked another culinary 

classic – Philly Cheesesteaks. Did you 
know this pairs well with red wine? The 
Deadwater Debonairs discovered this. 
And after a marathon and then some 
of paddling, we all had to raise a glass 
and celebrate (maybe a little early) John 
MacDuffie’s 80th birthday. John showed 
us all that age is but a number and that 
anyone, with some resolve, can thrive on 
the Allagash!

Despite the earlier statement, there was 
really one disappointing moment – the 
end of the trip. Day 4 brought a beautiful 
morning with cool temps, smoke on the 
water, and a somber four mile paddle to 
Michaud Farm. There was a quick stop 
at the Cunliffe campsite, but even that 
couldn’t stop time. Before midmorning, 
these practiced people had the canoes 
tied down tight on the racks (this time), 
and the bus packed.

To call this outing on the Allagash 
a “trip” would be a disservice. With 
decade’s worth of camping experience, 
lifetimes of stories, and a dozen like-
minded alums of KW, this was an 
adventure. I encourage anyone and 
everyone to consider heading out on 
their own ‘Gash Bash’ – you may surprise 
yourself.
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15th Anniversary 9/11 Family Camp
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